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CHAPTER  I 

"  YOUR  DAUGHTER,  VIDA  !  " 

GoRM  House  looked  on  the  sea — that  is,  on  the  keel- 
torn,  screw-tormented  waters  of  the  Frith  of  Can- 
tyre.  The  misty  blue  mountains  of  Sannox,  anchored 
full  in  the  fairway,  made  of  the  peninsula  on  which 
it  stood  almost  an  embattled  island.  Yet  the 
master  of  Gorm  House  stood  at  the  window  of  his 
breakfast-room  and  looked  on  all  this  beauty,  but 
saw  nothing  but  a  blur.  He  had  crushed  a  letter 
in  the  palm  of  one  huge  hand,  and  risen  from  his 
untouched  breakfast  to  stride  about  the  room  and 
frown  upon  the  external  world  through  expensive 
sheets  of  brand  new  plate-glass.  He  had  ordered 
the  yet  newer  footman  out  of  his  sight,  and  kicked 
the  morning's  Thistle  into  the  comer  without  even 
glancing  at  the  "  iron-and-steel  report,"  which  as  a 
rule  was  as  holy  writ  to  him.  Altogether  Jacob 
Romer  was  in  what  Mr.  Bimyan  would  call  an  "  evil 
villain  temper." 

His  forceful  hands  twitched  visibly  as  you  watched 
them.  He  wanted  somebody  to  contradict  him, 
so  that  he  might  twist  his  neck.  Indeed,  in  a  very 
few  minutes  he  had  worked  himself  into  a  fine 
monarch-of-all-I-survey  passion. 

And  this  was  the  letter  which  had  so  provoked 
him.  It  was  from  his  brother  Tom— a  celebrated 
doctor  and  a  man  like-minded  with  himself — one  also 
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who  had  never  asked  him  for  a  sixpence  (knowing 
that  he  woidd  not  have  got  it),  in  aU  points  equally 
cross-grained,  pushing  and  unscrupulous  as  Mr. 
Jacob  Romer  himself. 

m,',' ?^t  V^"""^"""  (thusran  the  letter)  "I  have  done 

my  best  for  you.  and  a  good  deal  more  than  I  would 

have  done  for  anybody  else— more  than  you  would 

ever  have  done  for  me.  or.  indeed,   than  I  should 

have  asked  you  to  do.     But  if  it  had  been  of  the 

least  use.  I  should  not  have  minded. 

frnnw    ^^7  .^"PPOsed-personally.  Caroline  gave  no 

trouble     I  had  her  journey  all  safely  arranged  for. 

and  nothing  would  have  been  said,  but  for  that  Imp 

of  Mischief,  your  daughter  Vida.     She  it  was  whS 

brought  the  whole  wasp-nest  buzzing  round  my  ears. 

No  sooner  had  we  safely  planted  her  mother  in 

the  Thorsby  County  Asylum  (reaUy  the  best   and 

safest  place  for  her),  than  this  bantling  of  yours 

well-nigh  lost  me  ray  municipal  positions  of  Police 

Doctor  and  City  Analyst  by  raising  the  whole  town 

of  Thorsby  against  me. 

*i,'\u?  *°  ^^^  P°^"*  ^^^  Tweedle  and  I  had  worked 
the  thing  qmte  quietly.     Attendants,  accustomed  to 

I".™  w^:,T^  °''  *^^  'P°*'  ^'^d  took  Caroline  off 
from  Wood  Grc  n  one  moonhght  night  without  a 
soul  being  the  wiser.  «»         6 

.Za^'VK''^'^  "^""^  ^^y  "^'  yo^^g  Hopeful,  in- 
AsvL  .n!l  r?^*°  ''^°?'  goes  straight  to  the 
Asylum  and  finds  her  mother  on  the    Poor  Side 
where  I  had  placed  her.  according  to  your  instructions.' 
as  being  less  conspicuous.     Then— crack  I    Off  she 

t!?1«  w^,  /°^5^*  ^?  interview  the  Mayor  at  the 
Town  HaU      Inside  of  ten  minutes  she  has  him 

fHnn^Ki   *  ^V  ^S  ^  """^^^  ^^^^t^'^  a^d  an  uncon- 
^.  If r  V^^""*-  u^/''*  '^^  ^PP^^"^  ^^fo^e  the  sitting 
RrTi       7^-^l.^^^°'!  °"'  stipendiary,  Mr.  EugenI 
Bridge,  and  right  m  the  middle  of  the  poUce  cases 
my  young  lady  steps  up  and  asks  for  advice, 
assist  y'ouT'^''  ''^'  *^'  "magistrate;    'how  can  I 
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"  'Is  it  ri^ht,'  says  MademoiseUe,  *  that  my  mother, 
a  lady  of  mdependent  means,  and  the  wife  of  a 
well-known  Scotch  iron-master,  should  be  dragged 
from  her  home  and  put  in  an  asylum— on  the  Poor 
Side  ?  ' 

What  are  the  circumstances  ?  '  says  Mr.  Bridge 
sharply.  And  the  reporters'  pencils  could  not  get 
over  the  paper  quick  enough.  Before  that  they  had 
all  been  asleep.  '  What  name  ?  What  name  did 
she  say  ?  they  whispered,  overlooking  one  another's 
notes,  as  eager  as  terriers  at  a  rat-hole. 

"  Then  Miss  Vida  Romer  states  her  full  name,  also 
yours,  and— what  mattered  most  of  all  in  Thorsby— 
mine.  The  court  officials,  across  whose  hawse  I 
have  had  to  come  several  times  in  the  way  of  busi- 
ness, sat  up  like  so  many  cockroaches.  They 
thought  they  had  pinched  me  now  for  a  certainty. 

Ah,  Doctor  Thomas  Romer,'  says  the  magis- 
trate, m  a  melted  butter  voice,  '  and  the  well-known 
local  physician,  Dr.  Tweedle !  Surely  there  cannot 
be  anything  irregular— two  officials  of  the  munici- 
pahty  and  both  Justices  of  the  Peace.'  (He  had  a 
sneer  in  his  voice.  I  am  sure  !)  '  Are  you  certain  that 
^^^,  Sp*^er  is  perfectly  sane.  Miss— ah— Romer  ?  ' 

'  cu    '  ,  ^^^^  ^^'^  *"•  si'"''  said  your  daughter, 

bhe  IS  weak  and  shy  with  strangers,  but  she  was 
a  ways  good  and  happy  with  me  when  they  left  us 
aJone  We  were  so  happy  in  our  little  house  at 
Wood  Green,  and  she  never  went  out  even  when  I 
was  away  at  school— that  is.  when  she  promised  not. 
But  at  any  rate,  my  mother  has  money  of  her  own 
and  ought  not  to  be  put  on  the  Poor  Side  of  a  Public 
Asylum.  That  is  a  piece  of  petty  spite.  She  has 
two  hundred  a  year  of  her  own,  and  I  know  her  soli- 
citor s  address.  There  it  is.  She  ought  certainly 
to   be   represented  ! ' 

"  And  if  she  didn't  write  the  address  down  on  a 
sheet  of  paper  and  hand  it  up  to  the  magistrate  as  cool 
as  an  old  hand.  He  glanced  at  it.  so  they  tell  me, 
and  scratched  his  head  with  the  butt  of  a  quill 
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You  may  go  home,  Miss  Romcr,'  he  said.    *  Be 
assured  that  I  wiU  look  into  this.' 

'•  And  sure  enough  I  had  the  Mayor,  the  Magistrate, 
and  the  Chairman  of  the  Watch  Committee  aU  after 

?.!..K  'TA'*?^;  ,  ^*  "^^  y^"*"  ^^^^^  or  mine. 
Jacob-andlhadtoletyoursgobytheboard.  Had 
to  I  can  tell  you  I  For  they  were  as  keen  as  mustard 
after  my  scalp.  The  Mayor  has  a  nephew  about 
npc  for  my  shoes,  and  the  Town  Clerk  has  had  his 

«w *?!,'"  r^""*  *T°°«  **'"*^-  ^  *»a^  *o  give  way  all 
^ng  the  hne.  I  even  showed  your  instructions. 
There  was,  of  course,  no  question  about  the  mental 
Tw/J  the  patient  at  least  on  the  occasion  when 
Tweedle  and  I  saw  her.  We  got  clear  of  the  Poor 
Side,  on  the  plea  that  it  was  '  a  simple  mistake.' 
ia«*  ♦^il  ^'^fP^  to  scrape  out  of  it,  but  this  is  the 
last  timelshaU  meddle  with  your  domestic  hornets- 
nests.  If  you  want  to  get  rid  of  your  wife  get  a 
lawyer.  Jacob-a  fellow  who  is  paid  for  doing  your 
dirty  jobs    and  can   carry  it   off  under  cover  of 

miteiS^r  ""^    ^°°^"^    *°    **^    ^®"*'* 

•  But  it  is  altogether  too  warm  for  your  brother 
Toni.  with  such  a  niece  as  Miss  Vida  in  the  same  town. 
I  wish  you  joy  of  her.  my  friend.  One  of  my  com- 
petitors  here,  a  young  fellow.  Hubert  Salveson.  who 
recently  married  very  much  beneath  him.  has  been 
interesting  himself  (quite  unnecessarily)  in  the  busi- 
ness. Miss  Vida  called  him  in  to  see  her  mother,  and 
he  took  .he  affair  up.  for  the  sake  of  any  spare  kudos 

J„?nT'''  T?''  l^^^^'  ''  ^  "*^"  °^  P^i^^y  and  in-' 
fluence  in  Thorsby,  so  my  advice  to  you  is  to  get 
Caroline  and  her  too  lively  daughter  out  of  this  place 
as  soon  as  possible.  You  cannot  do  this  too  soon 
to  suit.— Dear  Jacob,  your  affectionate  brother. 

"  Thomas  Romer." 

Mr.  Jacob  Romer.  of  Gorm  House,  was  a  red-faced 
man  of  middle  stature,  somewhat  replete,  with 
protuberant  eyes  and  a  whitish   bristle  of  hair  in 
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which  could  be  discovered  no  particular  p  .rting  or 
arrangement.  As  he  went  on  reading  through  he 
letter  his  face  grew  redder,  and  he  nibbed  up  his 
hackle  furiously  as  if  his  very  fingers  were  electric 
with  spite.  A  pair  of  remote  eyes  snapped  and  scin- 
tillated, and  he  put  all  the  terse  vigour  of  the  master 
of  many  thousand  workmen  into  the  pendulum  to- 
and-fro  of  his  walk.  A  scared  man  servant  peeped 
carefully  round  the  comer  of  the  door. 

"  Go  away  !  "  shouted  his  master,  bending  sud- 
denly as  if  seeking  something  to  throw  at  him.  But 
another  idea  struck  Mr.  Romer  at  the  moment,  and 
he  called  out,  "  Where  is  Kahn  ?  Send  Kahn  to  me  !  '' 
The  man  appeared  round  the  door,  obviously  ho'  - 
ing  himself  ready  to  dodge,  and  faltering  his  be  ef 
that  "  Mr.  Kahn  had  gone  to  the  office." 

"  Well,  send  for  him,  can't  you,"  shouted  Mr. 
Jacob  Romer.     "  And  see  here,  if  you  don  t  have  him 

up  within  five  minutes,  I'll " 

But  the  man  servant,  Gregson  who  knew  his 
master,  was  akeady  assisting  the  page-boy  upon  his 
cycle  with  orders  to  ride  for  his  life,  and  beg  Mr. 
Kahn  to  hurry— the  master  wanted  him— im- 
mediately— and  indeed  very  much  sooner. 

Scenes  like  this  were  all  in  the  day's  work  at  Gorm 
House,  and  as  Gregson  truly  said,  it  was  not  every 
self-respecting  man-servant  who  would  stand  it.  But 
the  pay  and  the  place  had  their  advantages,  therefore 
Gregson  remained,  and  did  his  grumbling  out  of 
business  hours. 

Mr.  Kahn— James  Kahn— was  known  both  at 
the  House  and  at  the  Company's  pits  as  "  The 
Confidential."  He  was  a  little  fairish  man,  of 
mdefinite  age.  indefinite  nationality,  indefinite  every- 
thmg  in  fact,  anywhere  between  twenty-five  and 
forty.  He  had  a  brisk,  hateful  look,  as  if  the  people 
about  him  amused  him  ard  he  was  thihk  ng  at  the 
same  time  what  ill  trick  he  could  safely  play  them. 
His  small,  grey,  deep-set  eyes  dwelt  an  instant  on 
your  face  and  then  swerved  aside.     Had  Kahn  worn 
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poor  clothes  instead  of  being  always  fashionably 
atired,  he  would  at  once  have  been  arrested  at  a 
vagabond.  He  had  a  false,  pleasant  smile,  a  thick 
neck,  and  such  broad  shoulders  on  such  a  short  body 
that  they  gave  him  the  look  of  being  slightly  deformed. 
He  hid  extreme  bodily  force  under  the  flaccid  languor 
of  a  used-up  man-about-town. 

When  he  entered  the  morning  room  at  the  House 
Mr.  Romer  motioned  him  to  shut  the  door.  Then 
without  the  slightest  salutation  or  introduction  he 
demanded,  "  Which  boat  lying  just  now  at  Port 
Incubus  can  be  got  ready  for  sea  the  quickest  ?  " 

"  Ore  or  cargo  ? "  inquired  James  Kahn,  with 
equally  little  surprise. 

"  Cargo,"  said  his  master  impatiently,  "  and 
belonging  to  the  firm." 

The  little  thickset  man  with  the  grey  eyes  that  so 
consistently  fled  the  regard,  appeared  to  ponder  a 
moment. 
"  The  Good  Intent  I  "  he  said  at  last. 
"  And  her  master  ?  " 
"Captain  Warner." 

"  Put  Warner  on  the  Golden  Swan,"  said  Mr. 
Romei  ;  "  shift  Captain  Helstone  to  the  Good  Intent, 
and  let  him  choose  his  own  crew.  You  are  to  be 
supercargo,  and  to  do  as  I  tell  you." 

"Very  weU,  sir,"  said  James  Kahn.  He  knew 
very  much  better  than  to  ask  a  question  or  even  to 
smile.  He  was  on  his  promotion,  though  he  pursued 
knowledge  rather  than  minted  gold.  Afterwards- 
well,  James  Kahn  would  see.  Knowledge  was 
power— also  money.  He  bowed  and  withdrew  with 
his  orders  for  the  day.  He  was  to  go  on  a  cruise,  a 
little  private  excursion,  with  Captain  Helstone  'as 
master,  and  the  crew  specially  chosen. 

"  Ah,"  thought  James  Kahn,  "  there  should  be 
something  worth  knowing  in  this.  I  wonder  what  is 
the  old  man's  game  ?  I  would  wager  there  is  not 
much  cargo  and  a  good  deal  of  premium  on  the 
Good  Intent.     It  is  a  blessing  I  can  swim,  and  I  shall 
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certainly  have  a  cork  jacket  by  my  bunk  when  I 
turn  in." 
But  he  resolved  that  if  there  were  any  risk  in  the 

1  matter,  he  would  make  Mr.  Jacob  Romer  pay  dearly 
for  the  dangers  he  might  have  to  encounter. 

And  withm  the  morning  room  of  Gorm  House  the 
master  of  the  great  Incubus  pits  continued  his  beat 
as  upon  a  quarter-deck,  with  knitted  brow,  and  his 
brother's  letter  crushed  more  tightly  in  his  hand. 

Mr.  Jacob  Romer  was  hurt  in  his  tenderest  domestic 
affections.  His  wife  had  disappointed,  his  daughter 
outraged  him.     His  fool  of  a  brother  was  good  for 

!  nothing  but  prescribing  for  old  wives.  If  only— ah, 
if  only  he  could  have  done  everything  for  hi  'if— 
but  to  be  compelled  to  trust  to  idiots— to  a  q  ack  ! 
Pshaw !    And    Pshaw  1    And*   Pshaw ! 
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CHAPTER  II 

THE   CRUISE   OF  THE   "  GOOD    INTENT  " 

"  ^°Ti  "Vu^  °^  y°"'"  ^^*^^^'  <^ear.  sending  this  nice  ship 
and  aU  these  nice  men  just  to  give  us  a  trip  and 
cheer  us  up.  before  settling  down  again  at  home!  " 
Ihe  voice  of  a  woman,  tired  and  fadsd,  spoke 
languidly.  She  was  lying  on  a  pile  of  mattresses 
and  cushions  on  the  deck  of  the  Good  Intent,  to  pro- 
cure which  comforts  her  daughter  had  made  a  general 
pillage  of  the  ship.  ^ 

"  Humph."  said  Vida  Romer,  brusquely,  "  I  don't 
see  why  you  ever  married  that  man.  mother.  I 
wouldn  t !     He  is  too  meaii  to  live  !  " 

"  Chii  lie."  said  Mrs.  Romer.  sighing  gently,  "  you 
cannot  understand ;  and  besides,  it  is  wrong  of  you  to 
speak  m  that  way  of  your  father " 

"Let  him  show  that  he  is  my  father  then."  Vida 
declared,  emphatically.     "  He  is  rich  and  he  leaves 
us  poor.     He  never  does  a  single  thing  for  us.     I 
wouldn  t  have  him  for  a  father  if  I  could  help  it 
And  I  can  !  "  r     • 

"  Hush,  Vida,  hush  !  "  said  her  mother.  Ufting  ud 
a  narrow  transparent  hand.  -  lich  she  laid  tremu- 
lously over  the  strong  nervoi     one  of  her  daughter 

YOU  don  t  know  who  may  near  you.  And  they 
are  all  strangers  except  that  nice  Mr.  Kahn  !  " 

In  her  better  moods  Mrs.  Romer  was  just  tY?. 
type  of  colouriess.  easily  satisfied  person  to  whom' 
"T^j' »^'  2.°*  actively  hostile,  is  either  "  nice  "  or 

kind.       To  the  woman  of  weak  mind  and  troubled 
nerves,  James  Kahn  was  both. 
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♦k"i^^*'  L^^*^!*  *"'""•"  ^^*^  ^^^  daughter,  without 
the  least  attempt  at  moderating  her  voice,  "  a  horrid 
httle,  sneaking "  '  ' 

!.  Oh,  my  dear,  there  he  is  now  !  Do  be  careful '  " 
^^     Careful,    mother,"    said   Vida  contemptuously. 

I  dont  care  if  he  were  standing  here  now.  He 
can  t  eat  me  ! 

However  the  supercargo  moved  off  to  the  further 
St  alone^  "'''*^^''  ^"""^  daughter  were  again 

"  How  did  you  come  to  marry  Jacob  Romer  ?  " 
the  girl  went  on,  with  the  implacability  of  youth 

I— I  could  not  help  it— I  could  not  do  otherwise  " 
quavered  her  mother.     "  You  see,    Jacob    said  I 
"""i   T  i^y  Jatjer  and  mother  said  I  must.     So  I  did 
and  I  think  he  cared-at  first-oh  yes.  a  Httle! 
5fwT  r°'  then.  and.  except  for  his  finding  fault 
with  the  housekeeping  and  my  wrong  additions  in 
the  money  books.  I  was  happy  enough.     But  then  he 
was  c  ever-far  too  clever  for  me.     He  was  always 
inventing  things,  so  that  it  ended  in  his  uncle,  old 
Mr  Gorm.  not  being  able  to  do  without  him.  and  he 
had  always  to  be  at  the  works,  and  we-that  is  you 
and  I-stayed  on  at  Thorsby.  to  be  near  grandfather 
and  grandmother.    Jacob  used  sometimes  to  come 
at  week-ends,  for  a  while.     Afterwards  he  was  too 
SVhI  .^°"^«th^"g'  and  he  could  not  be  bothered 
^  hii  .V''"™'^,-     ^i'""  ™y  ^^^^^'  ^"<i  "pother  died 
r,  ri  1*    r^  T^'  ""^  ^^""^  °*^^'^-     After  that  it  was 
much  lonelier  for  me.  and  but  for  you  I  should  have 

ToTsaid  \'''  'A"r  "^^i  they^said-what  Unck 
Tom  said-homd  thmgs ;  that  I  took  opium,  that  I 
was  ou   of  my  mind ;  and  if  it  had  not  been  f^r  you 
Vda,  tL.y  would  have  put  your  poor  mother  away 
But  now  we  are  going  home  at  last,  and  Jacob  will 
be  good  to  us  as  he  was  in  the  first  days,  when  we  were 

Thev  fpTr  '"^  ?T^  V'i^"*  ^^'^  ""  «^  ^'  °^n  accord. 
mZ-fi      fV^"^^^  ^°"^  says-that  it  is  such  a 
magnificent  place,  with  gardeners  and  hot-houses 
and  grapes  in  bunches  (though  I  don't  believe  you^ 
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father  will  allow  us  to  cut  them),  and  more  than  one 
man-servant.  Oh,  I  don't  know  how  I  shall  ever 
venture  to  speak  to  them !  " 

"I  do !  "  cried  Vida,  bristling  up,  lioness-like. 
"  I'll  speak  to  them,  if  they  so  much  as  dare  to  look 
as  if  they  would  smile  at  my  mother  !  " 

"  And  how  kind  of  dear  Jacob  to  give  us  this 
splendid  cruise  in  his  own  ship,  all  round  by  the 
north  of  Scotland !  " 

"  Rubbish  !  "  said  Vida,  shortly.  "  Now,  sit  up, 
mother,  and  I  will  arrange  your  pillows  for  you.  You 
are  slipping  down  much  too  low.  There — that's 
better  I  Father  wanted  us  out  of  the  way  a  while 
longer,  that's  all.  I  suppose  you  think  he  ordered 
this  nice,  smooth  weather,  too,  specially,  so  that  we 
would  be  nice  and  comfortable " 

"  It  would  have  been  just  like  him  if  he  had,"  said 
Mrs.Romer,  smiling  faintly,  but  with  a  certain  glint 
of  pleasure  in  her  dim  eyes,  "  I  mean  like  what  he 
used  to  be  long  ago  !  He  was  quick-tempered  and 
masterful,  Jacob.  Oh,  always  !  And  do  you  know, 
Vida,  sometimes  I  think  you  are  like  him." 

"  God  forbid  !  "  said  the  girl  quickly,  thrusting  out 
her  hands  as  if  pushing  something  horrid  away. 

The  mother  raised  her  hands  in  pained  deprecation, 

"  Oh,  Vida,  you  must  not — remember  the  fifth 
commandment, — the  first  with  promise." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  know,  mother,  that  is  all  very  well," 
said  Vida,  "but  it  says  too — 'like as  a  father  pitieth 
his  children,'  doesn't  it  ?  And  Jacob  Romer  hasn't 
pitied  me  a  bit.  Why  then  should  I  honour 
him  ?  " 

The  mother  found  no  other  reply  than  the  simple 
re-statement  of  the  commandment,  and  of  the  fact, 
equally  incontestable,  that  he  was  Vida's  father. 
The  girl  shrugged  her  shoulders  a  little  behind  her 
mother's  back,  and  made  a  grimace  which  said  clearly 
that  Jacob  Romer,  when  he  came  to  reckon  with  his 
daughter,  would  find  quite  other  material  on  his 
hand  than  in  his  wife's  case. 
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On  board  the  Good  Intent  there  appeared  to  be  but 
httle  cargo  It  was  in  fact,  a  pleasure  cruise  for  the 
benefit  of  the  owner's  wife  and  daughter  The  mas 
ter  had  saluted  them  with  curt  civility  when  they  had 
come  on  board  with  James  Kahn.  The  two  or  three 
sailors  went  about  their  duties  as  usual,  but  seemed 
to  give  the  passengers  as  wide  a  berth  as  possible. 
So  the  supercargo  was  invaluable  to  them.  James 
Kahn  was  not  above  serving  their  meals,  and  as  in- 

I  w^^  ?JP  '  ^°°^  ^^^  evider  .y  an  artist  in  his  way. 

J  He  had  found  some  comfortaole  old  red-plush  furni- 
ture and  put  them  into  the  little  cabin.  In  fact  no 
one  could  possibly  have  been  kinder,  said  the  wife  of 
nis  employer. 

i  •  IV"^^  J^x:^"'^^  *^^*  *^^y  s^^led  away  to  the  north 
m  these  latitudes  a  month  of  uncanny  calms  Tnd 
sudden  uncertain  St.  John's  Eve  storms  upoA  the 
deadly  Cape  Wrath  seas,  and  among  the  black,  thick- 
sown  reefs  of  the  Hebrides.  Yet\midst  th^se  lay 
their  course,  and  neither  Vida  nor  her  mother  noticed 
that  a  couple  of  roomy  whale-boats  were  the  chief  new 
and  stnking  pieces  of  naval  furniture  on  board 

Lfnni^'  f^  ^l^  ?^''^*^  *^^  ^''""^^  of  Pentland  and 
rhm  ^^'iT^'  .t^ey  were  pursued  by  a  series  of 
chill  northerly  winds,  not  so  much  tempestuous  as 
deadly  with  the  nip  of  ice-fields  not  far  away  Vida 
loved  the  keen  Arctic  breath,  and  wished  that  they 
Icould  go  far  enough  polewards  to  catch  sight  of  Faroe 
lor  even  of  the  white  wastes  of  the  vftnat  Jokuli 

bl  if  ^^l'"'?  ^"^  ^^^  "^^^^^^  ^^i^^^^d  and  wrapped 
Ihereelf  in  shawls  and  yet  more  shawls  ^ 

Yet  m  spite  of  all  she  would  not  stay  below 
M  "  =K  "'•  J'^  ''"^  '"^  *^^  sunshine.  Jacob  would  wish 
".  sne  said  in  answer  to  every  remonstrance  "He 
N  giving  us  this  chance.  We  may  never  have  the 
Jike  again-and  in  his  own  ship  too  I  would  never 
forgive  myself.     No.  no.  Vida.1  must  stay  on  deck  '' 

Ihrough   a   dreamhke  serenity  they  sailed  first 

the  same  ^'"  '°"'?-     ^T''^''  ^^^^  ^^^^  ke^p 
the  same  honzon  about  them  all  day.     The  winds. 
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though  chill  enough,  were  so  light  that  the  sails  oftei 
hung  lax  and  motionless.  But  all  the  same  it  was  i 
memorable  time  for  the  sick  woman. 

"  I  am  happy,  Vida,  darling,"  she  would  say,  a 
she  sat  with  her  daughter's  hand  clasped  in  hers  undei 
the  awning  which  Vida  had  stretched  for  her.  "  Oh 
so  happy  !  I  never  felt  so  happy  in  my  life— not  ever 
when  I  was  first  married.  You  are  a  good  daueh'te] 
to  me,  Vida." 

Everything  about  them  was  "nice,"  and  after  this 
there  could  be  no  higher  praise. 

But,  swift  as  a  lion  from  behind  a  bush,  a  western 
tempest,  g;yrating  landward  on  the  warm  swirls  of  the 
Gulf  Stream,  sprang  upon  them  one  night  about  ten- 
of-the-clock.  For  an  hour  the  winds  had  whistled 
plaintively  through  the  cordage.  The  sails  were 
reefed  or  got  in.  Quiet  amid  the  bustle  Vida  and  her 
mother  sat  watching  the  west  changing  from  dingy 
orange  through  powdery  blue  to  a  dusky  slate,  across 
which  httle  white  wisps,  like  jets  of  cloud-spray 
went  and  came.  Then  for  the  first  time  Captain 
Helstone  addressed  his  passengers.  He  touched  his 
peaked  cap  with  a  stiff  gesture,  and  begged  that  they 
would  go  below  at  once.  It  was  going  to  be 
a  coarse  night."  They  were  in  bad  waters  and 
might  have  to  run  for  the  open.  The  hatches  would 
need  to  be  closed. 

Immediately  Mrs.  Romer  and  her  daughter  went 
below.  Vida  got  her  mother  to  bed  before  the  storm 
caught  them.  Then  for  forty  hours  the  Good  Intent 
battled  with  the  winds  and  the  v^aves  of  a  North 
Atlantic  storm. 

She  must  have  had  excellent  stuff  in  her,  that  old 
tramp  schooner,  or  she  would  never  have  made  so 
gallant  a  fight  for  it.  At  first  the  two  women  heard 
the  din  of  trampUng  above  them,  the  clatteri:  f 
many  feet,  heavy  sudden  falls,  the  creaking  of  bxocks 
—all  m  addition  to  the  noises  of  the  s«  which  were 
deafening  enough  to  the  unaccustomea. 

Vida,  .11  and  dazed,  found  after  a  while  a  troubled 
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I  repose  Jime  and  again,  awaking  from  her  doze, 
she  snatched  the  httle  lantern  she  had  taken  from  the 
supercargo's  room,  and  with  infinite  staggerin£s 
made  her  way  to  her  mother's  berth,  always  rt 
tummg  thankful  that  she  was  sleeping  so  soundly 
[through  the  turmoil  of  the  waters. 

But  Vida  was  too  dazed  to  notice  that  the  sounds 

;  on  deck  had  died  away,  and  that  only  the  dull  shock 

,  of  heavy  seas  and  the  splash  and  tumble  of  breakers 

I  plunging  over  the  bulwarks  could  be  heard.     Also  the 

Good  Intent  swung  heavily  to  the  lurch  of  the  waves 

without  buoya. ..  y  or  hfe  in  her  motion 

Suddenly  the  girl  woke  from  a  dream  in  a  kind  of 
wild  and  awestruck  terror.     It  seemed  to  Vida  that 
;  she  was  boxed  up  in  a  deadly  place,  with  some  vague 
^  an  1  imminent  peril  menacing  her.     She  had  evidently 
slept  long  for  it  was  clear  day.     She  ran  to  her 

1?°  r  ?.  V  ^  S^'"'  ^""^  °P^"^"g  the  porthole  let 
the  light  of  a  blue  morning  and  the  reflection  of 
largely  heaving  water  fall  upon  a  face  clear  as  carven 
marble.  She  put  her  hand  upon  her  mother's  brow  • 
It  was  cold  as  stone  !  ' 

'  \J}^^^''T'^^^''^l  ^"^  '"""^"g  to  the  companion 
ladder  beat  with  her  hands  upon  the  hatchway 

Open—help—!"    she    cried.     "My    mother   is 
ill-very  ill.     Open,  I  say."  ^  *^ 

niJ^   TK^"^  ^^\  y^*  ^^'"^^  °^  ^^^  "mother  as   being 
i     f'   u?^  '.^'P  '  '^^*'  ^^^k^d  ^^om  some  lair,  cam! 

Vida  started  and  nearly  fell  down  the  steps.  ^ 

Luckily  the  hatches  of  the  Good  Intent  were  not 

very  heavy.     With  a  handspike  Vida  magged  to 

prize  one  of  them  open  bit  by  bit.  wedging  each  inch 

^^«fJ"'*K''  ^^^'\  *^"  '^^  h^^  space  enough  to 
pass  through  upon  the  deck  ^ 

It  was  empty  from  end  to  end.  No  man  was  upon 
L  rw  ^P'^^^^tle  was  untenanted  ;  the  berths  where 
the  captain  and  supercargo  had  bunked  were  as  empty 

■fnunt  T^  '  ^f^'y-.  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^^^  "P°n  the  Gold 
Intent,  alone  with  a  dead  mother. 


w 


23 


VIDA 


m 


^'f!| 


Something  moved  the  girl  to  look  over  the  side. 
She  seemed  strangely  near  the  surface  of  the  sea  ; 
nearer  when  she  leaned  over  one  side,  that  which  she 
had  heard  the  men  caU  the  port  side,  than  on  the 
other.  The  wind  had  died  away  as  suddenly  as  it 
came  or  perhaps  the  ship  had  drifted  behind  some 
island,  for  the  water  was  fairly  calm.  But  every 
now  and  then  all  about  the  ship  the  smooth  undu- 
lating surface  of  the  sea  would  dimple,  suck  down 
into  a  little  funnel,  then  heave  itself  up  all  about, 
like  a  man  lifting  a  heavy  burden,  and  fall  in  an 
arching  roar  of  green  water  on  something  suddenly 
revealed  as  black  and  smooth  and  shining. 

That  was  death  !     That  was  a  reef !     These  were 

the  Wolves  of  Kior,  though  Vida  did  not  know  them 

even  by  name.     As  Vida  stood  on  the  deck  thinking 

what  she  must  do,  the  Good  Intent  staggered  heavily 

hke  a  man  who  has  not  seen  a  downward  step  on  his 

path,  recovered  herself  with  a  yet   heavier  rolling 

lurch  to  starboard ;  and  then  somehow  or  other  as  in 

a  dream  (Vida  could  not  explain  how),  she  found 

herself  on  board  a  beautiful  white-painted  boat  with 

two  men,  one  old  and  the  other  young,  rowing  it. 

Her  hands  were  bandaged,  and  somebody  was  telling 

her  not  to  talk.    She  could  hear  the  clatter  of  the  little 

waves  at  the  bow.     She  could  see  the  surface  of  the 

water  all  round  her,  and  no  Good  Intent  upon  it 

anywhere  !     She  saw  only  a  tall,  white  pillar  which 

without  being  told,  she  knew  for  a  lighthouse,  and  in 

her  ears  (so  plain  that  it  could  hardly  be  a  dream)  the 

voice  of  her  mother  telling  her  that  heaven  was  such 

a  very  nice  place. 

Then,  again,  for  a  little  while  Vida  knew  no  more, 
and  in  a  tall,  modern,  castellated  building,  whose 
topmost  pinnacles  one  could  see  from  the  boat,  set 
against  a  background  of  smoky  chimneys  and  dizzy- 
ing wheels,  a  famous  ironmaster  marched  to  and 
fro,  waiting  eagerly  for  the  buff  envelope  of  a  tele- 
gram. At  last  he  saw  the  boy  coming.  He  went 
down  to  the  front  door  and  took  it  from  him. 
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He  lore  it  open  and  glanced  at  the  few,  widely- 
spaced  words.  Not  a  flicker  of  expression  passed 
a  ross  his  face.  The  boy  lingered  in  hopes  of  a  penny 
fep. 

"  Please,  sir,  any  answer  ?  "  he  asked  meekly, 
scratching  with  his  toe. 

"  Get  out !  "  roared  Mr.  Romer,  suddenly  waking 
up,  "  You  are  only  loitering  for  money  you  have 
not  earned.     Get  off  my  gravel !  " 

The  boy  moved  off  sullenly,  and  as  he  went  his  eye 
caught  the  white  shaft  of  the  Wolf  Skerry  lighthouse, 
where  something  was  happening  at  that  moment 
which  was  not  mentioned  in  the  telegram  he  had 
duly  and  officially  deUvered  to  the  owner  of  Gorm 
House. 
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CHAPTER  III 

A  NEW  TYPE  OF  YOUNG   MAN 

wreckTfX7L*5'/*r  ."^^\^^^  *°°k  Vida  off  the 
r^H  K  i  }t  ^°^^  ^'*''''*'  *"  the  Suck  Of  Sannox  was  t 
red-headed  Inshman.     And  when  you  were  much 

upon    his.     Indeed  he  always  looked  up  qSy 

Formerly  these  two  had  been  stationed  on  a  rock 
light  of  an  mferior  kind  called  the  Muckle  Ross   in 

ItZ^h^^  ^"I'^f^^  P^^'"^*^^  when  the '^o5 
inX?  W^*  V^  ^"*^*'  ^hich  was  a  very  big  i^e 
indeed     For  the  Wolf  Skerry  is  one  of  the  bwlft 

SgM??ntheThlT^'^*^'^  --*  --P'S 
nfarlv  Lh  .  k  !,^*''^*^°°'''  ^''^  ^  6^^^*  ^ter  very 
Sfl  ?  r  ^  ^.^^"^  '"  constructing  it.  Instead  K 
looked  for  pebbles  along  the  shore,  and  lo  !  when  he 
found  them  they  were  aU%iamonds'andVmerdds"and 

On  the  Muckle  Ross,  also,  Billy  and  his  mate  had 
been  mixed  up  with  a  little  girl  called  Sau^y  ?asdaile 

L^n  hnr'^.f"^!?*?;  ^°y^  "^"^^d  Dinky  Ld  Toady 
of  that  iit!\t  them  much  liked  to  be  reminded 
oi  mat.     bince  then  Dick  Finnan  harl  +«o^  oK 

the  hghthouse,  where,  at  least,  there  were  alwTys  the 
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reflectors  to  give  a  last  rub  to,  the  lights  to  re-arrange, 
or  the  ships  to  watch.  So  when  he  heard  of  the  Wolf 
Skerry,  and  how  Billy  Bryan  was  first  on  the  list  for  it, 
^  he  begged  and  prayed  to  be  allowed  to  go  with  him* 
even  without  wages.  ' 

But  now  that  Vida  had  come  and  Dick  had 
definitely  resolved  to  adopt  her,  the  craving  for  the 
land  returned.  Only  never  again  would  he  live  a 
life  of  idleness.  He  had  never  in  all  his  days  done 
such  hard  work  as  during  that  six  months  when  he 
had  done  nothing— so  at  least  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
telling  his  cronies,  who,  not  being  born  that  way 
I  had  considerable  difficulty  in  believing  him. 
^  So  he  took  the  position  of  store-keeper  at  the  big 
Incubus  pits,  and  with  it  the  lease  of  a  pretty  cottage 
almost  at  the  gates  of  Gorm  House,  the  residence  of 
Jacob  Romer,  Esq.,  J. P.,  D.L. 

Quite  a  slim  girl  when  she  left  Thorsby  Old  Quay 
to  jom  the  ill-omened  Good  Intent,  with  her  mother 
leanmg  on  her  arm,  Vida  had  grown  into  a  woman  in 
I  the  five  years  she  had  spent  with  Dick  Finnan. 
To  begm  with,  there  had  been  a  quarrel  between  the 
two  men  on  the  lighthouse  as  to  who  was  to  have  her 
I  to  look  after.     The  claims  of  the  senior  were,  however 
manifestly  paramount.     Dick   was   an   aged   man' 
a  man  of  property,  an  elder  of  the  kirk.     He  had 
served  his  time,  so  that  he  could  turn  his  hand  to 
anything.     Billy  was  "thirled"  to  the  lighthouse, 
and  that  was  no  place  in  which  to  keep  a  young  lass 
"  pewed  up,  as  it  were,"  said  Dick.     (It  is  believed 
I  that  he  meant  "  mewed.") 

But  Billy  Fryan,  upon  the  refusal  of  their  young 

i  "?*.^t"^  "^^  '^^  sea  to  give  any  account  of  herself 

which  included  a  reference  to  her  name,  insisted  that 

[she  should  bear  his  and  not  Dick's.     Otherwise  he 

would  contest  the  entire  claim. 

"  Sure  she's  the  orphan  daughter  of  a  brother  of 
mine, '  he  said  threateningly  to  his  mate,  "  and  since 
ye  have  never  seen  -ny  brother,  ye  can't  gainsay  it. 
Now  I  put  it  to  ye,  can  ye.  Dick  Finnan  ?     Besides 
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t  s  only  reasonable.     Here  are  you  wi'  that  fine  your 

lass  for  a  daughter,  or  as  good,  ready  to  sew  on  yoi 

buttons  and  mend  your  stockings,  read  ye  to  sice 

■     ?u    ,"  f  ^,  ""I*  °'  ^  8ood  book,  or  sit  along  o'  v 

in  the  kirk  looking  like  a  posy  beside  a  scarecrov 

And  here  am  I  on  the  Wolf  Light-me  having  a 

muchnghttothe  colleen  as  you-with  only  the  sea 

scarts  and  the  reek  of  your  cottage  over  yonde 

at  the  House  Gate  to  cheer  me  !     So  she's  got  to  b 

my  only  brother's  only  daughter,  I  tell  ye.     An< 

If  any  man  dares  to  say  to  the  contrary,  let  him  stei 

out  to  the  Skerry,  that's  all !  "  ^ 

So,  simply  in  virtue  of  her  silence— indeed,  withou 

bemg  consulted  m  the  matter-Dick  Finnan's  ware 

became  Miss  Vida  Bryan.     And  what  is  more,  al 

the  young  men,  as  she  came  to  be  Sweet-and-Twentv 

considered  It  one  of  the  prettiest  names  in  the  worldf 

v^       .r^'^o"  •'      "  ^^"^^  V^^a  Bryan  !  "  "  Pretty 
Vida-Vida  Bryan  !  "   "  Dainty  Vida  !  "  ^ 

Taken  plain  or  with  the  sauce  of  adjective— an v- 
^^y— J*  sounded,  as  her  poor  mother  would  have 
said,  nice."  Yes,  "  nice  "-but  alas  !  the  ow^er 
was  not  often  "  kind  "  to  those  who  thus  used  it 

For  Vida  retained  the  temper  she  had  shown  so 
unexpectedly  and  volcanically  when  Uncle  Tom 
crossed  her  in  the  matter  of  the  Poor  Side  for  her 

f^o  k'  if*  *^!  V^'^'^^y  ^«""ty  Asylum.  And 
though  she  made  her  own  dresses— they  were  of 
week-day  pnnt.  with  alpaca  for  Sundays-and  though 
she  tried  to  be  only  a  cottager's  lass,  there  was  some- 
thing  almost  fierce  about  her  which  she  could  not 

carry     of  her  head,  m  her  way  of  entering  a  room. 

r.nnTrv""/'  ""{f^^^  ^"  ^  ^^^^^'  i^  the  way  she 
hancUed  knife-and-fork.  and  especially  in  the  power 
she  had  of  putting  obtrusive  and  assuming  males 
mto  their  places. 

"  She  looks  as  if  she  thought  herself  somebody," 
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jaid  the  women.     "  Pity  our  daughters  have  not  been 
rrecked,  and  that  nobody  knows  anything  about 
bem  !    Eh,  it's  a  rare  loss  for  the  poor  bits  o'  things, 
len  they  might  all  have  set  up  to  be  duchesses  !  " 
But  the  men,  and  especially  the  younger  of  them, 
iid  among  themselves  that  Vida  Bryan  had  n»ore 
go  "  in  her  little  finger  than  all  the  three  church 
choirs.     For  in  Kirktown,  the  big,  overgrown  village 
irhich  had  sprung    up  around  the  Incubus  Com- 
jany's  pits,  the  various  church  choirs  contained  the 
pick  of  the  youth  and  beauty  of  the  neighbourhood. 
7oice  did  not  so  much  matter.     Knowledge  of  music 
lattered  not  at  all.    You  must  be  good  to  look  upon, 
^f  a  girl,  or  eligible,  if  a  young  man.     These  were  the 
accessary  and  indeed  inexorably  enforced  regulations. 
\nd  justly  so  !     For  the  quality  of  the  choirs  affected 
even  the  average  attendance  and  the  collection  in  the 
plate,  especially  on  dark,  winter  evenings,  when  es- 
cort duty  was  considered  a  natural  obligation. 

Vida  Bryan  did  not  sit  in  the  choir.  She  attended 
the  little  Cameronian  kirk— the  "  Kirk  of  the  Mar- 
tyrs "—where  Dick  was  an  elder.  The  session  was 
strict  there,  and  did  not  encourage  light  blouses  in 
the  choir  because  it  faced  the  congregation.  Yet  all 
the  summer  Vida  wore  one  in  the  pew  of  her  adopted 
lather  along  with  a  well-cut  alpaca  skirt,  and  not 
Bven  the  minister  said  a  word. 

There  were,  naturally  enough,  two  sides  to  Vida's 
[life  ;  the  one  which  was  apparent  to  the  good,  sharp- 
tongued  folk  among  whom  she  lived,  and  that  which 
she  lived  "  in  to  herself." 

Daily  she  watched  her  father's  carriage  flash  by, 
the  stout  episcopal  coachman  on  the  box,  and  Greg- 
son,  the  easily-scared  footman,  erect  by  his  side, 
lyida  had  looked  unnumbered  times  on  the  fierce, 
irascible,  vivid  countenance  of  the  man  who  was  her 
real  father,  and  (to  her  mind,  at  least  in  intention)  the 
murderer  of  her  mother.  But  the  regard  of  Jacob 
jRomer  passed  over  her  head.  He  3emed  continu- 
ally to  be  looking  across  the  present  into  a  tragic 
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It  was  more  money  than  he  had  ever  earned  in 
lis  life,  and  Dick  said  so  much  in  praise  of  Mr.  Kahn 
ind  his  kindness,  that  Vida,  in  spite  of  the  Good 
Jnient,  was  half  ashamed  of  herself  and  her  present 
Suspicions. 

"  't  would  have  been  a  long  day  and  a  short  one 
beio.e  old  Romer  would  have  raised  me  half-a-crown," 
tie  said.  "  I  question  if  he  even  knows  me  by 
sight,  the  hard-driving  old  rip  !  " 

"  But  won't  it  be  more  difficult  work,  father, 
ind    more    dangerous,    besides  ? "    queried    Vida 
I"  away  down  there  in  the  horrid  dark  ?  " 

"  Oh."  said  Dick,  easily,  "  it's  nothing  like  so  bad 
is  you  think— you  must  run  down  and  see  me  some 
iay.     The  underground  engineer,   Vic   Morris  the 

len  call  him,  though  he  writes  it  differently— Ludo- 
iric.  or  something  like  that— he  will  explain  every- 
thing to  you.  He  is  a  rare  good-hearted  one,  by  all 
telling,  and  he  said  to  me,  off-hand  like,  that  he  might 
drop  round  to-night  and  put  me  up  to  my  duties  a 
jil.     Why,  I  believe  that  might  be  him  now !  " 

Vida  started,  and  cast  a  glance  at  the  inner  door- 
i^ay  which  led  to  the  stairs.     But  she  was  too  late. 

tall  young  man  stood  barring  all  egress.  He  was  a 
jiant  in  his  way,  square-shouldered,  with  strongly- 
marked  features,  at  once  careless  and  daring.  Yet 
there  was  something  infinitely  fine  and  delicately 
caressing  in  the  blue  eyes  which  showed  so  dark 
under  the  long  lashes,  turned  up  at  the  ends  like 
'  woman's. 

"  I  hope.  Mr.  Finnan,"  he  said,  "  that  I  have  not 
come  too  eariy  ?  I  am  afraid  your  d  ighter.  Miss 
Bryan,  was  just  about  to  make  her  escape.  Shall  I 
step  outside  a  moment  and  pretend  I  haven't  quite 
arnved  ?  " 

Really  it  was  somewhat  forward  of  him,  as  they 

said  in  Kirktown.     But  then  the  way  it  was  said— 

i^ell,  it  was  a  gentleman's  way,  with  humour,  delicacy, 

equality  in  it,  but  nothing  more.     And  Vida,  though 

she  had  her  father's  frown  on  her  face,  found  the 
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"  My  daughter,  who  is  better  than  any  bo 
ducttf-'^thSV-"  ^"^^^^'^'  ^y  -y  oTint'r 
&'as  nice  l^yZ^n^-'''  ^"^"^^^'   ^ 

"That  will  do.  Dick."  laughed  the  young  ms 

nnn'V       u  '^^'  *^'°"€^^  "^  ^"ickly  enough.  I  hel 
Don  t  make  me  more  afraid  of  her  than  I  am      Rr 
see  here  ;  I  have  brought  a  twenty-fou?  inch  plan 
tb.  workmgs.  old  and  new.  and  I  have  made  not 

s  ^ie  ?of 'ir/o^lt  '^^'^  ^^"  ";"  ^^-  toTe  resTo 
whicli  won  -  I        '  y°"r  predecessor's  notebooks- 
wnicii  won  t  do  you  much  good.  I'm  afraid      An, 

Sus"ne!s?-^"''  ''  ^°"  ""^  P^^^-  -'  -  -i"  ^all 

her^"b^,w;r^"'*°i7''  ^''T'  ^^^'^  "°  ^"'•ther  notice  o 
her  but  for  an  hour  and  a  half  by  the  slow-tickint 
kitchen  clock    gave  the  girl  an  uninterrupTed  S 

SetS  to"^i^%^  ^'  ^'  :  ^^P^^'"^^  "  the  mine  k 
detail  to  Dick  Finnan.     At  last,  tired  to  death  oi 

her  crochet  work  Vida  rolled  the  white  spider^  w' 

neatly  up.  and  climbed  the  staircase  to  bed  with^u 

ev.^  disturbing  them,  leaving  the  two  still  at  i^ 

At  her  departure  Ludovic  Morris  did  not  so  much 

h"r*movT""The'ro"f  ^""^ '^  "^"^*  ^-""-'^ 
ner  move.     The  rocking  chair  creaked    and  Vidi 

usually  so  light  and  sure%f  foot.  stumW;d  agailf  a 
buffe       But  the  pair  of  students  only  bent  more 

Morr"s\eTt''''^^  ^-T^^^"^  '^'^'^  -^ich    Mr 
pendl       ^      ^^'"^   "^^^  '^'^^''''   demonstrative 

"Decidedly."  thought  Vida  as  she  blew  out  her 
candle  that  night.  "  he  is  a  new  type  of  yrunrman 
this  Ludovic  Morris,  the  underground  engineer^^"' 
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A   MAN   AT   WAR   WITH    HIS   MAKER 

_)ne  of  Vida  Bryan's  best  friends,  after  Dick  Finnan 
ind  the  red-nosed  Irishman  on  the  Skerry  Light, 
vas  old  Abraham  Fyfe,  the  senior  gardener  at  Gorm' 

louse.    Mr.  Romer  refused  to  have  a  head  gardener 
)r,  indeed,  a  "  head  "  anything. 
"  /  am  head  gardener,  "  he  would  say,  "  head  cook. 

ead  bottlewasher,  head  everything.      There  is  no 

ead  at  Gorm  house  or  in  the  Kirktown  pits  but  Jacob 
'omer.     So  mind  you  that." 

Still  Abraham  was  the  man  with  the  best  pay,  the 

longest  service,  the  most  privileges,  and  the  only 

lan  about  the  place  who,  at  times,  dared  to  speak 

lis  mind  to  his  master.     Jacob  Romer  knew  sincerity 

hen  he  saw  it.  For  instance,  he  was  as  well  aware 
hat  James  Kahn  was  busily  feathering  his  nest  as 
hat  Abraham  Fyfe  was  serving  him  like  a  leal  man 
.nd  no  hirehng.  But  then  his  business  was  such  that 
ames  Kahn  was  the  more  useful  to    him.      Any 

an  may  be  a  good  man,  but  it  takes  a  very  clever 

an  to  be  a  serviceable  rascal.  Besides,  a  man  of  con- 
icience  and  scruples  is  just  so  much  more  hampered 

But  still  Abrahata  had  a  tolerance  and  a  respect 
rom  the  iron  master  which  were  withheld  from  his 
■leverer  tool.     The  latter  was  "  Kahn ' '  always  to  his 

aster.     But  the  gardener  was  always  "  Abraham  " 
n.l  'he  fierce  master  of  Gorm  House  would  sometimes 
the  discussion  as  to  horticultural  subjects  with 


the  ad-,,  ssion  that 
ioxi  may  know  more 


After  all,  Abraham',  perhaps 
than  myself,  (rboiti  shallots  !  " 


31 


32 


VIDA 


H  ! 


I    f 


Vida  hked  well  enough  to  see  Abraham  "  slip  dooi 

as  he  said,  "  frae  the  Big  Hoose,  to  help  her  to  ti 

up  a  wee  !  "     It  made  her  feel  less  lonesome  do^ 

by  the  httle  Gate  Cottage  at  the  Glebe  End.     Tl 

was  not  the  main  lodge  of  Gorm  House,  but  one 

which  the  gate  always  stood  open,  which  led  by 

narrower,  longer,  and  more  sequestered  avenue,  und 

a  gloomy,  almost  secret  archway  of  green,  with 

couch  of  pine-needles  restful  and  elastic  underfo( 

to   the   stable   entrance.     But   still   Jacob    Rom 

passed  out  much  more  frequently  by  the  open  Glei 

End  gate  than  by  that  guarded  by  the  huge  tortur( 

saunans  which  represented  the  heraldic  supporte 

of  his  uncle's  family. 

"  See  to  that  noo  !     He  never  so  muckle  as  loo] 

u  ^S.      ^^  ^^®  °"'  ^y  bonnie  !  "  said  old  Abrahar 

who  had  his  privileges  with  Vida,  as  he  pointed  afti 

the  smoking  wheels  of  his  master's  carriage.  "  Na,  n; 

His  heart  is  ower  hard,  even  as  the  nether  millstan 

There  is  aye  something  for  the  grace  o'  God  to  wor 

on  in  a  sinner  wha  errs  through  the  glamour  o'  a  wee 

feured  face.     There  was  King  Dawvid  himself,  ye  kei 

But  Jacob  Romer,  never— I  hae  kenned  him— aye,  fc 

forty  year,  and  save  for  self  and  siller,  that  heart  in  hi 

breast  has  never  dunted  the  faster." 

Vida  turned  pale  as  she  stood  listening.  Perhap 
she  was  destined  to  hear  from  this  stranger  that  whic 
her  mother  had  so  carefully  hidden. 

"  Did  he  never  love  any  woman  ?  "  said  Vida 
tremulously,  slowly  crumbling  the  leaves  of  a  blond 
tea-rose  between  her  fingers. 

"  Save  us,  lass  !  "  cried  the  old  man,  snatching  thi 
branch  from  her,  "  dinna  gang  spoilin'  the  best  bloon 
o  the  Pride  o'  Burgundy  '  that  my  ain  hands  plantec 
for  ye— aye,  they  did  so— grafted  on  Ayrshire  Whit( 
It  was,  an'  dug  about  an'  watered— but  what  was  ii 
ye  were  sayin'  ?  Ow  aye,  aboot  the  Maister.  Wa- 
he  ever  m  love  ?  Love,  /ovg— hear  to  ye  !  Is  then 
naething  else  i'  the  heads  o'  you  young  folk,  bul 
havers  aboot  love  ?  " 
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"  But,  Mr.  Romer — you  were  going  ^o  tell  me " 

"  Was  I  ?    I  hadna  mind  that  I  mentioned  it 
lowsomever.  ye  will  maybe  no'  hae  heard  tell  that 
he  maister  was  marriet,  when  he  was  a  younger 
lan.   It  was  dc  n  Northumberland  way.  where  there 
re  bonny  bits  o'  lasses,  white  an'  delicate  as  bakers' 
dscuits  wT  pink  sugar  on  the  tap.      Aye,  I  served 
n  the  auld  man  then-the  first  Maister  Jacob  Gorm, 
|e  wiU  hae  heard  tell  o'  him.     He  was  a  great  man  in 
rhorsby,  what  they  caa'  Chairman  o'  the  Docks  an' 
Iwner  o  ^  heaps  of  ships.     Him  it  was  that  sunk 
16  first  o  thae  Incubus  pits  and  set  up  the  company 
:  wa3  coal  Adj  was  seekin',  but  Jacob  Romer  fand  the 
ton  as  weel— that  has  been  the  makin'  o'  this  coun- 
ryside  in  ae  way  o'  looking  at  it.  an'  maybe  the  per- 
ition  o  it  in  anither  !  ^ 

I  'l^""^  the  young  maister  !-oh.  he  took  a  strange 
lotion  into  his  head  ae  day.     '  Abraham.'  he  says  to 
he     I  am  to  be  married.     A  man  never  works  with 
3th  hands  and  his  head  except  when  he  has  a  wife 
Id  famuy  to  support.     So  they  say.     I  am  going  to 
ry  It !         Good  luck  to  you  and  your  bonnie  lady. 
Ir!    says  I.       But  mind,  nothing  must  be  said  about 
to- — ■•'       And  he  cocked  his  thumb  over  his 
loulder  in  the  direction  of  his  uncle.     I  nodded  to 
\i  him  ken  that  I  was  a'  there,  as  the  sayin'  is.  an' 
latheneedna  be  feared  o'  Abraham  Fyfe  openin' 
Is  mouth  when  he  had  need  to  keep  it  shut '     Weel 
Isaw  the  lass  married,  for  I  gaed  to  the  kirk.'    It  was 
k  ^°  Episcopian  kirk  in   England— naebody  but 
^emselves  twa  an'  the  beadle  craitur  to  gie  the  puir 

"Zl     M^  r/'  -1    ^'  •     ^  "^^  ^^^^  hid  in  the 
illery.     Naebody  kenned  that  I  was  there  to  see. 

K  t'^T^'"'^  *^^  marriage  didna  answer.     Never 

\r  W  .  w  Tu  '  ^^VI 1°  ^^'^^^'  ^  ^o'-d  to  his  uncle, 
r  fear  that  the  auld  bachelor  thief  wad  disinherit 
Im.  An  after  Jacob  Gorm  was  in  his  grave,  it  was 
.t  a  whit  better.  The  wife  gaed  wrang  i'  th;  mind 
k.=n  *K  f^son^ething.  An'  sae  it  may  be  wi' 
^ason  that  Jacob  Romer  gangs  by  the  Glebe  yett 
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wi'  his  horses  aye  at  speed,  an'  a  face  on  him  li 
death  an'  hell  following  after  !  " 

"  Yes,  perhaps  he  has  need  !  "  said  Vida  in  a  1< 
voice. 

The  old  gardener,  who  had  been  busily  manip 
lating  his  pruning  knife  all  the  time,  turned  sharp 
upon  her,  measuring  her  with  his  eye. 

"  Maybe,  maybe  !  "  he  said,  "  aiblins  the  sins 
some  gang  before  them  into  judgment,  as  it  is  writte 
And  sinner  though  I  be,  I  would  rather  hae  t] 
conscience  o'  puir  Abraham  the  gardener  to  ta 
me  to  bed,  than  that  of  Jacob  Gorm  Romer,  tl 
maister  o'  thoosands — aye,  an'  tens  o'  thoosand; 
I  judge  he's  gye  an'  lonely  whiles— juist  him  an'  li 
Maker !     Ech  aye,  him  and  his  Maker  !  " 

Vida  AvouH  ha^  e  liked  to  ask  other  questions,  bi 
a  fear  of  appearing  over-inquisitive  withheld  he 
However  the  old  man  needed  only  to  be  let  go,  on( 
mounted  on  the  hazardous,  stumbling  nag  of  h 
octogenarian  reminiscence. 

"  There   was   a   bairn,   too — lad   bairn  or  lass 

bairn  I  never  richtly  heard.     But  the  bit  thing  live 

not  long.     I  wot,  though,  it  wasna  killed  wi'  kindnes 

How  could  it  ?     It's  mither  a  puir  peeferin'  invali( 

an'  nae  faither  but  Jacob  Romer !     The  puir  we 

snipe  was  far  better  aff,  I'se  warrant,  at  hame  w 

its  ither  Faither  and  aboot  a  kindlier  Hearthstane. 

Abraham    was    silent    awhile    with    the    natur; 

instinct  of  the  man.     For  though,  as  a  good  Came: 

onian,  he  had  officially  his  doctrine  as  to  Elect  an 

non-Elect  infants,  as  a   private   person    Abrahai 

thought  of  heaven  as  a  place  where  lassies  and  laddie 

played  at  marbles  and  ball  upon  the  golden  streets 

"  For,"  said  he  in  explanation  of  this,  "  it's  natura 

that  the  young  lightsome  things  wad  whiles  be  tirin'  c 

the  eternal  harpin'  an'  singin'  !  " 

"  He  was  cruel  to  his  wife,  then  ?  "  Vida  went  on 
with  an  accent  that  might  have  put  Abraham  Fyf 
on  h's  guar  J,  save  for  the  fact  that  he  had  his  dea 
ear  towards  her  for  the  moment. 
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"Cruel— weel,    no'    exactly,"    said    the    ancient 

rdener  of  Gorm  House ;  "  ye  see  he  was  juist  a  man 

kt  should  never  hae  been  marriet.     Of  such  there 

re  twa  kinds  ;  and  tak'  ye  tent,  lassock,  o'  what  I 

savin' !    There  are  them  that  canna  settle  to 

ay    woman,     and    them    that    canna    settle    to 

ly  ae  woman.     Jacob  Romer  was  o'  the  first  sort. 

ifter  a  month  his  wife  was  nae  mair  to  him  than  a 

bat  that  didna  fit.     A'  that  he  thocht  aboot,  was 

Jst  how  to  get  rid  o'  her  !  " 

A  moan  forced  itself  from  Vida's  lips.     The  old 

jan  turned  in  astonishment,  his  shears  still  clip- 

tipping  emptily  in  his  fingers. 

J  "  Eh,    lassie,    but    what's    the    maitter — are    ye 

pblins  no  weel  ?  " 

I    am   better   already,"    said   Vida,    snatching 
Jesperately  at  her  self-control,  "  I  was  only  sorry  for 
fie  poor  wife  tuat  died  without  ever  being  loved." 
:  "  If  ye  kenned  Jacob  Romer  as  weel  as  me   ye 
f  adna  greet  for  her !  "  said  Abraham  Fyfe.  "Sure 
|m  I  that  baith  the  mither  an'  bairn  will  be  leapin' 
n'  skippin'  like  twa  bonnie  young  lambs  on  the 
liountams  o'  Beulah  juist  to  be  rid  o'  Jacob  Romer 
H'  Jacob  Romer 's  temper  !  " 
"  And  why  then  do  you  serve  such  a  man  ?  "  said 
[ida,  looking  at  the  sober  face  of  the  old  Camer- 
Sian,  momentarily  lighted  up  with  a  flash  of  sombre 
re. 

"  Deed,  then,  my  bonnie,  it  is  because  Abraham 
mna  weel  do  itherwise.    Ye  see,  I  served  his  uncle 
le  Auld  Man   he  was  caa'ed  after— Jacob  Gorni 
le  First.  ^  An'  I  kenned  the  lad,  an'  fed  him  wi' 
jples,  an*  comforted  him  wi'  goose-gogs  when  his 
icle  thrashed  him— aye,  for  he  was  sorely  thrashed 
his  youth.   And  maybe  it  was  his  uncle's  ill-using 
tm  that  made  him  the  hard  man  he  is  this  day 
lut  at  any  rate,  God  didna  mak'  me  a  judge  an'  a 
divider  ower  Jacob  Romer.     He  has  been  a  hard 
ut  no  an  Ul  master  to  me.     The  puir  lads  at  the 
Its.  wha  are  under  the  thumb  o  'that    misleared 
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ill-doer,  James  Kahn— thev  can  +^ii  ,  ^  xr 

him  anTSs  God ,  ••  "*  "°''  '"^y  "«  '»*«« 

I  hate  him-I  hlThfm"  ""^  '^-°'''  '  "»'<>  "» 

wrought    it.,  Dinnf  trespass^^^^^ 

preserves,  and  mind  tharvfn  o'  fL    v  .^^ghty' 

Vengeance.     '  Be  still  an/ kn^w'latf  aJ'r"; 
That  IS  the  message.     Ave  PvprT,-/  ^"^  ^°^- 

young  wife  herselV'     ^  '        "  '^  ^"^  "^^^^  *he  pui: 

do'^o^'lTw  r"  criel^Ca'  "?!  understand-yo. 
bitte..ess  of  her  sTvSVlfe^S  ^  *'^  ^°"*^'^^ 

heart  for  fifty  vear  ^nH  t  ^^^^^ith  an  humble 
hands  for  near  ariai/an'^T^'"^^  ^^"'"^  ^*^  «^y 
baith  juist  to  lea'ethf'tt^a  o'  ^hlrto^^tV"^"^'  ° 
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CHAPTER  V 

THE   "  confidential" 

IBrother  Tom  had  come  from  Thorsby  to  see  Jacob 

IRomer.      They    quarrelled    continually,    the    two 

[brothers,  but  after  all,  they  had  no  other  intimacies, 

[and  each  respected  the  other's  tenacity,  the  other's 

[independence,    the   other's   comprehensive   lack   of 

scruple.     Jacob's  very  vices  were   Tom's  admira- 

[tions.  and  Jacob  considered  Tom's  stray  virtues  as 

[so   many   weaknesses.     They   were,    ii    fact,    well 

agreed.     But  for  all  that  they  were  not  made  to  dwell 

long  together.     Like  most  other  blood  relatives,  a 

I  distance  of  two  hundred  miles  was  requisite  to  make 

one  bearable  to  the  other.     That  is,  after  twenty- 

I  four  hours. 

But  for  the  first  evening  at  Gorm  House  it  seemed 
as  if  Jacob  Romer  could  not  see  enough  of  his  brother 
the  Doctor.  He  conducted  him  in  person  to  "  Tom's 
room."  He  saw  that  there  was  water  in  the  ewer. 
He  mspected  the  long-unused  piece  of  soap,  threw  it 
out  of  the  window,  and,  with  a  threatening  movement 
of  his  foot,  sent  Gregson  scuttling  for  another.  He 
even  sat  on  the  bed  while  Tom  arranged  the  remains 
of  his  locks  to  the  best  advantage  over  his  bald  head 
As  he  watched,  Jacob  rubbed  up  his  own  thick  bristle 
complacently,  and  reflected  that  he  was  the  older  man 
by  a  good  half-a-dozen  years. 

"  Tom,"  he  said,  "  you  are  wearing  but  poorly— 
you  are  a  younger  man  than  I !  " 

4.  [}  ^^Yr  ^^^^  *°  ^°^^  ^^'"  retorted  his  brother, 
testily  I  have  not  yet  got  over  the  last  little  job 
I  was  fool  enough  to  take  in  hand  for  you  I  " 
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seren^?v.  "thnf^^°"i  Caroline,"  said  Jacob  Ror 

heat""'L?/^  ^°'  ^'  ^  *°  *^^'"  he  said,  with  so 
^!t:  .K-  ^  y^^J  ^^^  "taster  of  everythinc  ? 
say  to  this  man.  '  Do  this,'  and  he  doeTit"^'or  . 

you  have  saved  enough  money  '  ■?"''^^-       Sure 

you&:,7a'?„t/'?ritrs""'^'  '^  = 
ke:fm^s„  hfp^o^rh:u.r'i'c"o^f  °°  ^°v 

myself  in  the  County  AsyZ.—"  "'''  ""^  ^^^  '' 

"  I  know  what'^^Zea':  "t''\''i;°"'-'  ^'^'^ 
over  that  subiLrto  S'  v^  ^""^  ''*^«  *"  'a^ 
it  alone  till  then  "^^         ^''"  '*°  »«"'<>  ">  '« 

fut  .etirel  \^T  ^^TZ^,\°lVtT^^, 
I  am  a  man  without  hobbiPQ  •   t  ^T-,  myself 

I  have  only  attendpH  f«  to  fish,  or  to  shoot. 

Thorsby  Wment.  *°T?4''h  ve"'Lke"n'  ',1  "^ 
time.  Even  when  I  went  off  ten  JLt  tH^  ""^ 
mer-ume.  I  was  precious  glad  t„*g:ttSTg^%r,S'; 

Jacob  Romer  nodded  appreciatively. 
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"  Rare  thing  work !  "  he  grunted,  "  only  thing  worth 
iving  for  I  Gives  you  no  time  to  think  how  miser- 
ible  you  are  !  " 

"  But  I  have  n  )t  been  miserable  !  "  objected  Dt. 
Lom,  "  I  have  Uked  my  work  well  enough  and 
lone  it  well.  But  now  younger  men  are  talang  my 
slace — passing  me  by.  Yes,  it  is  true,  I  am  getting 
)ld.  I  do  not  take  easily  to  newer  anvi  cheaper 
[methods.     There  is  that  young  Salvescn,  new — oh, 

[it  angers  me  only  to  think  of  him " 

"  What  has  he  done  ?  "  asked  Jacob. 
"  It  concerns  you  also,  in  some  degree,"  said  his 
brother.    "  We  will  go  into  that  to-night.     But  just 

now,  I  think  I'll  Ue  down  a  little  before  dinner " 

"  Nonsense  !  "  cried  Jacob,  "  lie  down,  indeed  ! 
Stretch  your  legs,  you  mean,  as  far  as  No.  2  Pit,  and 
see  Kahn.     I  have  to  speak  to  him  anyway." 

So  the  brothers  went  out,  still  amicable  and 
united,  as  indeed  was  ♦^he  fact,  for  it  was  their  first 
night  together :  at  all  events  respecting  each  other 
for  the  similarity  of  their  characters,  and  the  know- 
ledge that  though  each  might  "  do  "  the  world  at 
large  neither  could  impose  on  the  other.  Nor 
indeed  would  they  have  dreamed  of  making  the 
attempt. 

Blood  and  the  absence  of  other  kindred  had  made 
Jacob  and  Thomas  Romer  very  like  one  another. 
But  while  Thomas  had  the  sleek,  well-fed  look  of  one 
who  has  always  hunted  with  the  pack  and  dwelt  in 
cages,  Jacob  was  the  real,  lone  wolf,  even  to  the  quick 
suspicious  turn  of  head,  the  half-bared  tooth,  the 
ready  snap.  And  through  his  youth  he  had  under- 
lain the  vigorous  brutalities  of  his  uncle  Gorm  of 
Inchgormach,  whose  heir  he  had  become.  The  Doc- 
tor had  only  followed  his  profession  with  regularity 
and  success,  his  practice  enlarging  almost  automatic- 
ally with  the  growth  of  an  enterprising  northern 
seaport. 

The  brothers,  two  alert,  active  men  for  their  ages, 
both  of  a  height  and  carrying  themselves  with  a 
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jecting  schemes.  Jacob  Romer  was  L^^ 
regarding  either  the  persons  or  th 7*  v     °*  J'""^^ 
until,  that  is.  he  had  his  wn^t      }   u^'"«^  *^°"t  ^ 
on  the  contrary  accustrm.H'J"^^^^^.^"^-  ^hon 

and  perfect  his^di^^nrsTyVb^se'^^^^^^^^^^^  ^^^'^ 
had  his  eyes  everywhere       ""*^^^*"ons  of  all  sor 

per^hlpTwhUeN^c^b  td^    '^^  ^1°*^-'  ^-^^-a-pa< 
shoulder     Thui?cAiwr/^  *°  ^'"^  °^«r  o: 

on.  while  Doctor  Tot  cou^^^^^^^^^^ 
his  brother  reared  ai^  nr!=        i^'  pheasants  whi< 

care  against  the  da/ S'Lc^H  T'  1^°^"^ 
principal  customers  aiTdfh.  u^^^  together  h 
gentlemen  mighT  have  tt  ni  ^""y^?  ^^^^  *hei 
them.  ^      ^"^^  *^^  pleasure  of  slaughterir 

b/^ri^f  ite^ -^^  -l^om  travelled,  sav 
mail-phaeton^s  hf -uSge^d  ^  ''"'''''''  ^^^  ^^°*^«^r' 

promise  of  many  dalberi"^  -         f^"  ^'^''  ^"d  e 
the  year.  ^  ciambenng  roses  to  come  later  ir 

Uke  ar^e'at'a' dog  "qfit^S'^Y  ^^e  word  at  him 

I  know  it  is  tlie  nearest  wL  ♦      ■:  vf  "^  ""*  noticed, 

quietest.    No  one  to   sDv^on  "v'  ^°-  "■    ^'^°  "■« 
goings !  ••  ^Py   °"   yo"   comings   and 

of  a  girl,  with  eyes  like  the  Hn!i.'V*  "^^^^  ^^^^^ 
watched  them  from  the  norch  nf      ''^  ^^^''^''  ^^^ 
"Why.  man."  he  added'^TmiW 
whom  most  men  would  be  dad^to  hi     '  ''  ^  ^'^ 
their  comings  and  goings  ? ''  ^  ^^''^  'P^  "?»" 
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Jacob  Romer  turned  about  angrily,  took  in  Vida 
th  one  sharp  glance,  and  strode  on  impatiently. 
"  Tom,"  he  said  ;  "  you  always  were  a  fool.     Now 
•u  are  becoming  a  dotard.     That  is  the  daughter 
one  of  my  work-people,  to  whom  Kahn  gave  the 
ttage  because  he  had  been   long  a  Government 
rvant — on  a  lighthouse,  I  think." 
'  Over  yonder  ?  "  questioned  his  brother,  lifting 
lis  finger  and  pointing  to  the  tall  shaft  of  the  Skerry 
ighthouse,  for  the  moment  touched  rose  marble 
ly  the  setting  sun. 
"  I  do  not  know.     How  should  I  know  ?  "  snapped 
is  brother,  "  I  heard  Kahn  say  old  Finnan  had  a 
laughter,  but  I  don't  believe  I  ever  set  eyes  on  the 
irl  before  !     I  thought  she  was  a  child  in  pinafores 
from  what  he  said." 
"  Hum,"  thought  his  brother,  "  if  it  were  not  for 
hat  Jacob  wrote  me — well,  never  mind,  it's  certainly 
one  of  my  business." 

Dr.  Tom  did  not  finish  his  thought,  while  habitu- 
lly  careless  and  wholly  unconscious,  his  brother 
trode  on,  mutteriiig  to  himself,  "  I  hope  Kahn  has 
lot  gone.  It  would  be  just  like  him  to  run  off  when 
want  him.  He  does  not  like  my  coming  too  often — 
o,  yonder  is  his  motor  at  the  office  door  !  " 
"  What  is  it  that  Kahn  does  not  like  ?  "  queried 
he  doctor,  only  half-catching  the  words. 

"  To  be  interfered  with,"  said  Jacob,  sharply. 
'  Now,  Tom,  I  will  leave  you  to  observe  the  sunset 
hile  I  am  doing  my  work." 

The  Doctor  was  left  alone  among  great  piles  of 
ibris  which  rose  a  hundred  feet  into  the  air,  rusty 
aggons  full  of  iron  ore  waiting  to  be  taken  to  the 
melting  bank  during  the  night.  It  was  the  hour  of 
hanging  shifts.  The  miners  passed  up,  silent  and 
xhausted  from  their  labour,  as  the  great  engine  swung 
hem  into  the  fading  light  of  a  day  they  had  spent 
in  darkness.  For  a  moment  they  gazed  about  with 
bewildered  air,  as  if  scarce  sure  of  their  bearings. 
Then  they  plodded  off  through  the  warm  dust  of  the 
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summer  evemng  like  so  many  tired  animals    tl 
feet  fallmg  strangely  on  the  kindly  rounToUhe'el 
Those  arnvmg  had  lamps  in  their  caps  ready  to 
cend.     They  looked  blanched  and  weary.     The  o 

thf  onTtoX^^I?  '^'  ^^^^^^^"»  '^^^'  m3[iered  a  at 
the  one  to  the  other  m  groups  of  two  or  three  w 

BuVth'iT!  ^'""^  ""derground  kept  wholly  sHe 

deXm^ntrhe"^^^^^^^  '''  ^"^  --««  --- 

«n!i  T*"^^  \7  ^^"^"^  ""^^^  'e"o^  than  our  East  De 
and  Long  Morton  '  Geordies/  "  he  thought      "  Th 

tt^I';^'^"  ''°"^  *^^"^'  -'  ^^^^  -h- they  ar?r 
a  c^rt?in\\v^r"';?  ""-^^  approached,  walking  wi 
way  with  an  appearance  of  respectful  good  wi 

I  <riU  than  "'h'/h"°!i"'-  '  *'"  *"»"  *»  'h'  Jol 

smce  Vic  Morris  is  going  down  !  ''        "^""^""'"S  ^^" 
At    that    moment    the    Doctor's    brother     cam 
Not^h"^  '"?^1ly  *°  ^^^  second-in-command. 

"  That  wo'lf'tl'?'  '"'*'   ?"^"'"  ^«  ^^«    s^yini 
mat  wont  do  for  me.     I  conduct  mv  busines 

openly.     Nothing  useless,  of  course,  but^a^con 
mandrit—'.'^"'-     ^'"^^^  *^^  Government  de 

plant' lown  tSre—'' '''  "°^  "^  '^^^  ^°"^^  ^°^«, 

stem?:^.'''^"'  '''"''  ^'"^  ""'"  ^  "  "^'^  ^''  J^"°^  ^^'^^^^ 

^^  ''One  hundred  and  four,  sir."  said  Kahn.  promptly  • 

but  you  can  leave  all  that  to  me,     The^pumpi^g 
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igine  at  the  bottom  wants  new  connections  at  any 
ite  t    We  can  make  one  job  of  the  two." 
The  master  of  the  Incubus  pits  said  something 
rhich  his  brother  did  not  catch. 

'  Oh,  yes,  sir,"  said  James  Kahn,  "  a  most  res- 
ectable girl  indeed — excellent  daughter  and  all 
lat,  I  believe.  We  have  just  promoted  old  Finnan 
Inspector  of  Ways  in  No.  2 — a  very  steady  old  fellow, 
Ighthouse  keeper  for  many  years,  always  to  be  de- 
;nded  upon.  No,  sir,  I  do  not  think  you  could  find 
better  tenant  for  your  Lodge  Cottage.  There 
no  work  to  be  done,  as  the  gate  is  always 
)pen— a  most  suitable  arrangement,  sir,  if  I  may 
lay  so." 

The  master  of  mines  waved  his  hand  as  if  to  put 
the  topic  aside.  He  asked  brusquely  for  some  figures 
is  to  the  out-put  of  the  day.  Whereupon  Kahn 
[instantly  rained  statistics.  He  had  naturally  a 
[good  memory,  and  knew  that  the  way  to  improve  it 
is  to  trust  it  and  never  keep  a  note-book.  Jacob 
Romer  listened,  slowly  nodding  his  head  after  each 
(enumeration. 

Good,  Kahn,"  he  said  ;  "  that  will  do  ;  and  now, 
[if  you  please  the  reports  from  the  smelting  ?  " 

These  also  proved  excellent.  Prices  were  rising 
m  the  market.  Jacob  Romer  was  satisfied,  and 
showed  it,  whereupon  his  inferior  made  a  timid  sug- 
gestion, the  offer  of  his  motor  to  convey  his  master 
and  his  master's  guest  back  to  Gorm  House. 

"  Not  on  any  account,"  said  he,  "  I  should  not 
risk  my  neck  in  one  of  these  snorting  abominations. 
If  I  can't  walk,  Kahn,  I  take  a  good  horse  out  of  my 
stables.  And  my  brother  can  do  the  same  so  long  as 
he  stays  with  me." 

Kahn  had  been  looking  steadily  over  Jacob  Romer's 
shoulder  as  they  talked.  He  had  been  trying  to 
make  out  the  figure  by  the  time-keeper's  desk,  as 
Doctor  Tom  from  Thorsby  watched  the  crowd  of 
wan  faces  and  sturdy  bodies  ebb  and  flow  about  the 
pit  head  !     He  liked  to  know  everything.     And  now 
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was  all  nnrlc  ^omcr  what  he  was  doing  ?     It 

miUions  should  be  his  Wh?f!^  i!f'u  *^^^°"^^r 
the  final  result  of  a  }f;,„J^^  ^"""^^  ^^"^^  Reserve 
faces  of  the  poor  ?        """^''^  ^'"^^  °^  S"^^"g  ^^  ^ 

seiiaTleaDedon'th''^  "P.  '^'^^"">''  ^^^moned  his 
to^i?new  ?e^^^^^^^^  f  "^  ^.^*  whisked  away 

aU  red  brick  towerf  anri  ^^.j'**'""  ^'^^  °^  Kirktown. 
an  hummty   thrjara^nl."*  •'  '"S^"'  ^"*  "^'"^d  in 

way,  dusty'^ndstrarhrShe  b^l  h°^  '"t^  '''^''- 
on  either  hand    and  fhTI,   /      ¥"^^'"8^  ^'^^n^^eys 

rutted  by  the  traffic  of  V  ^^^""r  ^""P^^  ^°"^  and 
pany's  wiggons!  ^^^        ^'''''-  ^°""^"^  ^"d  Com- 

give  that  old  bone-seU^r  fit  *°  ^"l''"-     "  ^  <=°^d 
with  pleasure  r°  ^  *'^*"'=^  °^  ^^^^^g  himself 

doC^^^^h  t^S^^^Xl^^^^^  ^  ^^-k 

the  pit  mouth  of  NnThLr  t  ^  ^"^^^  °^  ^^*'  about 
theif  fisTs  arS^ka  J^^  group  of  -3^,,^ 
All.  that  is.  saveTn?  For  old  dS'?^  ^'"^^  ^P^^^^^' 
the  thrice-condemned  ''CoZfrl^tJ^''''''  '^'^"^^^ 

"  and  Tb^rng'ttr  ir'lih^'i;  "^^ '"  ^«  -^^  ^ 
been  a  lady  1  "  °  '""'^^  P^^^e  if  she  had 
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With  one  accord  the  men  turned  and  looked  long 
into  Dick's  face.  But  seeing  there  only  a  great  sim- 
plicity, they  shrugged  their  shoulders  and  turned 

*^"  Here's  the  cage,"  said  one,  "  let's  get  below  !  " 
But  another  whispered,  "  It's  being  so  long  on  them 
island-lights  that  makes  them  dotty  !  " 
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CHAPTER  VI 

THE   HEALTHY   FAMILY 

Nunsby,  the  local  music  t™cherkJl.k        *•"' 

some  one  nota  ••  Geord^  -^  Tl  P't-^«"l<er  meant 
castle  way-not  a  "  L?„kv  "  k"?  T?"'  '™"  New- 
Lancashire  iSded  ^hirr  t' th/n'"'™  *" 
casual  natives  of  the  countv  oVT^.  ^u    *W."/*  "" 

w^rph^rVthSr::  rd"*y.^--  theS 

respect  bred  bv  abHitv  in  l  '    "^  ^°  """"S  '°  *•><! 

pure  and  simple,  without  shin"  or'excuse  Jo^' 
there  was  nothine  to  be  «aiH  i„  "r  excuse,  tor  whom 
stances     Ti,<.  „„     .  !?'  "°  «tenuatme  circum- 

stances.   The  popular  verdict  was  "  Guilty,'?  without 

Besides,  what  was  worse   hf»  f*.f^i,o^       j 
for  James  Kahn  '         ^*^^^^  ^"^  carried 

t"pS^^e^-£S7*-es:t^KS 

aaily^  brea^/on^n;-  Sfh'ot-hrha.'S  S» 
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It  is  small  wonder  that  his  saturnine  humour  increased 
and  his  tongue  grew  more  and  more  caustic. 

As  he  must  always  have  some  one  to  practise  upon 
he  made  the  little  "  slavey  "  the  immediate  butt  of 
his  sarcasms.  On  this  account  Rose  Nunsby 
secretly  cherished  the  giri,  affording  her  many 
privileges,  and  never  for  a  moment  suspecting  that 
Leebie  Galium  cared  no  whit  for  her  father's  sarcasms. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  Leebie  considered  him  mentally 
afflicted  but  on  the  whole  innocent ;  and,  indeed, 
she  was  callous  to  human  speech  of  every  sort,  so 
long  as  there  remained  to  her  the  inalienable  freedom 
of  cupboard  and  pantry. 

Rose  Nunsby  had  been  very  lonely  before  Vida 
came  to  Glebe  End  Cottage.  Her  father  was  making 
sufficient  money  to  keep  the  two  of  them  in  comfort. 
So  that  it  was  more  for  something  to  do  than  from 
necessity  that  Rose  had  begun  to  give  lessons  on  the 
piano  and  violin  to  the  children  of  the  shopkeepers 
and  pit  superintendents  about  the  Kirktown  of 
Inchgormach. 

Just  as  many  perfectly  harmless  insec.i  imitate 
wasps  and  stinging  flies,  the  innocent  Rose  Nunsby 
had  taken  on  something  of  her  father's  manner. 
But  within  her  nature  was  mild  as  milk,  and  her 
heart  even  as  a  honeycomb.  She  had  taken  Vida 
to  it  at  once,  and  from  the  first  hour  had  loved  her 
as  a  sister.  She  had  taught  her  all  she  knew,  watched 
over  her  by  day,  warned  her  of  dangers,  rejoiced  m 
her  springing  beauty,  and  now  at  last  she  had  found 
in  her  a  companion  after  her  own  heart. 

Every  afternoon  Vida  Bryan  went  to  32,  Dudley 
Gardens,  where  a  piano  was  waiting  for  her,  and  also 
for  the  space  of  an  hour,  a  very  emphatic  and  stern 
mistress.  After  that  little  Miss  Nunsby  began  to 
spread  a  table,  the  Galium  was  summoned,  all  jam  as 
to  her  mouth  and  coaly  as  to  her  fingers,  from  her 
secret  afternoon  lair.  Life  to  the  Galium  was  one 
protracted  surreptitious  meal.  She  had  always  been 
hungry  all  her  life  before.     So  since  she  came  to  32, 
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Dudley  Gardens,  it  is  small  wonder  that  the  Tall,,™ 
regarded  not  the  most  polished  arrows  of  Mr  Nunsb^" 

rnffi'^I  ''^■.K^u^  ^,""^''5'  *^ked  back  to  Glebe  End 
stayeltiint  w»?.-™"f  """  ?"?"'  "»<»  'here  sSe 
dS-hour'wW  h  r^  *o°„f°  ,^r;  '°'  "''  '"*""•= 

o'«^riiSr-iS?.€F"--^^^^^^^^^ 

cre^J'ur/S'^  T  ^  ^'^"'  P^^«'  ^^n^ost  dwarfish 

the  earth  '  ^""'^  hunchbacks  have  upon 

ev«v  "no"w  Jnd  fif""  *f,!''"^  ''°°'«  ^""l  ""sic,  but 

coSsSif „X  r  th\%^— :r^^^ 

Hn      Th'""'  P??°"^  ""^"'^  "^  defects  and  M^ 

In  this  case  both  understood  that  TamP«;  l^oK,, 
was  the  object  of  their  dishke      V^lhi.  ^        l  .^ 

na.u|l  pr Jufc'i^st'TatSp-r"^  '"' 

Vida'I^Ld'oTher^fS  "th'e"  P^?"^' «'^  "»  ?  " 
"  Mv  fofKo     u     *"^"?'  the  niusic-mistress. 
My  father,  because  he  has  got  to,"  snapped  little 
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Miss  Nunsby,  almost  as  sharply  as  that  gentleman 
himself,  "  yours  because  he  is  so  simple  that  he 
knows  no  better  !  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Vida,  with  slowly  deepening  pucker 
which  ran  across  her  brow  when  she  was  thinking, 
"  yes,  poor  old  daddy,  he  is  simple." 

"  What  a  blessing  that  we  are  so  wise  and  see  so 
much  more  clearly !  "  said  her  friend,  quaintly,  "  I 
am  sure  of  it  whenever  you  make  that  wrinkle  be- 
tween your  eyes  !  Do  you  know  whom  you  look 
like  then  ?  " 

"  No — who  ?  "  said  Vida,  innocently. 

"  Wny,  old  Mr.  Romer !  "  said  the  little  music- 
teacher,  laughing  aloud  at  Vida's  discomforture. 
"  You're  younger,  and  a  girl ;  prettier  too,  some 
would  think,  but  it's  the  identical  same  frown. 
I  wonder  everybody  doesn't  notice  it  ?" 

But  by  this  time  Vida  was  learning  self-command, 
and  though  the  red  came  slowly  to  her  cheek  and 
brow,  it  might  only  have  been  mere  annoyance  at 
being  likened  to  a  man  of  an  ancient,  angry,  crab- 
apple  countenance,  like  Mr.  Jacob  Romer. 

Now  just  over  the  cottage  wall,  in  a  wide  enclosure 
and  with  ample  house-room,  dwelt  the  "  Healthy 
Family,"  so  every  one  called  them,  and  they  were 
their  father's  best  advertisement.  He  was  the  parish 
doctor,  or  at  least  the  chiefest  and  oldest  established 

of  these. 

The  Calmonts  were  generally  called  the  Calmucks, 
though  their  cast  of  countenance  was  anything  but 
Mongolian.  Dr.  Hugh  Calmont  was  a  huge  man  of  a 
ruddy  countenance,  who  brought  an  almost  offensive 
atmosphere  of  health  and  well-being  into  the  sick- 
room. He  was  not  popular  in  nervous  cases. 
Dyspeptic  ladies  and  valetudinarian  gentlemen  who 
liked  a  droopy  practitioner  to  sympathise  with  them, 
and  tell  them  how  similarly  he  had  been  afflicted, 
had  been  known  absolutely  to  loathe  Dr.  Calmont. 
But  there  were  few  of  these  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Kirktown,  and  the  "  the  Doaktor  "  was  personally 
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of  an  extraordinary  popularity.  Literally  he  enjoyed 
It— that  IS  the  word.  He  knew  himself  to  be  popular 
and  on  the  strength  of  it,  he  bullied  the  neighbour^ 
*°n  r^t""  n"^'  .^''^''  jovially,  he  bullied  it.  But 
still  he  bullied  It.  Careless  miners,  flighty  wives, 
sUly  girls,  possibly  prodigal  young  men  were 
threatened  with  the  Doaktor."  And  they  became 
good      on  the  spot. 

His  wife  seemed  hardly  the   helpmeet    for  him 
that  is,  to  judge  by  the  law  of  probabilities.     Mrs.' 
Calmont  was  a  languid  woman,  tall  and  dark,  rather 
silent,  of  a  quite  invincible  good  humour,  careless  of 
things    domestic,    and   her   numerous   family   had 
apparently  fatigued  her.     It,  the  Healthy  Family 
had  been  brought  up,  dragged  up,  kicked  up  in  the 
midst  of  the  most  inexpressible  hugger-mugger 

The  Healthy  Family  lived  in  an  elastic  house  It 
possessed  unnumbered  friends,  and  no  one  was 
surpnsed  when  two  or  three  of  these  appeared  in  the 
evening  with  the  obvious  intention  of  staying  the 
night.  Nor  was  there  ever  the  least  difficulty 
Jakedowns  appeared  and  disappeared  as  by  ma«c' 
The  pecuharities  and  capacities  of  every  sofa  in  the 
house  was  known— those  which  needed  chairs  in 
rows  to  keep  you  from  rolling  off  them,  and  the 
others  which  with  the  family  photograph  album 
under  one  leg.  did  very  weU  when  merely  turned 
face  to  the  wall. 

Special  corners  of  the  dining-room  and  drawing- 
room,  where  the  boards  were  notably  soft,  had  also 
their  devotees.  Four  boys  and  three  girls  who 
considered  themselves  more  or  less  grown  up'  com- 
posed the  sum  total  of  the  Healthy  Fam'ily  of 
Kirktown.  ^ 

They  came  into  this  story  over  the  wall  of  the 
Doctor's  orchard.  An  empty  cube  sugar  box  did 
for  a  spnng  board,  and  both  girls  and  boys  prided 
themselves  on  the  flying  leap  with  which  they  were 
;j°P*  *o  ,?"ter  the  garden  of  Glebe  End  Cottage. 
Neither  Vida  nor  the  Uttle  music-mistress  were  at  all 
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surprised  to  sec  them.  They  were  often  thus  inter- 
rupted. Only  Miss  Nunsby,  who  held  greatly  her 
talks  with  Vida  Bryan  very  near  her  heart,  somewhat 
resented  the  frequency  of  the  infliction. 

"  Hallo,  Calmucks,"  said  Vida. 

"  Hallo  yourself !  and  see  how  you  like  it !  "  cried 
the  twin  infant  Phenomena,  Willie  and  Wilhelmina 
Calmont,  going  of!  as  quick  as  a  "  rip-rap  "  cracker. 
They  were  still  at  school,  but  the  fact  was  considered 
to  be  under  the  rose.    It  was  not  polite  to  allude  to  it. 

"  We  have  come  to  see  you !  "  said  Jean  and 
Jessica,  the  two  elder  girls  fanning  themselves 
with  rhubarb  leaves — a  luxury  the  whole  family  had 
thoughtfully  provided  itself  with  en  route. 

"  Good,"  said  Aaron  and  Herbert  (commonly 
called  Hur),  the  two  elder  boys,  both  home  from 
college,  "  have  some,  girls  !  No  end  useful  and 
ornamental !  Suck  one  end  and  fan  yourself  with 
the  other  1  " 

But  the  third  son,  Phil  Calmont,  though  he  had 
taken  the  flying  leap  into  the  garden  with  the  others, 
hung  back  a  little,  scarcely  raising  his  eyes  from  the 
rose  graftings  to  look  at  Vida  and  her  friend  the 
Uttle  music-mistress. 

The  rest  roosted  like  crows  anywhere  about,  the 
twins  occup5dng  the  comer  of  a  wall  where  they  made 
room  for  Vida  between  them.  She  had  given  up  her 
place  on  the  summer  seat  to  Jean  and  Jessica,  who 
having  wedged  little  Miss  Nunsby  tightly  between 
them,  now  propitiated  her  by  offering  her  the  contents 
of  their  "  skirt-pockets."  The  girls  of  the  Healthy 
Family  all  carried  "  skirt-pockets  " — that  is,  pockets 
tied  round  the  waist  under  the  outer  skirt,  and  filled 
with  various  treasures. 

"  Grandmother  did,"  they  said  in  excuse,  "  and 
she  was  a  minister's  wife  for  forty  years,  and  died 
without  a  shadow  on  her  character.  Why  shouldn't 
we?" 

When  the  Healthy  Family  girls  ran  they  did  not 
hold  up  their  dresses.    Of  that  there  was  no  need. 
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If  a  dress  impeded  the  wearer  in  a  race  or  a  heel 
caught  in  a  flounce.  Jessica  instantly  produced  a 
pair  of  scissors  and  shortened  the  offender  to  con- 
venient proportions,  while  Jean  "  basted  "  the  new 
hem.  the  needle  following  hard  in  the  wake  of  the 
clipping  blades.     It  was  the  work  of  a  minute.     Then 
they    ran    on    again,    holding    their   skirt-pockets. 
Ihese  were  heavy,  and  quite  naturally  so.     Jean's 
contained    household   necessities— "  hussives."  and 
balls  of  twine— Jessica's,  scissors  in    wooden  nests, 
and  all  the  apparatus  of  first  aid  for  the  wounded 
(Jessica  was  her  father's  favourite,  and  even  lent  a 
hand   at   minor   operations).     Wilhelmina,    or   the 
bhe-Twm,    possessed  a  "  skirt-pocket  "  too,  but  it 
contained  nothing  save  a  few  very  way-worn  sweets 
hoary  chocolates,  and  stones  to  catapult  Jack  with' 
Jack  was  a  fox-terrier  who  went  rabbiting,  refusing 
to  come  to  heel  when  so  commanded. 

"  Now.  Infants,"  said  Vida,  laying  a  hand  on  a 
shoulder  of  each  of  the  Twins.  "  do  keep  your  feet 
still  If  you  want  to  stay  where  you  are.  don't 
damage  my  ivy  plants." 

"I  say."  cried  Willie,  the  He-Twin.  "Vic 
Moms  has  got  a  girl !  " 

"  I  wish,  Master  William  Calmont."  retorted  his 
aster,      that  you  would  speak  the  Kings  English 
You  mean,   I  presume,  that   Mr.   Ludovic   Morris 
has  engaged  himself  to  be  married." 

"  I  mean  nothing  of  the  sort  and  you  know  it  " 
sneered  her  brother,  trying  to  snatch  a  somewhit 
fresher  rhubarb-stock  out  of  her  hand.  "  I 
mean  Vic  has  got  a  girl  and  is  going  walks  with 
her.^   I  saw  him.     All  our  girls  here  are  mad  about 

With  one  voice    his    sisters  denounced    to    the 

company  the    absolute    unconditioned  falsehood  of 

Little  Willie's  statement. 

•'Mr.    Morris."    observed   Wilhelmina,    serenely 

has  a  sister,  who  has  doubtless  come  to  visit  him' 

She  stays  with  friends  over  at  Garvie  and  walks 
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here  through  the  Gormach  wood.     It's  a  wondei 
you  have  not  seen  her,  Vida  !  " 

"  Sister— rubbish !"  cried  the  He-Twin,  shrilly, 
dominating  the  conversation,  "  I  know  sisters— I 
ought  to— I've  got  three,  haven't  I  ?  Little  Willie 
doesn't  look  at  sisters  that  way —no,  nor  put  on 
fresh  ties  every  evening  when  we  take  them  out  to 
walk  !     Do  we,  brothers  glorious  ?  " 

"  Not  much  !  "  said  Aaron  and  Herbert  together, 
with  their  eyes  fixed  on  Vida  to  the  absolute  dis- 
regard of  mere  sisterly  relationships. 

"  Why,"  said  Wilhelmina,  "  you've  all  got  your 
Sunday  ties  on  now,  and  you  were  only  coming 
over  the  wall  with  us  !  " 

There  fell  a  sudden  silence  after  this  remark. 
Aaron  and  Hur  became  interested  in  a  fly-casting 
round  Hur's  hat  which  he  held  on  his  knee  and 
turned  round  and  round.     The  little  music-mistress 
I  relieved  the  situation  by  asking  when  Aaron  and  Hur 

were  going  back  to  college.  But  before  there  was 
time  to  answer,  the  sound  of  a  gong  at  the  farther 
side  of  the  Doctor's  wall  caused  the  Healthy  Family 
to  rise  and  with  hasty  unanimous  fluttering,  vault 
back  over  at  the  angle  where  the  worn  foot-holes 
were.     Clump— clank  they  went  on  the  cube  sugar 

box. 

They  bade  no  adieus.  Apologies  were  not  thought 
of.  "  By  Jove,  look  sharp,  I  say,"  cried  Wilhelmina, 
poking  her  twin  to  mount  more  quickly,  "  if  you 
dally  with  our  fate  like  that,  father  will  have  wolfed 
all  the  boiled  mutton  and  new  potatoes  before  we 
get  there !  " 

"  My  favourite  dish !  "  cried  Willie,  "  why 
didn't  you  tell  me.     I  will  bound  Hke  a  Barbary 

steed 

"  My  beautiful,  my  beautiful,  that  standest  meekly 
by "  he  sang  as  he  got  into  position. 

"  That  I  just  won't !  Not  when  it's  mutton 
with  caper  sauce  t  Stand  meekly  by  yourself,  Master 
WiUie  1  " 
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lik«°a^fli^'^^'^'^°"*'^*''*  ^^"  8°ne  in  a  swirl, 
like  a  flock  of  migratory  birds  that  had  alighted 
for  a  whUe  on  Vida's  wall  and  garden-scat.  ^ 
i*.i  •  .  ^  heaven  they're  gone!"  said  the 
htl^e  music-teacher.  sinking  ba?k.  '' they  were 
giving  me  a  headache."  ^    ^*'* 

nni'J*lf^  '^r^*  P""^  '"^  *  headache !  "   said  a 

Abrahr'?/T;  ^^'^^"^  ^^^  *^^"«  °«  which    old 
Abraham  s  tropeolum  was  beginning  to  put  forth  its 

dfrv*^n,'""''°"  ^^^'  ^S^^"^*  the   back-groSS  of 
dark  moss-green.     "  Yes.  all  the  time  !  " 

ViA^xinF^'  ""^f*  ^""^  y°"  ^°i"«  there  ?  "  said 
and  ;« JT^^  haven't  you  gone  to  share  in  the  mutton 
and  caper  sauce  ?     They  will  eat  it  all  up." 
,       ^  ?°°r.  *^®y  '^'"  said  Philip,  res^^gnedlv    as 
oSt?fnW^hr'''  °°i*^^  ^^  andllurse/hfL" 
how  fTr^  ?.     ''^P'  « "*  5<l"i«ting  with  one  eye  to  see 
cZ     TK      ^^  °?  *^*=  "*'*^8**t-     "And  I  don't 
thin  Jk'^  "^  ^^^^y*  '^*»°«-     It  tires  me.  and 
then  father  is  never  the  same  two  days  runnine 
We  have  got  to  have  dinner  at  all  sortV  o7houif  * 
whenever  he  turns  up  oflf  his  round  I  "  ' 

Won't  they  miss  you  ?  "  murmured  the  music- 

iHH^'''.^'"?^^   ^^^  ^^^  *  ^^^kness  for^ The 
oddments   of  the  world,  being  herself  one  of  the 
misfits  and  selvages  of  society 
"Miss   me!"   said  Phil  Cdmont.  looking  down 

bootT/  STrP^'^^r.^  °'  ^^  ^^S  *°  ^  ratherVab^ 
boot  m  the  distance,  "not  while  there  is  anything 

ind  ttrltoT^d'  '  "^'"  *^°^^— •"  ^^  --^  on 

at;i?etti?ra7ngir  '*''  '  "    ^^'^  ""  ^"^^^ 
♦»,r  ^*^**  you  would  give  me  some  tea  quietly,  after 
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••  Of  course,  PhU  !  "  said  Vida,  gladly.  And  she 
moved  towards  the  cottage.  "  Dick  Finnan  will  be 
home  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  you  can  have  it 

with  him  I "  ^  .  ,        „      ., 

•'  Better  give  him  a  cup  out  here  with  us,  sam 
the  music-teacher,  kindly.  For  she  had  seen  Phil 
Calmonfs  face  fall  at  the  suggestion  of  DickFmnan, 
which  however  Vida  had  made  in  all  innocence. 

"  Oh,  thank  you  !  "  said  Phil,  gratefully,  in  a  low 
voice  as  Vida  went  to  the  cottage.     "  She's  wonderful 

"Not  so  wonderful  as  I  ami"  said  the  little 

music-mistress.  ...      .j        ^,. 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  Phil,  looking  up  with  wide,  vague 
blue  eyes,  startled  at  her  tone. 

"  Because  I  also  am  a  woman  and  not  jealous ! 
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CHAPTER  VII 

THE    KIRKTOWN    KIRKS 

?f  1  ^  /°'"P^-  ^*  ^^  a  t^rible  place  for  Sd 
It  lived  upon  ,t.  having  dearth  of  other  ahment^' 
Nothing  was  sacred  from  the  tongues  of  the 
Kirktown  neither  great  houses  nor  sma?  neitW 
^h  nor  low.  soldier  nor  sailor.  tiLernor  t^or 
But  for  choice  the  Kirktown  talked  about  minsTe« 
the  TatTeT'/'  T"^'  '^'^^'^^^  an  Ei^sc^^aHan^^ 

hi  Jh  I,"''"'!,*'''"  °^  *^^  S*=°"»sh  Establishment  was  a 
high  man.  dry  as  high,  and  (for  a  while  at  utcft 
comes  not  greatly  into  this  story.     He  abode  nW.J 

of?he°Free  'l^rk^l^H^^  "T^""*  J^^n  Fowler 

fnends  and  consorted  much  together      Thl    Z 

ffiy^tr^'r"  ^  married  m?n':Sth  It^^^^' 
lamily.     Mr.  Irongray  was  still  a  bachelor.      :Sey 
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abused  each  other  frankly  and  theologically,  bandy- 
ing such  names  as  Brownist  and  Calvinist,  but  they 
loved  each  other  dearly. 

They  met  for  choice  in  the  manse  of  the  bachelor, 
a  still  and  untroubled  place,  far  from  the  scuffle  of 
the  nursery,  and  with  no  smell,  either  of  cookingor 
washing,  in  the  corridors  and  staircases.  The 
Cameronian  Church  of  Kirktown  was  almost  as 
solitary  as  the  Episcopalian,  but  historically  there 
was  a  difference  in  the  tradition. 

The  Reverend  John  Fowler  was  a  tall,  dreamy- 
eyed  enthusiast,  crowned  with  a  fluff  of  silken  blond 
hair  through  which  he  swept  his  fingers  with  a  quick 
nervous  movement.  He  spoke  slowly,  with  an 
intonation  sweet  and  a  little  mournful,  quickening 
now  to  unexpected  enthusiasms  and  anon  dropping 
unfinished  into  quaint  and  pensive  silences. 

This  day  the  Free  Kirk  minister's  daughter  Janet 
went  steadily  up  the  brae.  Miss  Fowler  had  a  basket 
in  one  hand  in  which  something  snuggled,  carefully 
covered  with  a  white  napkin.  If  you  had  been  able 
to  touch  that  basket,  you  would  have  found  it  pleas- 
antly warm.  In  fact,  the  basket  contained  hough 
soup  in  a  little  aluminium  saucepan,  together  with 
a  good  ration  of  cold  beef,  potatoes  and  vegetables. 

"  Merely  a  parson's  daughter  playing  Lady 
Bountiful  cheaply,"  the  uninstructed  might  have  said 
—that  is,  if  they  had  not  belonged  to  Kirktown. 
But  the  village  and  the  pits  knew  better.  It  was  a 
rough,  reckless  place,  with  the  tall  chimneys  and 
whirling  cage-wheels  held  up  barrenly  against  the 
sky,  and  its  double  shift  of  pitmen,  night  and  day 
pouring  up  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  and  dropping 
sullenly  down.  But  Kirktown  knew  the  value  of  its 
ministers — and  of  their  daughters.  Not  all  these 
merits  were  patent,  however.  For  it  did  not  guess, 
as  the  blinds  were  drawn  aside  to  watch  the  progress 
of  "  Maister  Fowler's  lass  "  that  in  order  to  carry 
that  supply  to  Widow  McTurk,  Janet  Fowler  had  had 
to  go  hungry  herself,  to  skimp  her  hungry,  growing, 
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growling  brothers,  and  even  pare  regretfuUy  at  the 
portion  of  her  father  as  it  went  on  thf  plate  for  him 
to  say  grace  over.  ^  ™ 

Such  however  was  the  case. 

Janet  Fowler  was  not  beautiful,  though  she  was 
wSa  na^:  0?!%^^^"'  ^^^^y-  P'-sfnt  face'fn 
sistent  outlooking  firmness  on  all  the  world-on  her 

<^ndkn    tZ"^'^i'''''f^'  ^"^^  ^"^*^  ^^  "^"-h  ^  the 
Tim      tT    ''V.''.^^'"  *^'«^  brothers.  Raif,  Alf  and 

sister  Violet  got  mostly  what  she  wanted.     Last  of 
a^  Janet  s  face  looked  kindly  and  tolerantly  out  upon 

thitJllT"  "^^*!t"'  ^V*  ^^^^"S  ^°^»«  the  cares  of 
the  state  for  more  than  three  years,  she  looked  older 
At  one  time  she  had  threatened  to  grow  tall  and 

?he  nTace'nrh'"'!r  TP^"^^"^*^'  *^'  ^^^^  to  fiS 

faithfuUv  th.  7  tf  ?°*^^''  ^"^  *°  administer 
taithfully  the  doubtful  finances  of  Kirktown  Free 
Manse,  seemed  to  have  aged  and  altered  her.  SdU 
It  was  an  eminently  pleasant  face,  and  the  wise 

^nuT^  '"  '^'  'y''  ^^^'^  *«  '^'  humour  about  the 
mouth  drew  an  answering  smile  from  you  if  you  so 
much  as  met  her  on  the  street.  ^ 

To-day  she  was  smiling  to  herself  as  she  went 
She  was  thinking  of  her  brother  Raifs  face  whrn  he 
«nH  l'*?'^  °^  his  diminished  portion  on  thrplate 

outfnZ^^'^^l"  u^^  murmured.     "I  must  look 

ind  ♦?  '"I  ^^^  ^'^  *^^-     "^  *«  g^°^ng  so  fast." 
nAh    u       ^^f  grew  suddenly  sober  as  she  thought 
of  the  knees  of  Raifs  trousers  and  the  approaching 

Zffo^otf'r^'  '^^  !k"^"  °"^fi*'  if  indeed  hf 
were  to  go  to  college  in  the  autumn.     This  was  a 

dsr?h*^'H^' V?  J^"^*'  '''  ''  ^^  quite  nece^^ry! 
&  *  xJ  ^fi'""  '*^°"^^  have  a  new  hat-f^ 
Sundays.     The  old  would  do  very  well  for  funerals 
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which  were  wet,  windy,  blustery  affairs,  from  which 
you  came  back  with  a  soaking  overcoat  and  an 
incipient  cold.  But  a  new  tall  hat  for  Sundays— like 
Mr.  Sleekman's,  of  Overston— Janet  had  set  her  mind 
on  that.  Not  that  her  father  cared.  He  would  as 
soon  have  gone  bareheaded  or  in  an  old  wide-awake. 
Indeed,  he  had  to  be  watched  as  it  was. 

Janet  turned  down  by  the  cemetery  wall  on  her  way 
to  Widow's  Row— the  straggling,  out-at-elbows 
cluster  of  houses,  which,  being  out  of  the  jurisdiction 
of  the  great  mining  firm  of  Incubus  and  Co.,  was 
mostly  inhabited  by  the  widows  and  orphans  of  men 
who  had  once  been  in  its  employ. 

As  Janet  passed  the  corner  where  the  paths  crossed 
between  theCarron  Pit  and  the  Long  Dook,  she  came 
upon  two  men  standing  close  together  in  heated 
argument.  She  knew  them.  They  were  the  two 
pit  managers  of  these  workings— by  r  me  Hector 
McKill  and  Walter  Grindling. 

"  I  tell  you,"  said  the  taller,  a  long  lean  man  in  a 
frockcoat  clinging  to  his  knees,  and  an  incongruous 
torn  Panama  hat  on  the  back  of  his  head.  "  I  am 
about  tired  of  that  man  Fowler.  He  has  been  too 
long  in  Kirktown.     I  will  use  my  influence " 

"  You  will  lose  your  time,"  his  companion  broke 
in,  a  ruddy,  rustic  looking  man,  with  a  blunt  red 
nose  and  watery  eyes.  "  He  has  the  ear  of  the 
Geordies— and  what's  more " 

"  Ssssh—^\  "  hissed  the  first  speaker,  laying  his 
hand  on  the  arm  of  the  stout  man  and  turning  him 
half  round.  He  had  seen  Janet  over  his  partner's 
shoulder. 

"  That's  Fowler's  eldest  brat !  "  said  Mr.  Grindhng. 
"  She  doesn't  take  after  her  father.  He's  a  good 
looking  dog,  when  all's  said  and  done  !  " 

"  Beauty  is  vain,"  said  Hector  McKill,  shaking 
his  head.  "  Absolom  was  hanged  in  the  magnificence 
of  his  tresses,  and  John  Fowler  is  entangled  in  the 
words  of  his  own  mouth." 

"  Hum,"  said  the  ruddy  manager  of  the  Long 
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Dook         WeU,   you  know  best,  of  course    about 
church    affairs.     That's    your    strong    s^t     But 
speaking  as  a  worldly  man,  Mr.  McKUl,  I  don't  see 
how  you  are  going  to  shift  him  out  of  Kirktown." 

too  ?  n^°T  ?"^  u  ^  ^^  ^^^^"'  ^  influential  one 
,w  *!,  *°  ^  "°*  subscribe  liberaUy  to  all  that  goes 
into  the  treasury  of  that  church  ?  "^I  think  you  i^ 
allow  I  have  some  right  to  my  opinion."  ^  ^ 
Doubtless,"  said  Walter  Grindling,  watchinc  the 
girl^  slender  figure,  as  she  carried  the  napS^iovered 
basket,  turn mto  Widow McTurk's.  "but  hTis  some- 
thing of  a  favourite,  isn't  he  ?     Now,  that  wS^ls 

^tt:'T':tV^''t^'^'-^'  ^^^  dinner  to\rpoor 
--ah,  to  Tom  McTurk's  widow  in  the  Row.     Well 

the  Geordies  understand  that  sort  of  thing.    It  makes 
a  man  popular.  6     *  «■  umitcs 

"Mere  ostentation  !  "  cried  Mr.  McKiU,  stamping 
his  foot  angrJy,  "  Why.  last  winter  I  gav^  ordTr^  t? 
my  cook  to  have  a  good  saucepan  of  f oup  prepared 
every  day  for  any  who  cared  to  apply,  aSd  I  Sever 
heard  any  complaints.  My  wife  told  me  that  no  one 
ever  asked  for  it  except  the  regular  beggare  which 
shows  that  there  can  L  no  re^  wantTth^  place 

Irinlnt?""  "°'''  ''^''  "  "°^'  "^^  '°^ "^' 

he Jd.^  '*°"*  °'^°^^*''"  °^  *^^  ^°°«  ^°°^  s^ooJ^  Ws 

^I'Jjt^'T^/'  ^^•^^'^'  "  ^"*  yo"  see  that  is  not  the 
way  they  look  at  it.     They  like  to  be  fussed  over 
and  a  help  from  the  manse  is-what  is  it?  tS 
Tha  ~  rt  oftv  ^  '^'^^^'  ^""^  ^"d  ^^  that  tlri 

'&?!./  I     5;    ^>  "°  ^^^^  ^^d  ^t  Scripture. 
Thais  not  Scnpture'  you  say-oh,  very  well    it 

'iTi' A^'  »t.  anyway.      I've  heard  it  s^mewW^* 
I  might  have  known  it  wasn't  in  the  kirk.     That  is 
a  place  I  don't  often  trouble.     But  the  minister  now 
how  much  a  year  has  he  ?  "  ""t^ier,  now, 

"  One  hundred  and  sixty-six  pounds,  six  shilling 
and  sixpence  I  "said  Mr.  McKill  prompts  "  iSd ^ 
very  sufficient  and  even  superabiidant  sidary!^ 
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"  Salary  perhaps— but  a  pretty  lean  wage,"  said 
Mr.  Grindling. 

His  eye  rested  on  the  trim  cottages  of  the  com- 
pany's reservation. 

"  Yonder's  Block  C,"  he  said,  pointing  with  his 
finger,  "  our  Long  Dook  men  there  are  good  average 
workers— all  on  piece  work,  the  father  and  two  or 
three  boys  all  working.  How  much  do  you  think 
goes   into    each   of   those    doors    every    Saturday 

night?"  „      .^  „ 

"  A  couple  of  pounds  or  even  three,  said  Mr. 
McKill,  carelessly,  his  mind  still  on  his  ecclesiastical 

wrongs. 

"  From  four  to  six  pounds,  I  tell  you,  sterling  com 
of  the  realm,"  said  Mr.  Grindling,  "  I  check  the  pay 
sheets." 

"  Dear  me,"  cried  Mr.  McKill,  "  I  must  speak  to 
the  Chief.  We  must  reduce  our  wages.  Such  a 
thing   is   positively   indecent!      It's   bad    for  the 

men." 

"  Possibly,"  said  Mr.  Grindling,  but  just  now 
with  our  contracts  and  the  boom  in  the  trade  it  can't 
be  helped.  The  men  would  just  go  elsewhere.  Only 
that  was  not  what  I  meant.  I  was  speaking  of  your 
minister  on  a  salary  of  £i66.  He  is  a  far  poorer 
man  than  any  good  workman  in  our  pits.  There  s 
Dick  Pearson  coming  out  now  with  his  two  boys. 
They  are  making  a  hundred  pounds  a  year  more  than 
John  Fowler,  and  they  never  dream  of  dressing  like 
gentlemen,  nor  send  their  daughters  to  school  in 
Edinburgh,  nor  their  sons  to  colleges.  They  have 
no  position  to  keep  up " 

"  A  minister  should  be  poor  in  spint,    said  Mr. 
McKill,  "  look  at  the  apostles." 

"The  apostles,  from  what  I  have  heard,  were 
fishermen."  said  stout  little  Mr.  Grindling,  his 
shoulder  shaking  a  Uttle  with  what  he  considered  a 
jest,  "  but  what  would  the  Chief  say  if  Fowler  took 
to  fishing  in  his  preserved  water  up  on  the  Gorm 
side  ?  " 
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said  Mr  ScKill  '^'Tfl^^'^"  ^'"i  prosecuted,  of  course." 
21  magistrate."  °"^^  °"*  °'  '''^''  *°  ^  P°«»«°° 
♦hi'  §"'•  V°'"  ^^^*^  ^»s  i"n»or.  "  I  have  heard  say  that 
in?v  rP^^K^^'i  ^'^''^^  '^•^^  fishermen,  andk  w^ 
tW  Mr'  f'^7  ?^?  **^"*  ^  »^^"d  you  compla  nT^ 
P  o  es^on  a^^^^^^^  ^^  "  ^'^^^^^^  *°  Ws%acred 

dress  1  ke'  ono  R  '^1  man  were  a  minister  he  should 
aress  like  one.  Besides,  the  disciples  were  mostlv 
unmamed  men  and  had  no  familfes  dependSg  on 

von  V^^'  S""*"^"^'"  ^"^d  Mr.  McKill.  "  to  hear 
you.  I  should  suppose  you  were  taking  his  part      Do 

mM^7^  *^'n  ^'  P^ ^^^^  ^S^*"^t  ^^  ever^  Sunday 
till  Mrs.  McKiU  can  hardly  keep  her  seat-aixl  indeed' 

in  jo^ar'adfeu"'-  t'h'^  Grindhng  waving  his  hand 
m  jovial  adieu,      then  you  should  stay  away,  as  I 
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THE  LOVE  MADNESS  OF  JACOB    ROMER 

No,  Jacob  Romer  had  never  loved  a  woman.  In 
his  youth — now  so  long  ago,  it  had  seemed  a  conve- 
nient thing  at  the  time  that  he  should  marry  Caroline 
French.  He  had  felt  himself  slipping — too  many 
evenings  out,  a  tendency  to  force  the  pace,  to  play 
cards  for  sums  that  he  could  not  afford — or  rather, 
which  he  would  not  afford  lest  it  should  come  to  the 
ears  of  his  uncle. 

He  never  had  much  sentiment,  this  young  Jacob 
Romer,  nor  yet  a  very  strong  bent  either  towards 
good  or  evil.  But,  first,  second,  and  all  the  time,  he 
meant  to  succeed,  to  stand  heir  to  his  uncle,  to  become 
a  rich  man,  holding  the  lives  of  thousands  in  his  hands. 
He  watched  the  great  dignitaries  of  the  county 
visiting  Thorsby,  and  while  he  chuckled  with  the 
notion  that  his  uncle  could  buy  them  all  up,  lock, 
stock  and  barrel,  he  admired  them  too. 

They  had  what  the  rich  Mr.  Gorm  never  had,  a 
certain  quiet,  assured,  certainty  of  themselves. 
Their  carriages  were  sometimes  shabby,  but  they 
sat  them  like  thrones.  They  had  been  their  father's 
before  them.  Nevertheless,  with  the  quick  wit  of 
the  bom  successful  man,  he  saw  that  the  time  was 
coming,  if  it  had  not  already  arrived,  when  money 
would  admit  even  to  that  society — that  is,  if  the 
moneyed  person  were  at  all  decently  presentable. 
His  uncle  Gorm,  with  his  broad  Thorsby  accent, 
was  out  of  the  running,  but  it  was  different  with 
Jacob.     True,  he  had  never  been  to  college.     His 
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uncle  believed  in  the  yard  and  the  counting-house 

tTe  better  ^1  m\'"1  C""l?>ridge.  and  theVa?ll  r 
the^  better.     Still  he  felt  that  he  could  hold  his 

It  chanced  that  one  day.  returning  from  his  after- 
common  V*°  the  country  lanes  about  Green  Lane 
S,^"^h   '  ^^P^5^«d  a  little  red  freestone  porch-a 

IchnJi  "n'^K^^^J^K^u*^?  ^^^^'  ^  church  and  Suudav 
School  on  the  Sabbath.  This  was  Sunday,  though 
Thorsby  was  near  enough  the  Scottish  borL  to  use 
the  Judaeic  name  quite  frequently.  The  classw 
were  coming  out.  and  the  eyes  o^f  Jaco^  Romer  ct?gh1 
a  tall,  palish  girl,  with  a  swarm  of  children  about 
her.  emerging  into  the  street.  She  was  Uke  a  queen 
bee  with  her  hiving  cluster  ^ 

caUefafterhi!'-"''   ""*'   """^  ^^'^'^^^ ' "  ^^^^ 
And  with  a  smUe.  the  tall  young  teacher  turned 

thrte'oMour  ttIT'  ^,f '  '^^ ""''''  ^''^'  ^^  *^- 
tnree  or  four  toddlers  all  came  out  shouting  on  Miss 

French  to  wait  for  them.    In  baby  accents  they  hsped 

fl«T  .nJ  '"^"fi^l'*  ^^^  y°""g  ^"i^'^Js-  They  feU 
flat  and  picked  themselves  up  without  crying    so 

vonn.  ?  ^r^'u'^^  **  ^-  ««  ^^  not  know  the 
young  teacher  but  it  would  be  the  easiest  thing  in 
the  world  to  find  out  who  she  was.  However  he 
would  as  he  said.  "  do  a  bit  of  thinking  fireT'^'     ' 

h.M  K-  J/^!"^l"^  ^^  ^^^  ^""ng  the  week.  He 
held  himself  aloof  from  his  comrades  with  their 
talk  of  cards  and  racing,  their  strong  waters  and 

to  TLT/bv  1;?V^*  '''  *^/riday.  when  he  went 
;°f  11  X^u^P^^'^^^^^^  ^"^  lost  forty  pounds- 
not  all  of  which  was  his  to  lose 

hi^l^^l  •  *^'^{'  ^?  *=^"5^*'  ^^  "ncle  would  send 
him  unpityingly  to  prison.     It  was  not  so  much  the 

7hT!L/  ^"^  *?  ^"^^^  ."P  ^^^^^  *^""b^«d  him.  but 
the  sudden  revelation  of  his  own  weakness.     When 

Jhi°  fl  *^e  spreading  green  of  the  racecourse  he  saw 
the  fleet  horses,  heard  the  beat  of  galloping  hoofs. 


I 


LOVE  MADNESS  OF  JACOB  ROMER        65 

and  sniffed  the  powdery  dust,  keen  with  ammonia, 
about  the  weighing  paddock,  somehow  he  lost 
control  of  himself.  He  loved  a  horse,  and  with  the 
strange  perversity  of  those  who  attach  themselves 
to  that  most  simple-minded  of  four-footed  creatures, 
this  narrow,  self-contained,  money-making  youth, 
grew  wild  at  the  sight  of  half-a-dozen  horses  stretching 
over  the  sward  towards  the  goal.  He  was  a  "  straight " 
gambler,  always  backing  his  favourite — calling  out 
odds  when  the  jockeys,  in  scarlet  and  rose  and 
orange  took  their  horses  to  the  starting-post — nay, 
even  during  the  race  itself.  He  was  mad,  for  the 
time  being,  and  that  night  he  had  a  vision  of  how 
it  was  going  to  finish.  He  saw  himself  in  a  prison 
yard,  tramping  round  in  a  long  procession  of 
convicts,  all  in  suits  marked  with  the  broad  arrow. 

The  morning  of  the  day  after  the  race,  Jacob 
Romer,  pale  with  sleeplessness,  took  some  papers 
down  to  a  little  shyster  laywer  in  East  Dene,  to  whom 
he  was  known,  and  came  out  again  with  money  in 
his  pocket — but  money  for  which  he  had  paid  a 
price  that  beaded  his  brow  only  to  think  upon.  How- 
ever his  cash  balanced  when,  at  half  past  twelve  on 
Saturday,  that  very  afternoon  in  fact,  his  uncle 
Gorm  came  to  cast  the  eye  that  was  never  yet  cheated 
over  his  nephew's  accounts. 

When  Mr.  Gorm  went  Jacob  Romer  drew  a  long 
breath,  and  sat  down  at  his  desk,  with  the  simulacrum 
of  a  task  before  him.  But  instead  he  bit  the  bone 
handle  of  his  pen,  and  thought — thought — only 
thought. 

Yes,  it  must  stop.  This  was  the  end.  But  down 
within  him  very  deep,  solemn  as  a  knell,  the  words 
rang  from  heart  to  brain  and  from  brain  to  heart — 
say  from  Will  to  Desire  and  from  Desire  to  Will — 
"  You — mil — do — it — again  — you — will — do — it — 
again  f" 

And  Jacob  Romer,  iron- willed  and  ice-cold  in 
every  other  direction,  knew  that  he  would.  That  is, 
unless — I 
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The  next  day,  which  was  Sunday,  found  him 
pacing  up  and  down  before  that  little  Thoreby 
Sunday  School.  ^ 

He  was  communing  with  himself. 
Married  men  have  not  these  temptations— 
marned  men  go  home  quietly  at  night.  They  read, 
they  study.  They  have  regular  meals,  which  is 
already  something.  They  have  a  reason  for  keeping 
straight— wife  and  chUdren,  home  and  position 
Jacob  Romer.  it  is  the  gaol  or  the  altar,  my  friend  ! 
Better  marry  than  get  a  life  sentence  for  forcerv— 
for  that  IS  how  it  wiU  end." 

Never  perhaps  was  the  course  of  a  man's  life— and 
incidentaUy  also,  a  woman's— so  coldly  determined. 
Jacob  Romer  took  to  marriage  as  he  would  have  re- 
solved to  follow  a  disagreeable  but  necessary  course 
of  medical  treatment.  After  all,  the  cure  was  the 
thing.  He  would  regenerate  himself— he,  Jacob 
Komer.  God  was  not  in  his  thoughts— not  the 
God  within  him,  the  Speaking  Spirit  which  is  in 
every  man.  He  ruled  Him  out.  Jacob  Romer  took 
all  the  credit.     "  I  will  do  it,"  he  said.     "  /  will 

break  with  the  danger,  I I I i  " 

But  for  all  that  Jacob  Romer  was  above  all  things 
a  man  of  action,  and  he  showed  it  that  Sunday 
afternoon.  He  paced  the  pavement  opposite,  noting 
the  children  racing  and  tumbUng  as  to  a  feast  in  the 
direction  of  the  Sunday  School.  Others  (boys 
mostly)  were  led  to  the  door  by  anxious  parents 
only  to  escape  at  the  last  moment,  on  the  wings  of 
the  wind,  m  the  direction  of  the  river  and  the  ships 

The  teachers  began  to  arrive,  his  pale  tall  girl  one 
of  the  first.  She  remained,  however,  only  long  enough 
to  lay  a  wrap  and  some  books  within,  and  was  out 
again  to  commence  her  house-to-ho^r  e  visitation 
She  plunged  down  an  aUey,  caught  three  dirty 
urchins,  and  debouched  into  the  main  road  with  a 
growing  taU.  So  that  when  she  reached  the  school- 
house  she  was  at  the  head  of  a  procession  of  seven 
girls  and  four  boys,  all  well  under  the  age  of  six.     She 
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must  be,  of  a  certainty,  the  teacher  of  the  infant 
class.  That,  thought  Jacob  Romer,  betokened 
domesticity.  It  was  a  good  augury.  Still  better 
the  next. 

The  tall  girl  disappeared  for  a  moment,  after  a 
pause  in  which  it  was  manifest  that  she  was  delivering 
a  little  lecturette.  The  uplifted  fore-finger,  menacing, 
said  as  much.  Though  Jacob  could  see  that  it 
intimidated  nobody.  Good  again !  No  self-will. 
She  would  do  as  Jacob  Romer  ordered.  He  should 
have  no  difficulties  of  any  kind.  Better  for  him  if 
she  had. 

Presently  the  infant  mistress  reappeared.  She 
bore  a  cake  of  soap,  a  sponge,  while  a  rough  towel 
was  over  her  arm.  Then  the  line  of  small  five-year 
olders  began  to  swerve  and  dodge.  They  got  one 
behind  the  other.  There  were  cries  of  "  Come  out 
o'  that,  you  Joe !  "  "  Please,  mother  washed  me 
juss  'fore  I  come  !    She  did  indeed,  ma'am  !  " 

But  nothing  availed.  In  a  very  business-like 
way,  ar-'  as  one  used  to  the  task,  the  tall  girl  called 
them  forward  one  by  one,  and  in  spite  of  their 
protests,  washed  (or  rewashed)  her  flock,  paying 
special  attention  to  the  eyes,  all  screwed  up  into 
twists  for  fear  of  soap.  Furthermore,  she  behaved 
like  a  very  Stanley  in  the  trackless  wastes  of  Darkest 
Africa  behind  their  ears  ! 

Still,  not  one  cried  and  not  one  refused  the  ordeal. 
Indeed,  each  stood  to  attention  so  soon  as  their  own 
scrubbing  was  done,  and  enjoyed  to  the  full  the 
sufferings  of  their  comrades — as  good  little  Sunday 
School  children  ought  to  do. 

•*  Good  and  better !  "  thought  Jacob  Romer,  as 
he  halted  a  moment  on  his  heel  to  peer  through 
the  gate  of  the  playground.  Whereupon  a  tall 
boy,  acting  the  part  of  janitor  and  magnifying  his 
office,  shut  the  door  in  his  face,  but  Jacob,  for  once 
nothing  angered,  only  murmured,  "  She  has  enough 
firmne^  to  manage  children,  what  can  a  man  wish 
for  more  ?  " 
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He  congratulated  himself  that  he  was  not  the  orev 
to  any  foolish  sentiment,  such  as  iraorant  /«J 
youthful  persons  caU  "  loie."  He  „e5?r  JS  a^v 
thmg  more  calmly  in  his  life.  He  was  suffering  f'om 
a  dise^e.  that  was  all.  He  had  diagnosed  it-he  had 
found  the  remedy,  and  now  he  was  going  to  apply  it 

He  stepped  all  the  way  to  the  comer  of  the  road 
where  Newcastle  Highway  ran  long  and  stra^ht 
wVk  davTffi'  T  '''  ^^"«*^  almcit  clear  *oTfhe 

encumbered  Sr^^^^  ^"**  *^'  Pavements  only 

encunibered  by  a  few  Sunday  stroUers.  and  belated 
school  children  in  their  best  array 

i«  'l^°°i^  ^^  **^**'  ^^*^^  a  ""le.  "  I  will  «o  and 
look  up  that  superintendent "  * 

<rn2f  ?'''"^!f  ^ »?  Ws  pockets  for  a  card.  His  name  was 
hood  ^T„^r'°"  »"  Thorsby  and  the  nefghbou" 
^?u',.  ,^^°P^%  ^««  wont  to  look  twice  at  a  card 
r    A  i^T*"  ^°^"^"*  ^°^™  Ro'ner  "  upon  it     He 

ine  prayer.  Then  to  his  ear  came  the  scurrv  and 
dnimming  clatter  of  the  classes  dismissinT^^the^ 

Thl^r.  IfrA^*®  ^"'"^^  ^  ^^*'  an<J  then  strolled  to 
the  door.  With  a  roU-book  and  a  sheaf  of  paoerS 
in  his  hand  the  Superintendent,  a  small,  eager  W^" 

v^rH  wh'"'  ^^  l°^""«^  ^^""^^^  '^'  «*««  bricked  court- 
yard  when  Jacob  stopped  him.  big  and  strong. 

c     7^o^^®   *^®   Superintendent   of   Ryan   Street 
Sunday  School  ?  "  he  asked.     The  quicHird-h^e 
httle  man  nodded,  caught  in  mid-stride  and  slowly 
letting  the  arrested  front  foot  sink  to  the  ground 
Jacob  put  the  card  back  in  his  pocket  ^ 

««*  *  ?',  ^*""  "^^  ^^^  ^^^^  *o  ^ace,"  he  said.  "  I  need 
not  trouble  you  with  this  piece  of  pasteboard.  I  Sn 
Mr.  Jacob  Incubus  Gorm  Romer-— " 

nephew  "of"!!!"^"  Superintendent,  flushing.  "  the 
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"  Precisely,"  Jacob  cut  him  short,  recognising  him 
as  a  clerk  and  cohector  under  the  Thorsby  Board  of 
Guardians.  "  I  ha^'e  been  much  interested  in  your 
work  here,  having  to  pass  this  way  to  my  uncle's 
offices  from  my  rooms " 

"  Ah,  indeed  !  Delighted !  What  can  I  do  for  you  ?  " 

The  Superintendent  scented  afar  off  a  subscription 
for  struggling  Ryan  Street,  and  the  nephew  of  their 
ground  landlord  was  certainly  not  to  be  bowed  to 
the  door  like  the  first  comer. 

"  Would  you  like  to  see  our  work  in  action,  sir  ?  " 

Jacob  would,  and  in  a  minute  he  was  being  intro- 
^duced  to  Miss  French,  "  who  so  ably  and  conscien- 
■^tiously  teaches  our  infant  class."  As  they  went  out 
Jacob,  as  if  impressed  by  the  long  array  of  awe-struck 
chubby  faces,  all  now  clean,  remarked,  "  That  is  a 
difficult  task,  who  did  you  say  was  the  young  lady 
teacher  ?  " 

"  She  is  a  Miss  French,"  said  the  Superintendent. 
"  Her  father  is  a  retired  country  post-master  and 
schoolmaster.     She  has  been  well  brought  up,  sir, 
and  lives  in  Cliff  Square." 

"  So  I  see,  so  I  see,"  said  Jacob,  meditatively. 

He  glanced  at  the  other  departments,  said  some 
kind  things  as  to  arrangements,  asked  the  Super- 
intendent to  allow  him  to  send  him  a  cheque  in  aid 
of  the  funds,  and  got  away,  much  more  expeditiously 
than  the  Superintendent  had  expected.  He  thought 
he  had  captured  a  sympathetic  listener  for  the  whole 
hour-and-half.  He  might  even  be  persuaded  fo  give 
them  a  little  "  closing  address."  The  Superinten- 
dent was  always  on  the  look-out  for  new  material 
of  that  sort. 

But  Jacob  was  gone,  and  Ryan  Street  saw  him  no 
more,  though  he  sent  the  cheque  in  due  time,  ill  as, 
at  the  moment,  he  could  afford  it 

But  he  found  his  way  to  Cliff  Square.  He  met 
Miss  French  on  the  Newcastle  Road,  and  claiming 
acquaintance,  walked  home  with  her,  asking  questions 
about  her  class.     Her  home  proved  tu  be  a  little 
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Jl^V'*r  *  -7    "*  '°'  ***«  cheapness  of  the  rent  and  the 
Ifn       *^!J  ,'*'^  *"^^^«d  «<>  a  similar  one  on  eithe? 

When  he  got  out  and  was  pacing  slowlv  barU  Ta/^nK 

^tir^''  *^^  *"y  <«ffi<="itiL  and  ^ways  looked  weS 

vL     W^Tr ''^  °"^y  *°  ^i"^^^"'  "  WooS  Green- 
yes.     Wood  Green  would  do  I  " 

the  matter  Thl  vo  *°-     ^'*?  ^^  »*^P'  ^  ^^^^  P»*»ned 
the  thfni  fK  *^\y°"?«  man's  imperious  wiU  drove 

sav  a  wo^rH  /o°i;^^-  \^  ^^  manifestly  impossiWe  to 
say  a  word  to  his  uncle,  who  would  have  cut  him  nff 

inew  S  '°  K  "^'"^  %  -^sa//.-nr  fiit'jTc^b 
wh!7»r  ''^  ^^^  ^^  "°  ^00^-  He  knew  very  well 
what  he  was  domg.  Wood  Green  was  a  mtle  E^mlet 
where  property  was  cheap,  three  miles  froTThoiSt 
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So  .ne  home  was  arranged,  the  marriage  maf^' 
and  so  far  as  Jacob  Romer  was  concerned  the  sue  ss 
of  the  venture  was  immediate  and  complete.  He- 
encountered  the  Uttle  house  at  Wood  Green,  the  .  .>at 
garden,  the  well-planned  meals,  and  the  kindl>  tjce 
of  his  young  wife  every  night  with  a  certain  itf^li 
surprise.  They  were  a  recently  acquired  part  of 
his  estate.  Somewhat  riskily  he  had  invested  in 
them,  and  he  meant  that  they  should  yield  him  a 
certain  definite  return.     Nor  was  he  deceived. 

In  a  month  he  could  pass  a  race-course,  or  an  array 
of  swathed  horses  going  out  to  the  exercise-paddock 
without  a  quickening  of  the  pulses.  He  even  paid  for 
admission  one  day  to  the  Grand  Stand  at  the  Thursby 
Spring  Races,  and  came  away  without  betting. 
He  did  this  as  a  test-case.  Having  won.  he  could 
certainly  win  all  along  the  line.  His  purpose  with 
Caroline  his  wife  was  therefore  served. 

Oh,  of  course,  Jacob  Romer  would  do  what  was 
right  by  his  wife.  Small  fear  of  that — only,  she  must 
in  all  matters,  great  and  small,  submit  herself  to  his 
imperial  judgment  as  to  what  was  best. 

And  this  Caroline  did.  And  not  only  for  herself, 
but  she  so  worked  upon  her  father,  the  feeble  retired 
postmaster,  and  her  mother,  the  silent  house-mistress, 
that  from  their  lips  came  no  murmur  of  complaint. 
Their  daughter  was  married — well  married — they 
told  their  friends.  She  lived  at  some  distance, 
but  came  regularly  to  see  them.     No,  it  was  not  i 
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rich  marriage     The  young  man    was  a  weU-doin^ 
lad.  and  m  time  would  do  better     Rnw      S.^ 

not  S  rj„':fsu47hi„r"who  urnf  °  "^ 

Especially  was  CaroUne  happy  when  lift?,  vm. 
Romer  began  to  grow  from  a  baby  i^to  a  child     it 

alm«t  r«.t  "he  wmn.         ■  ''"'  *''*"  ""e  did! 
angers  ^.'I'h  dtch'ed"U  ^rL"^-*,"'^  ^^^ 

to  be  troubled^th  Ik.^^  r,7  '"!!h"'^  *"*  ■>»*  "« 
to  per£orrshri%  unrVL  ' t'"'*"'',''  "°"^'''  «»"« 
uncertain  intS^L  lolMacor  R  ■"""'  "  ?""« 
ofhi,wile.co™ingho„e^:Uri;''es'^pT„rgWn,!L'^! 


•■^"j^^--- 


.^^rT^if:' 


JACOB'S  LADDER  TO  SUCCESS 


73 


.^ 


and  going  forth  early  in  the  keen,  easterly-blowing 
spring  mornings,  he  saw  still  less  of  his  daughter 
Vida. 

Afterwards  he  meant,  of  course,  to  do  something 
for  them.  But  in  reality,  their  r6U  was  played  out 
when  Jacob  could  deny  himself  a  race-course,  and  the 
pleasure  of  staking  more  money  than  he  could  afford 
upon  a  favourite  horse.  For  the  woman  and  the 
child,  personally,  he  cared  nothing  ;  at  least,  no 
more  than  he  did  for  the  cheap  workman's  watch 
which  enabled  him  to  get  to  the  office  in  proper  time 
of  mornings,  or  the  folded  foot-rule  he  carried  in  his 
pocket  to  help  him  set  and  guage  his  men's  work. 
They  were  as  tools,  nothing  else. 

Then  his  uncle  Jacob  Incubus  Gorm  the  First 
died,  and  he,  Jacob  Romer  the  Second  reigned  in  his 
stead.  For  along  time  before  that,  Jacob  had  been 
chiefly  in  Scotland,  opening  up  the  new  Incubus 
coal  and  iron  mines  in  which  there  were,  as  he  had 
discovered,  millions  of  money  snugly  packed  away 
in  certain  rusty  clods  which  were  iron,  and  other 
black  irregular  rhomboids  which  came  to  the  surface 
from  the  splendid  coal-seams,  midway  between  the 
pit-mouth  and  the  iron-ore. 

It  was  here,  while  opening  the  earth  to  let  out 
these  nuggets  of  rust  and  grime,  that  Jacob  Romer 
had  his  earliest  visions  of  another  life.  So  far  his 
own  had  only  meant  millions,  and  the  ladder  to  them. 
But  whilst  Gorm  Castle  was  building,  and  the  Gorm 
estates  were  in  course  of  acquisition,  Jacob  was 
brought  into  contact  with  several  quiet,  low-voiced 
men  of  long  lineage,  from  whom  the  land  was  sUpping 
away,  even  as  the  power  of  pit-and-gallows  had 
gone  from  their  forefathers.  He  met  their  women- 
folk also,  at  once  proud  and  infinitely  gentle,  who 
had  a  cool  way  of  asserting  superiority  that  made 
Jacob's  soul  bristle  like  a  hedgehog.  They  im- 
pressed him,  nevertheless. 

During  these  months  his  uncle  still  lived.  He  was 
compelled,    therefore,   to   represent   himself   as   an 
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wLm  hP  hl^  "     ^K  *^!.  ^"'Poverished  baronet  from 

possessed    strongly    marked     trailt     o  v  ® 

presence   anH  oil  L    V^    .^®°  ,  traits,    a    masculine 

within    her   weU-proportioned   head      A*   i-ol  i, 
often  forgot  the  little  house  at  Wood  Gr^n  fomken 

M^  "St™ra^for„rror:-  r? 

society     Jacob  Romer  hadTv^?  had  a '•  "a/Sdv  " 
interested  in  him  before,  and  the  newn^of  Ji,. 

Ch  tV"';'^"''  "-'  P''«"'     FrirXt  time 
lorth  he  went  no  more  south  to  the  litfl*.  >I««,I 

the  edge  of  Wood  Green  Walte      H 1 1  f "*"  °° 
crossed  the  threshold/  His ItghterVidrJrern^^ 
unknown  to  him.  but  for  her  VA  qufte  ?bk  to 
identi  y  her  father.     For  his  portrait  stood  on  the 
Te'^'Irft^LS'  her  mother's  foom.  whtc^tas^iso 
leeimgs    she  would  have  scratched  it  as  with  thi* 
talons  of  a  fierce  young  sparrowhawk.     Indeed  w^?h 
her  proud  alert  pose,  fierce  eyes,  her  black  circTm 
flex  eyebrows,  and  determined  mouth  (albeirt^^^^^ 
was  red  as  a  geranium)  little  Vida  Romer  certainfv 

^itTsTs^-tW^U^^ 
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remittance  had  come  from  her  husband.  Somehow 
the  thought  of  appealing  to  her  parents  was  a  pain 
quite  inexpressible.  The  thing  itself  seemed  im- 
possible. Caroline,  who  had  taught  so  well  her  infant 
class  at  Ryan  Street,  loved  her  little  girl  far  too  well 
to  leave  her  in  the  misery  of  dependence.  She  there- 
fore took  her  in  her  arms  and  they  went  out  to  die. 
As  a  girl  Carohne  had  often  found  her  way  to  Chil- 
lingham  High  Cliff,  where  the  new  lighthouse  was 
a-building.  She  had  sat  there  and  thrilled  to  the 
sound  of  the  surges  of  the  German  ocean  breaking 
hushed  and  hollow  beneath. 

"  Where  ai  e  we  going,  mother  ?  "  Vida  questioned, 
none  so  sure  of  the  meaning  of  these  things.  She 
had  never  been  out  on  the  sea-edge  by  starlight 
before.  Nor  was  she  content  with  her  mother's 
answer  that  it  was  such,  "  a  nice  night,"  and  they 
were  "  going  to  take  a  bonny  walk  all  by  themselves." 

"  Then  why  not  go  into  the  town  and  see  the 
shops  ?  "  retorted  Vida,  practi-  Jly. 

But  this  was  quite  another  thing,  past  all  the  docks 
and  ships,  across  a  weary  common,  then  over  the 
level  crossing  on  the  Clinton  line,  and  so  to  the  dark 
truncated  mound  on  the  sea  cliff,  bristling  with  cranes 
and  scaffolding. 

Then  suddenly  seizing  Vida  in  a  close  embrace, 
and  in  hurried  whispers  beseeching  her  pardon  for 
what  she  was  about  to  do,  Caroline  crossed  the  road 
to  leap  out  upon  the  black  rocks  and  white  foam  far 
below.  But  as  they  went  Vida  struggled.  She  was 
taken  with  the  quick  access  of  fear  which  gives 
strength.  She  escaped  from  her  mother  and  ran 
screaming  along  the  chff  road. 

A  young  man  stepped  from  a  light,  hooded  vehicle, 
which  he  had  been  driving.  He  caught  up  the  little 
girl  and  pacified  her. 

"  My  mother  !      My  mother  !  "  she  cried. 

"  And  where  is  your  mother  ?  "  asked  Dr.  Hubert 
Salveson,  the  young  Thorsby  doctor,  for  he  was  the 
man  with  the  capoted  vehicle. 
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"Yonder,  yonder."  cried  the  child,  "she  is  iroina 
to^jump  .nto  the  tide.     She  tried  to  tale  me'^Sf 

miSli^'^K*   ^^''^'}  Paused   a  moment.     The  £irl 

mms&m 

ha  u^Au'  ^°^^     /  ^'°"« '  "   fae  called  out  to  Vida   for 
eggs.     He  remembered  the  ledges.     Thev  wTre  in 

and  retired  roarxne  sulkilv     i^!^  tu  '     ^'"*,  **"*'• 
minute  he  co«ldTsce™'^Sihi^g"distf„c?Iv  '  Thi''"^ 

waist  him      He.  therefore,  called  to  her  to  Jo  ^d 
fetch  assistance  wherever  she  could  find   t  ^ 

.eiS-^^-rnfLfto-^-e^^^^^ 
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brought  back  was  no  other  than  her  own  uncle.  Dr. 
Thomas  Romer,  of  Thorsby,  a  man  like-minded  with 
his  brother  Jacob,  and  the  particular  enemy  of  Dr. 
Hubert  Salveson. 
And  from  this  ill-omened  meeting  flowed  many 

things. 

•  ♦  •  • 

Among  others,  Dr.  Thomas  Romer  wrote  to  his 
brother  that  his  wife  was  definitely  mad,  and  that 
she  would  really  be  much  better  in  an  asylum  where 
she  could  be  taken  care  of.  She  suffered  from  suicidal 
if  not  homicidal  mania.  The  advice  jumped  altogether 
with  Jacob  Romer's  humour.  Tom  was  ready  to 
assist  him,  on  the  usual  terms  as  arranged  between  the 
brothers.  But  what  to  do  with  the  child  was  the 
question.  Tom  Romer  called  her  a  "  young  wild 
cat,"  and  steadily  refused  to  charge  himself  with  her 

on  any  terms.  ,,.,   „    , 

After  the  brief  adventure  of  the  "  Poor  Side  of 
Thorsby  Asylum,  the  removal  to  a  certain  distant 
dependency  of  the  great  Gorm  properties  in  Scotland 
was  planned.  So  that  there  wife  and  daughter  could 
be  kept  well  under  the  eye  of  the  husband  and  father, 
without  being  allowed  to  show  themselves  too  much 

in  public.  .     ,  .     .  •    ,      j 

Jacob's  scheme,  as  vaguely  outhned  m  his  head, 
was  simply  to  isolate  his  wife  till— well— till  death 
might  release  him  of  his  burden.  As  to  his  daughter, 
well,  he  would  see.  For  the  present  there  was  no 
need  to  disquiet  himself  about  her. 

But  by  this  time  he  had  taken  James  Kahn,  an 
adventurer  of  whom  no  one  knew  even  the  nationality, 
as  his  confidant  and  second-in-command.  And 
James  Kahn  thought  he  knew  a  quicker  way  to  nd 
his  master  of  his  burden,  and  at  the  same  time 
clear  his  own  way  to  the  heirship  of  the  possible 

Incubus  millions,  ,  xi.     /-    j 

He  planned  therefore  the  scutthng  of  the  Good 

Intent  and  the  abandoning  of  the  woman  and  child 

on  the  night  of  the  storm.     The  crew  were  first  sent 
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Xt^1n"S?  »%,'^"'  »  couple  olr^^" 
^•rf  I    I,  "i  *  J^""^*  ^^^n  ^elt  secure  tiU  he  saw  thi. 

uaugnter  with  him-though  only  an  adopted  one. 


CHAPTER  X 


CHOIRS  AND  CHRISTIANS 


In  spite  of  being  "  Kirks  "  the  three  churches  dwelled 
in  unity — that  is,  for  the  most  part.  To  remark 
that  competition  was  severe  is  only  to  say  that  they 
were  Scotch  and  Presbyterian.  But  the  usual  truck- 
and-barter  of  sporadic  discontent  was  ruled  out. 
After  all,  they  were  almost  equally  proud,  and  with 
about  equal  reason. 

The  Auld  Kirk,  the  Kirk  of  the  original  Kirktown, 
still  stood — modernised  indeed,  but  with  its  ancient 
bell-tower  erect  to  witness  in  its  reverent  age — to 
the  exact  spot  where  three  centuries  ago  they  burned 
the  last  of  the  Kirktown  witches.  The  Auld  Kirk  of 
Scotland  was  the  mother  of  a  brood  of  children  who 
had  set  up  for  themselves.  But  still,  after  all  they 
were  children  to  be  proud  of. 

The  "  Kirk  of  Forty-three,"  was  known  as  the 
Valley  Kirk,  just  as  the  Cameronian  was  the  Hill 
Kirk,  and  that  of  the  "  Establishment  "  the  "  Kirk- 
yaird  "  Kirk. 

But  the  haughtiest  sect,  the  most  austere,  the  par- 
ticular assembly  of  the  stalwarts  who  had  never 
bowed  the  knee,  was,  of  course,  the  Cameronian 
fold — a  Kirk  of  the  martyrs  indeed,  set  on  the  Hill 
which  could  not  be  hid.  The  very  names  of  the 
three  Kirktown  ministers  were  held  to  be  significative. 
For  the  Establishment  was  pastored  by  the  Rever- 
«ad  Angus  Lament,  who  to  a  vague  dry  official  theo- 
ology  added  something  of  Celtic  fire  and  true  poetic 
sensibility.     He  was  a  man  who  would  always  be 
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young,  boyish  at  heart,  not  easily  taking  offence  nor 
meaning  to  give  it.  but  with  an  unruly  evS  of  a  ton™ 
which  frequently  brought  him  trouble.  °'*'*'"«^* 
man  «n  J^^'^f  '"'^  *^« galley  Kirk  minister,  a  learned 
Tnnn  M  ^  Anc  Pfeacher.  living  perhaps  too  much 
upon  the  mountain-tops  of  thought.  But  he  edu, 
cated  his  congregation,  and  added  thereto  daily. 

Wn^"  "^"Jf  "^"^  ^^^  P°^^''  ^"d  to  Wm  duty  had 
become  well-nigh  a  fetish.     Bodily  he  was  trained 

vT^'/ti  ?'  *°° f?".* • .  ^°'  *  ™»"^  "^«  John  Fowler's, 
vivid,  alert,  unsatisfied  with  anything  merely  obvious 

ft  Tr^'."'"^"'**^"^  bodily  envf lope  tLuTort 
of  ,J^^***'t5nven  engine  ought  to  have  the  support 

Mr  T«?°^'^  ^'*?"«'  *"^  ^'^^^P^^*^-  For  the  rest. 
»hv  I^*K    ";  "^^^  dark-eyed.  alert,  vivid,  and  sadly 

.Win^*  f  ^"ff"•  "^  ^"^««^'  ^th  aU  whom  he 
ms  inctiyely  felt  incapable  of  understanding  him. 

int%T°"Sj^  ''"°"«^*''  ^^  ""^  *t  home  with  aU  work- 
mg  toik.  The  common  people  heard  him  gladlv. 
However  abstruse  his  subjects  of  discourse  there 
was  always  a  nail  of  fact  or  principle  to  joTthem  on 
to  everyday  life.     Mr.  Fowler  carried  his  wS  of 

the  rather  dreamy  and  distant  man  would  have  guessed 
h  Jr^ ^r"'  ^^f"  *"'^8^***  "^^'^^  ^«»t  directly  to  the 
the  tr„i  L?J^  ^^"''  T°°*'^  ^^^^^'  ^"d  detected 
IfrJrt  ^^^  ^°J^.  ^"^  ""der  the  defilements  of 
street  corners  and  the  mire  of  thronging  pavements 

Reveren^/ff  ^.^^^'^'"the  HiU  wasminl^tfrfd^ob^^he 
S  f  hT?K  ^^"J*f"»\Irougray.  He  was  the  youngest 
of  the  three  and  a  bachelor-a  man  of  strict  views 
Innt  k".'.*"'  hfe  grown  a  little  disheartened  from 
^h^ef  Nn"°^*-^'  '""^^  i'"^"  ^"^"  of  his  peopled 
si^^  ;  N°  r  1^**"^  r*'.  ^°'"  *^^  ^^^t^  ^or  the  Iron- 
^oM  .  -^K  ^^"^"^  ^'^  ^°'  the  seven  times  repured 
PpnnL ..    ^  conpgation    on    the    hill    was    '•  the 

Tic.^  dTAr"'*''"7^*-     And  so.  sometimes,  to 
nis  cost,  did  their  minister. 

belon^^^  a'!??^^^*^"".  J^^°^    ^omer   nominally 
belonged.     A  defender  of  vested  rights,  an  upholder 
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of  law  and  order,  he  would  naturally  have  been  found 
in  the  Establishment.  But  something  akin  to  his 
own  grim  nature  commended  itself  to  Jacob  Romcr 
in  the  austere  and  undiluted  Calvinism  of  the  Gospel 
according  to  the  Martyrs. 

"  If  a  man  is  saved,  he  is  saved,  and  there  is  no 
more  to  be  said,"  so  Mr.  Romer  argued  in  his  rare 
theological  moods,  "  if  he  is  lost — well,  it  was  so 
arranged  in  the  Councils  of  Eternity.  Either  way, 
the  man  has  no  responsibility  in  the  matter.  An 
excellent  doctrine  !  I  conduct  my  business  on  these 
principles,  and  I  expect  you,  Kahn,  to  do  the  same. 
Promote  a  man  or  discharge  him.  But  never  give 
him  a  reason.  Every  going  concern  ought  to  have 
but  one  head,  stem,  infallible,  irresponsible — the 
Incubus  Pits  just  the  same  as  the  Universe." 

So  Jacob  Romer  gradually  became  a  power  in  the 
Kirk  on  the  Hill,  but  the  minister  Benjamin  Irongray 
was  undismayed.  For  he  feared  not  the  face  of  man 
— save  only  his  session  a  little,  and  his  choir  a  great 
deal.   In  which  he  much  resembled  other  ministers. 

Now  all  choirs  are  full  of  the  ancient  Adam  and  the 
little  less  ancient  Eve — Scottish  mixed  choirs 
especially.  It  was  the  minister's  mother  who  was 
directly  responsible  for  the  Cameronian  choir  in 
Kirktown.  Mrs.  Irongray  had  been  bom  out  of 
the  purple,  a  mere  U.P.  brought  up  under  Burgher 
ministry.  So,  of  course,  she  knew  no  better.  Bitter 
were  the  conflicts  before  the  Kirk  on  the  Hill  would 
submit  to  receive  a  choir. 

The  minister  did  not  want  it.  The  precentor  did 
not  want  it.  The  Session  did  not  want  it.  Jacob 
Romer  foamed  at  the  idea.  But  little  Mrs.  Walter 
Irongray,  with  her  wire-drawn  old-maidish  ways,  the 
face  of  the  mother  of  the  "  only  child."  beat  them  all 
just  by  sticking  to  it. 

But  forming  the  choir  was  easier  than  running  the 
choir  when  formed. 

That  Indian  institution  called  caste  is  as  powerful 
in  Kirktown  as  in  all  other  Christian  »oi'.ntries. 
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The  best  voice  in  the  congregation  was  that  of 
Vida  Bryan,  who  sat  alone  in  Dick  Finnan's  pew  when 
Dick  took  the  head  of  the  Elders'  seat,  just  under  the 
precentor's  forsaken  desk.  He  conducted  the  choir 
now  with  his  back  to  the  congregation,  and  there  were 
those  who  felt  that  a  glory  had  passed  from  Zion. 
StiU  m  the  main,  the  minister's  mother  had  her  way. 
But  Vida  Bryan  also  had  a  wiU  of  her  own,  and  having 
a  light  blouse  for  the  summer,  she  declined  to  change 
It  at  the  bidding  of  Mrs.  Walter  Irongray,  for  "  some- 
thing dark  and  respectable." 

So  it  came  about  that  a  certain  young  man  of  broad 
shoulders,  energetic  physique,  and  quite  unaccustomed 
to  church  going,  found  himself  Sunday  after  Sunday 
in  the  Kirk  of  the  Hill,  in  close  proximity  to  the  white 
blouse  and  white-and-lilac  blossomy  hat,  which  spread 
a  spnnghke  freshness  about  the  pew  of  old  Dick 
Finnan,  distinctly  noticeable  within  a  radius  of  ten 
yards,  not  counting  the  gallery. 

On  the  other  hand  little  Miss  Nunsby's  father  was  a 
New  Religionist  (the  tenets  of  which  sect  varied  month 
by  month  according  to  Mr.  Nunsby's  liver),  and  so  he 
went  nowhere.  But  little  Miss  Nunsby  frequented 
the  Kirk  of  the  Hill,  where  she  mostly  disagreed  with 
the  sermon,  but  comforted  herself  by  looking  at 
Vida— her  Vida  !  * 

"Their  choir,  bah!  "  exclaimed  Miss  Nunsby, 
after  the  music  lesson  was  over,  one  fine  afternoon 
in  early  autumn;  "don't  speak  to  me  of  their 
choirs.  They  want  to  be  thought  fine  singers  and  to 
sit  peacocking  on  the  platform.  Besides,  there's 
the  happiness  of  quarrelling  v-ith  the  precentor, 
and  the  summer  choir  trip  into  the  bargain  ;  you  know 
the  announcement  in  the  Kirktown  Journal  always 
says '  accompanied  by  their  friends  and  sweethearts.' 
Are  you  going  to  join  ?  " 
"  Ugh,"  said  Vida, "  don't  make  mc  shudder ! " 
You  needn't."  said  the  little  music-mistress, 
with  something  of  her  father's  irony,  "  you  will  have 
to  do  It  now.     The  minister's  mother  is  joining. 
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and  all  the  great  people— even  Miss  McTartar  of  the 
paper-shop " 

'*  The  one  they  call  Cream  o'  Tartar."  said  Vida, 
smiling  languidly. 

"  Yes,  Creamie  McTartar  ;  her  real  name  is  Isa- 
bella. Then  there's  Mrs.  Homiman  from  the  livery 
stables,  and  the  foremen's  wives  and  the  butcher  s 
daughter.     These  are  all  '  ladies.'    How  they  Mrill 

fet  on  with  the  others,  who  are  only  village  girls, 
don't  know." 

"  Surely  they  will  not  quarrel  on  Sundays  ?  "  said 
Vida,  with  something  of  hope  in  her  tone.  The  Kirk 
on  the  Hill  was  occasionally  a  dull  place  during  the 
league-long  diets  of  worship. 

"  Won't  they  though  !  "  cried  little  Miss  Nunsby, 
"  the  new  comers  wiU  snub  the  '  girb  *  and  '  shop- 
women  '  because,  of  course,  they  are  ladies.  They 
do  not  stand  behind  a  counter,  but  only  keep  house 
for  their  fathers  and  brothers,  who  do.  The  '  girls  ' 
will  take  the  best  front-row  seats,  by  getting  ea''ly  to 
church,  just  to  spite  the  ladies.  And  the  whole  vrill 
be  blamed  on  the  precentor.  It  will  be  a  marvel 
if  the  minister  manages  to  keep  out  of  it.  He  won't, 
if  his  mother  joins  the  choir !  " 

"  But  why  does  he  let  her  ?  " 

"  Who,  Mr.  Irongray  ? "  Uttle  Miss  Nunsby 
sniffed,  "  that  shows  that  you  don't  know  the  minis- 
ter's mother  very  well." 

'*  She  always  is  very  pleasant  when'she  calls  here !  " 

"  Yes,  Vida,"  her  friend  smiled  as  she  spoke, 
"  but  then  you  are  not  her  son."  She  allowed  time 
for  this  to  sink  in  and  then  continued. 

"  A  manse,"  said  Miss  Nunsby,  "  is  of  course  a 
little  out-work  of  Eden,  or  ought  to  be.  But  Mrs. 
Irongray  sees  to  it  that  if  Benjamin  does  not  do  as 
she  wants,  the  house  shall  be  something  very 
different." 

"  I  think  you  are  unkind,"  said  Vida,  "  even  if  it 
were  true,  you  should  be  sorry.  It  must  be  dreadful 
to  have  your  illusions  shattered." 
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"  Ah,  I  never  had  any,"  said  little  Miss  Nunsby 
somewhat  bitterly,  "  nature  and  my  father's  teachine 
settled  that  for  me."  ^ 

She  shrugged  her  higher  shoulder  ever  so  slightly 
as  she  spoke.  Whereupon  Vida  rushed  at  her,  the 
tears  welling  promptly  from  her  eyes. 

"  Ah,  cruel !  cruel !  "  she  cried,  "  to  speak  so  of 
yourself,  and  to  me,  who  love  you  so  !  " 

Little  Miss  Nunsby  held  her  off  a  moment,  quiver- 
mg  between  love  for  her  darling  and  general  con- 
tempt for  the  world's  inequalities. 

,','  ^^  7.°^  ^°^®  ^^'  ^  wonder  ?  "  she  said,  thought- 
fully. "  Can  any  one  love  a  thing  like  me  ?  I  would 
be  so  happy  if  I  could  only  know !  " 

"  I  shall  prove  it,  unbeliever !  "  cried  Vida  with 
wet  eyes. 

^^  "  Oh,  you  wiU  get  married,"  said  Miss  Nunsby 
and  then  it  will  be  all  over,  except,  perhaps,  a  cup 
of  afternoon  tea  once  a  fortnight,  if  you  live  in  the 
neighbourhood." 

„  r  ^°"  ^^^^  ^^^'  y°^  ^^^^  s^^  '  "  answered  Vida. 

I  would  not  for  a  hundred  husbands,  that  any 
thing  should  come  between  us." 

The  little  music-teacher  clasped  her  friend,  grate- 
fuUy  enough.  But  in  her  heart  she  said,  "  It  is  not 
the  hundred  husbands,  but  the  one  that  I  have  cause 
to  fear." 

The  entrance  of  the  authoritative  Mrs.  Walter 
Irongray  into  the  choir  of  the  Kirk  on  the 
Hill  did  not  produce  all  the  effect  the  good  lady 
intended.  Her  precious  but  too  docile  son  was  still 
worried.  Regularly  the  precentor  gave  in  his  resig- 
nation to  the  Session  once  a  month  at  their  statutory 
meeting.  "^ 

Still  after  all  something  was  effected  by  their  staid 
presence.  The  young  men  behind  did  not  pass  voice 
lozenges  wrapped  in  declarations  of  affection  to  the 
girls  seated  in  front  of  them— which  custom  was  not 
only  unseemly  in  itself,  but  more  so  because  fre- 
quently the  bulls-eyes  dropped  out  and  rolled  like 
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marbles  off  the  platform  on  to  the  heads  of  the  elders 
sitting  beneath. 

These  venerable  and  duly  ordained  men  really  ought 
not  to  have  been  assured  that  "  Sugar  was  Sweet,  and 
So  were  They."  The  information  was  as  erroneous 
as  it  was  uncalled  for,  and  a  recurrence  of  the  motto 
on  a  communion  day  nearly  led  to  the  abolition 
of  the  choir  altogether. 

But  again,  after  Mrs.  Walter  Irongray  entered  the 
choir.her  son  was  certainly  not  annoyed  every  minute 
during  his  sermon  by  some  chorister  turning  round 
with  a  half-concealed  yawn  to  look  at  the  clock.  This 
was  an  implied  reproach  that  the  minister  could 
ill  bear.  Nor  did  they  whisper  so  much,  neither 
giggle  nor  nudge,  nor  yet  let  fall  Bibles  with  clasps. 
I  do  not  mean  that  these  things  actually  ceased. 
They  can  only  cease  when  the  earthly  praise  of  the 
lower  sanctuary  merges  into  the  higher  and  heavenly. 
Still,  there  was  a  difference,  and  a  difference  too  on 
the  right  side. 

Jacob  Romer  had  a  pew  all  to  himself  in  the  Kirk 
on  the  Hill.  It  was  a  square  box-seat,  and  was  dis- 
tingfeshed  from  all  others  by  showing  no  dogs' 
heads,  or  ships,  or  railway  engines,  or  caricatures  of 
the  officiating  minister  scratched  with  a  nail  on  the 
paint.  This  was  because  no  boys  ever  profaned 
that  solemn  en  losure.  Even  at  evening  service, 
when  the  Kirk  was  indifferently  lighted,  and  the 
gallery  entirely  closed,  it  was  never  invaded.  The 
very  Muirheads,  the  show  "  bad  boys  "  of  Kirk- 
town,  would  have  shuddered  to  think  of  defiling  it. 

From  it  Jacob  Romer  watched  over  the  minister's 
theology,  the  service,  and  the  congregation.  And 
it  was  from  thence  that  he  first  remarked  Vida 
Bryan's  presence  in  Dick  Finnan's  seat,  and  recalled 
the  girl  who  had  been  already  pointed  out  to  him  by 
his  brother  on  the  way  to  Pit  No.  2. 

"  Thomas  always  was  a  fool !  "  he  growled.  But, 
nevertheless  in  his  general  survey  of  the  congregation 
his  eyes  sometimes  returned  questioningly  to  the 
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quarter  where  Vida  sat  alone,  a  little  to  the  left, 
farther  down  the  church,  in  a  plain,  uncushioned 
pew.  For  directly  behind  her,  only  the  interval  of 
one  seat  separating  them,  sat  Mr.  Romer's  best 
underground  engineer,  Mr.  Ludovic  Morris. 

The  autocrat  of  the  Incubus  Pits  was  wont  to  eye 
the  young  man  murkily  for  some  time.  Then  his 
thm  lips  twitched  into  the  ghost  of  a  smile,  thin  and 
faded,  mdeed,  but  still  a  smile.  And  he  added, 
still  thinking  of  his  brother,  "  And  it  strikes  me  that 
Vic  Morris  is  another !  " 


CHAPTER  XI 
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"  I  AM  supposed  to  be  like  my  father,"  Philip  Calmont, 
the  doctor's  third  son,  was  saying  to  little  Miss 
Nunsby,  "  so  everybody  expects  me  to  run  about 
crying,  '  Ha,  ha,'  and  slapping  people  on  the  back  !  " 

"  The  eye  that  mocketh  at  his  father  ,  .  .  the 
ravens  of  the  valley  shall  pick  it  out !  "  rejoined 
Miss  Nunsby,  punctuating  with  the  quick  gesture  of 
her  pretty  hand,  which  she  used  to  throw  the  thread 
the  way  she  wanted  it  to  run.  Miss  Nunsby  kept 
her  own  father,  as  well  as  most  of  the  Healthy  Family 
in  stockings.  To  knit  came  as  natural  to  her  as  to 
breathe.  And  Phil  Calrnont  liked  to  drop  down  to 
the  small  cottage  by  the  abandoned  smithy  which 
Mr.  Nunsby  occupied,  apparently  in  order  to  watch 
her  do  it.  There  was  a  garden  behind,  and  from  the 
back  of  his  father's  orchard  Phil  had  only  to  cross 
a  couple  of  fields  and  open  a  low-arched  lych-gate 
with  a  leather  hasp,  to  find  himself  in  the  summer- 
house  beside  the  quiet  knitter  with  the  sharp  tongue 
and  the  helpful  heart. 

Perhaps  he  went  rather  too  often,  considering  the 
capacities  of  Kirktown  for  gossip.  But  he  talked 
mostly  about  Vida,  while  Miss  Nunsby  smiled  and 
knitted.  He  too  had  his  hours  of  philosophy,  this 
quiet  youth. 

"  Why  do  you  come  here  ?  "  Miss  Nunsby  asked 
him  sometimes,  "  the  rest  will  be  over  the  wall 
talking  to  Vida,  and  you  know  you  would  rather  be 
there!" 
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Yes  murmured  Phil,  lazily  crossing  his  lone 
:t'^\^!l  plaiting  his  hands  together,  with  his  head  ir 
the  hollow  of  the  palms  as  he  leaned  back  against  the 
hedge.  It  was  mixed  of  privet  and  thorn,  and  to 
reclme  upon  it  unpricked  meant  some  care  and 
adjustment.  But  Phil  had  had  a  long  experience  of 
the  Ndnsby  s  hedge.  He  knew  it  to  the  last  thom- 
spme.  took  thmgs  gently,  and  never  kicked  against 
the  pricks.  ° 

.2.  "  ^f  •  "°  <ioubt.     They  will  be  talking  at  her  and 
through  her  and  across  her,  and  all  at  a  time.     But 

I  would  rather  come  here  and " 

"  Talk  about  her !  "  put  in  Miss  Nunsby.  "  Verily 
PM!  "  """^  *^^"  ii^man.     But  go  on.  you  amuse  me,' 

Philip  Calmont,  nothing  loath,  stretched  out  his 
legs  to  their  utmost,  accommodated  his  head  more 
deeply  into  the  privet  hedge  (with  possible  spines), 
and  exposed  his  philosophy. 

'.'  ?"!f.  P^^c^'  Kirktown."  he  said,  waving  the 
point  of  his  mended  boot  in  the  air.  "  Incubus  is  o  r 
god   and  Jacob  Romer  is  his  prophet.     We  all  live 
^.uu'  ?*^  '    *^^  ministers  up  yonder  (he  pointed 
with  his  finger  to  the  ridge  which  was  caUed  Mount 
Zion  because  it  was  crowned  with  alternate  kirk  and 
manse)         My  father  and  all  of  us  get  our  living 
our  schooling  and  colleging,  our  meat  and  drink 
^nd  a  lot  of  these  ! )  out  of  Incubus.  Gorm.  Romer 
&   Lo.,   of  the   Incubus   workings.     Your  father's 
Sunday  hat.  and  the  bread  he  eats,  the  needles  you 
are  knitting  with,   the  yam  that  you  toss  every 
moment  across  your  arm  to  clear  the  ball  in  the 
side-pocket  of  your  apron  (very  pretty  it  is)— every- 
thing comes  from  Incubus.     Why  from  Incubus  ?  " 

Because   we   work   for   Incubus!"   said   Miss 
Nunsby.  simply. 

Philip,  who  did  the  thinking  for  the  Healthy 
Family  and  kept  the  results  to  himself,  only  nodded. 
After  all,  that  was  what  it  came  to.  They  were  .et 
on  earth  to  work,  and  it  was  no  use  arguing  the 
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matter.  Incubus  was  as  far  out  of  reach  of  their 
complaints  as  if  they  had  been  overburdened  ants, 
working  night  and  day  for  the  formic  community. 

More  than  that,  as  yet  Phil  Calmont  had  done 
but  httle  work  himself ;  to  dream  had  been  his 
avocation,  and  there  was  quite  an  easy  chair  marked 
out,  green,  elastic,  adjustable  as  an  air  cushion  (due 
care  being  taken  to  evade  the  pricks)  in  the  privet 
hedge  of  the  summer-house  at  Nunsby's  cottage. 

"  Incubus  holds  us  all  within  a  barbed  wire  fence," 
continued  Phil,  "  and  James  Kahn  does  the  driving 
It  is  not  very  hard  in  our  time,  but  when  we  have 
all  married  one  another " 

"  Oh,"  cried  little  Miss  Nunsby,  with  a  twinge  of 
helpless  bitterness,  "  we  are  going  to  do  that,  are 
we  ?     I  should  be  glad  to  know  my  fate." 

"  Well,"  said  Phil,  quietly,  "  I  am  only  exposing 
the  situation.  ^Of  course  everybody  can't  marry 
Vida  Bryan,  can  they  ?  " 

"  No,  of  course  not !  "  said  Miss  Nunsby,  and  her 
hand  trembled  as  she  tossed  the  thread.  There  was 
a  knot  on  the  heel  of  that  sock  ;  it  was  for  Phil  to 
wear,  and  he  had  well  earned  the  blister  which 
resulted. 

"  So  the  rest  of  us  must  marry  or  bide  single 
according  to  our  fates,"  Philip  continued,  tipping 
his  chair  dangerously  on  its  hind  legs. 

"  I  fail  to  see  the  necessity,"  retorted  little  Miss 
Nunsby,  "  a  great  many  people  will  need  to  be  a 
good  deal  more  serious  before  they  can  earn  bread  and 
butter  for  themselves,  let  alone  for — for  a  family !  " 

Sharp,  clipped,  and  dry  fell  the  reproof,  but  Phil 
Calmont  never  blenched. 

"  I  know — I  know  what  you  think  of  me,"  said 
Phil,  with  his  usual  philosophy,  "  but  I  will  do 
something  one  day.  You  shall  not  always  call  me 
'  only  a  long  and  lazy  lout.' " 

At  this  Miss  Nunsby  blushed  quite  a  pretty  pink. 

"  You  have  not  forgotten  that  ?  "  she  said,  "  Ah, 
I  only  meant  to  stir  you  up  a  little.     You  are  the 
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cleverest  of  them  all.  Phil.     Why  will  you  persist  in 
doing  nothing  f  " 

"My  father  is  not  rich,"  Phil  answered,  quite 
calmly, "  all  his  money  he  makes  from  year  to  year. 
He  has  laid  nothing  by,  and  with  two  boys,  Aaron 
and  Hur,  at  the  university,  and  the  youngsters  with 
a  tutor,  he  has  nothing  to  spend  on  me.  Besides, 
the  others  all  run  in  pairs,  while  I  am  a  by-product, 
and  must  depend  on  anything  that  may  turn  up! 
The  'pater'  actually  wanted  me  to  become  a 
chemist,  so  as  to  be  handy  when  Aaron  and  Hur  took 
over  the  business  ;  '  keep  it  all  in  the  family,  you 
know,  ha  ha  !  "•  J''  >  " 

And  he  imitated  his  father's  hearty  manner,  for 
which  he  was  again  reproved  by  little  Miss  Nunsby. 
"It  is  horrible  of  you  to  do  that."  she  said,  "  your 
father  is  indeed  blameable  for  letting  you  run  about 
like  this,  with  nothing  to  do  but  scribble  sonnets  to 
Vida  Bryan,  or  come  down  here  to  chatter  about  her 
while  I  knit.  But  just  the  same.  Dr.  Calmont  is 
ready  to  do  all  he  can  for  you  !  " 

"  Granted."  said  Phil,  cheerfully,  "  only  that  does 
not  happen  to  be  anything  which  I  can  accept." 

"  In  my  time."  said  little  Miss  Nunsby,  primly, 
"  boys  were  expected  to  do  as  their  parents  told  them.' 
There  is,  I  believe,  a  commandment  in  your  Bible 
to  that  effect." 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  Phil,  interrogatively,  "  but  not  to 
be  a  chemist  and  druggist.  Even  Solomon  who  is 
pretty  hard  on  us,  draws  the  line  at  that.  Why.  I 
should  poison  the  whole  parish  in  no  time,  and  you 
and  my  father  would  be  hung  for  murder.  Besides, 
you  need  not  preach  to  me  after  all.— you  are  only  a 
year  or  two  older." 

"In  years— yes."  sighed  Rose  Nunsby.  "  but— 
ages  and  centuries  and  aeons  cannot  express  the 
difference  in  outlook." 

At  this  Philip  Calmont  moved  uneasily.  His 
great  chair  of  privet,  unused  to  such  treatment, 
promptly  interjected  a  thorn   which  pricked  him 
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sharply  into  consciousness.  He  erected  himself  and 
the  balanced  chair  stood  on  four  feet. 

"  What  would  you  have  me  do,  then  ?  "  he  asked. 

Little  Miss  Nunsby  kept  her  eyes  on  her  knitting. 
There  was  a  great  green  peace  in  the  hedged  quad- 
rilateral of  the  garden.  Only  overhead  a  hawk 
planed  with  slow  balancing?  and  swift  short  beats 
of  the  wing.  Beneath  the  smaller  birds  collected 
and  screamed  with  one  accord,  while  motherly  old 
hens  in  Mr.  Nunsby's  backyard,  though  for  the 
moment  broodless,  nevertheless  bristled  up  and 
drooped  their  wings  over  imaginary  chicks  as  they 
gazed  at  the  enemy,  each  with  one  bright  eye  turned 
skyward  watching  his  movements. 

"  Do,"  said  Miss  Nunsby,  indignantly  replying  to 
Phil  Calmont's  question,  "  do — why  every  man 
ought  to  be  able  to  decide  that  for  himself !  " 

"  I  daresay,  in  theory,"  groaned  Phil,  dismally, 
"  but  in  practice  it's  jolly  difficult,  when  you  happen 
to  be  a  man  !  " 

The  truth  of  this  seemed  to  strike  Miss  Nunsby, 
but  she  recovered  herself. 

"  Nonsense,"  she  cried,  "  there  are  only  a  few 
things  that  women  can  do,  but  a  man  can  do  any- 
thing— he  anything  !  " 

"  For  instance,"  suggested  Phil,  "  King  of  England 
or  Pope  of  Rome  !  " 

"  Tut,"  said  Miss  Nunsby,  "  be  sensible  and  set 
your  mind  on  something." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Phil  calmly,  "  I  set  my  mind  on 
remaining  here,  becoming  an  author,  and  dwelling 
all  my  life  among  the  green  things  and  the  faces 
of  the  kind  folk  I  know  and  who  know  me  !  " 

A  quick  flush  passed  over  Miss  Nunsby's  face, 
something  like  sheet  lightning  seen  pulsing  up  towards 
the  zenith  on  summer  nights. 

"  Ah,  you  mean  the  green  lawns  about  Glebe  End 
Cottage  and  Vida  Bryan's  kind  face  ?  " 

"  That  has  not  been  particularly  kind,  of  late," 
owned  Phil,  still,  however,  shamelessly  ;  "  in  fact  I 
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never  get  a  chance  to  speak  to  her,  except  with  all  the 
Healthy  Crowd  fluttering  after  me  !  " 
\J'^^?  P^^y  ^^at  else  can  you  expect  ?  "  snapped 
the  httle  music  teacher,  "  you  do  nothing.  You  do 
not  try  to  do  anything.  And  every  evening  Vida  has 
the  advantage  of  comparing  you  with " 

"With  whom?"  cried  Phil,  excitedly  dropping 
himself  back  against  the  privet  hedge. 

"  With  Vic  Morris  !  "  ^ 

And  at  the  name,  prompt  as  an  echo,  Phil  bounded 
erect  with  a  sudden  cry  as  if  the  biggest  of  all  thorns 
had  pricked  him. 

"  Vic  Morris  !  "  he  repeated.  "  Vic  Morris ;  I  will 
show  her  that  I  am  as  good  a  man  as  any  Vic  Morris 
in  the  world  !  " 

And  he  went  through  the  wicket  gate  rather  n  iely 
and  without  saying  goodbye,  though  little  Miss 
Nunsby  looker'  after  him,  half  amused  and  half 
wistful.  And  Pliil  Calmont  did  not  discover  till  he  got 
to  his  room  in  his  father's  house,  that  a  huge  hawthorn 
spike  had,  indeed,  pierced  between  the  neck  and  the 
col  ■  of  his  shirt.  He  thought  it  was  the  comparison 
with  Vic  Morris  that  was  giving  him  pain. 

But,  at  least,  he  had  left  some  pain  behind  him, 
though  Miss  Rose  in  her  garden  suffered  from  no 
thorn— save,  it  may  be,  from  the  fact  that  she  had 
one  shoulder  higher  than  the  other. 


CHAPTER  XII 


'^i 


WOOERS   AT   GLEBE   END 


As  Miss  Nunsby  had  said,  perhaps,  in  a  moment 
of  pique  with  Phil  Calmont's  easy-going  ways,  Vida 
Bryan,  at  old  Dick's  cottage  had  ample  opportunity 
for  making  such  comparisons  as  she  might  wish — with 
the  stalwart  figure  and  ready  speech  of  Mr.  Ludovic 
Morris,  underground  engineer,  for  a  standard. 

Vic  Morris  had  dropped  into  the  habit  of  going 
there  frequently,  nay,  regularly,  which  is  to  say  every 
night.  It  took  an  appreciable  part  of  his  dark  hours 
down  in  the  Dook,  or  those  which  he  spent  in 
the  little  boarded  office  above,  to  concoct  the  neces- 
sary excuses.  But  Vic  was  never  at  a  loss.  Besides, 
now  that  Dick  was  Inspector  of  the  Ways  in  No.  2 
Pit,  he  had  become  in  a  manner  underground  en- 
gineer's assistant.  Vic  needed  to  consult  him  quite 
frequently,  and  a  young  fellow  like  Vic  could  not 
expect  an  old  man  to  be  running  after  him  all  over  the 
place,  when  he  had  just  got  home  from  a  hard  day's 
work.  So  Vic  Morris  called  on  him,  which,  as  any 
one  can  see,  simpUfied  things  very  much.  Now 
kindness  to  the  old  is,  according  to  Confucius,  the 
pearl  of  all  youthful  virtues.  Vic  Morris  found  it  so. 
He  did  not  in  the  least  regret  being  kind  to  old  Dick 
Ti'innan,  and  any  fairly  careful  detective  could  have 
found  his  deeply  indented  footsteps  all  the  year 
round  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Glebe  End  Cottage. 

As  for  Vida,  she  could  not  tell  whether  she  liked  him 
or  not.  He  was  different  from  the  others,  that  was 
aU. 
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"  Sometimes,"  she  confided  to  her  chiefest  friend, 
Rose  Nunsby.  "  I  think  I  like  him.  And  then  again 
I  am  quite  certain  that  I  don't !  " 

In  truth  the  two  quarrelled  abominably.  And 
that,  according  to  all  the  authorities,  was  a  good  sign 
— for  the  hopes  of  Mr.  Vic  Morris.  For  is  it  not 
written  that 

"  Nippin'  an'  scartin' 
Are  Scots  folk's  wooin' !  " 

But  Vic  Morris  himself  drew  no  conclusions.  His 
strong,  combative,  even  trampling  nature,  his  genius 
in  the  conduct  of  men,  the  dauntless  courage  which 
led  him  always  to  hunt  for  the  most  difficult  way  of 
ascending  a  mountain,  prevented  him  from  feeling 
the  least  embarassment  in  Vida's  presence,  or  the  least 
doubt  about  the  issue ;  so  soon,  that  is,  as  he  had  made 
up  his  mind  to  speak. 

Now  with  a  girl  like  Vida  Bryan — as  proud  and 
self-opinionated  as  Vic  Morris  himself,  with  a  feminine 
sensitiveness  altogether  unguessed  at  by  the  man, 
this  was  a  most  unsafe  course  to  pursue.  With  girls 
accustomed  to  obey,  it  might  have  proved  more 
successful.  But  as  a  general  rule,  a  man,  even  when 
he  knows  himself  to  be  the  stronger,  and  certain  that 
the  victory  lies  with  him,  oi'^ht  to  pass  the  honours 
over  to  the  woman.  Men  do  not  now  kneel  ceremon- 
iously and  offer  their  all  at  the  beloved's  feet.  But 
the  well-advised  find  that  thU  is  still  the  right  moral 
attitude.  It  pays  the  man  because  it  elevates  a 
woman  in  her  own  estimation.  And  if  you  do  that 
sufficiently  and  continuously,  there  are  but  few  things 
she  will  deny  you.  Which  are  the  precepts  of  the 
grandfather  of  Sirach,  the  man  of  great  diligence  in 
gathering  together  all  i^rave  sentiments.  Give  there- 
fore as  much  heed,  young  man,  as  if  you  had  lived  in 
Egypt  under  King  Euergetes,  in  the  eight-and- 
thirtieth  year  of  that  never-to-be-forgotten  monarch's 
reign. 

So  each  night,  in  sweet  grey  spring  gloamings, 
tinted  tenderly  lilac  between  the  black  branches 
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of  trees  on  which  the  green  buds  were  doubtfully 
forming,  in  wintry  "  forenichts,"  blithe  with  the 
coming-ard-going  of  lovers  betwixt  hamlet  and 
hamlet,  the  snow  crisp  underfoot  and  the  stars  corrus- 
cating  overhead,  prompt  to  the  moment  Vic  Morris 
appeared  at  Dick  Finnan's  gate,  swung  it  back, 
tramped  up  the  short  gravel  path,  and  knocked. 

Generally  it  was  Dick  himself  who  came  to  the 
door.  Every  two  or  three  months  (according  to  the 
leave  granted  by  the  Commissioners  of  Northern 
Lights)  it  was  a  certain  Mr.  William  Bryan,  senior 
keeper  of  the  Wolf  Skerry  Lighthouse,  and  as  it  were, 
a  member  of  Vic  Morris's  own  profession. 

But  it  was  never  Vida  who  opened. 

And  the  young  man  searched  in  his  mind  for  the 
reason  annexed  to  this  fact.  He  ascertained  that  she 
opened  to  other  people.  Why  not  then  to  him  ?  His 
assurance  found  the  solution — one  agreeable  to  his 
vanity.  Yet  Ludovic  Morris  was  not  vain.  He 
cared  neither  for  his  appearance  nor  for  the  effect  it 
might  produce.  But  on  the  other  hand  his  self- 
assurance  was  monumental,  and  the  fear  of  man  was 
not  in  him.  Which  is  a  good  thing,  doubtless.  But 
then  neither  was  the  Fear  of  Woman — which  is  a 
thing  infinitely  ill. 

Vic  Morris  was  a  strong  man.  His  influence  over 
the  pit-workers  was  remarkable.  He  had  no  trouble 
with  them.  No  tools  or  pieces  of  coal  fell  from  a 
height  on  his  head.  Already  he  had  averted  more 
than  one  strike.  But — he  was  an  advanced  poli- 
tician. The  "  Confidential  "  Kahn,  and  the  General 
Managers,  Hector  McKill  and  Walter  Grindling,  never 
felt  quite  at  home  with  him.  Somehow  they  knew 
that  he  belonged  by  sympathy  to  the  toilers.  His 
sympathies  were  entirely  with  the  forecastle.  The 
afterguard,  according  to  him,  could  always  take  care 
of  itself. 

Too  brilliant  at  his  work  of  estimating  distances, 
directing  new  dips  and  shafts,  to  be  thrown  overboard, 
the  higher  personelle  of  the  Incubus  workings  eyed  him 


96 


VIDA 


i 


fi 


I 


with  distrust.  Yet,  in  spite  of  the  respect  and  even 
devotion  the  men  had  for  him,  Vic  Morris  awakened 
no  great  or  enthusiastic  love  among  them.  He  was 
a  just  man.  He  was  on  their  side.  What  a  leader 
he  would  make  if,  with  all  that  he  knew,  and  all 
that  he  could  do,  he  were  fully  to  cast  in  his  lot 
with  them ! 

But  he  neither  attracted  nor  permitted  any  display 
of  affection  or  admiration  on  the  part  of  those  under 
him.  He  would  have  regarded  it  as  a  breach  of 
discipline.  Still,  the  fact  that  he  went  nightly  to  see 
"  Dick  Finnan's  Lass  "  seemed  to  bring  them  nearer. 
For  Dick  worked  alongside  them,  and  was  one  of 
themselves.  None  doubted  of  the  issue.  Was  he 
not  Master  Vic,  who  knew  all  there  was  to  be  known, 
and  whom  they  would  have  followed  to  the  death. 

It  chanced  late  one  afternoon  in  April,  a  rainy  April, 
when  the  trees  dripped  droopily  on  the  dank  turf; 
swelling  it  up  with  water  Uke  a  sponge,  and  only  the 
pine-needles  pressed  close  in  soUd  forty-year  layers 
afforded  a  safe  and  dry  passage  to  the  cottage  at  Glebe 
End,  that  Vic  Morris  and  Philip  Calmont  met  there 
for  the  first  time. 

Hitherto  Phil  had  been  to  the  successful  young 
engineer  only  "  one  of  the  Doctors  good-for-nothings." 
Vic  Morris  had  a  thorough-going  contempt  for  all 
kinds  of  talent  which  could  not  be  practically  appUed. 
He  was  fond  of  saying  that  brains  could  be 
expressed  either  in  foot-pounds  or  pounds  sterling, 
by  which  he  meant  either  in  work  done  or  money 
earned.  It  is  no  wonder  then,  that  to  his  sole  friend, 
Mr.  Irongray.  of  the  Kirk,  on  the  Hill  he  often 
expressed  his  contempt  for  the  Calmonts. 

"  A  vagrant  brood,  certainly,  but  quite  harmless," 
had  been  the  smiling  verdict  of  the  Cameronian 
minister. 

"  Well,  their  father  is  sending  them  the  quickest 
way  to  the  devil,"  Vic  Morris  had  declared,  "  they 
ought  to  be  put  to  work.  That  would  tame  their 
vagrancy." 
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Now  for  the  first  time  he  beheld  a  Calmont 
withm  striking  distance.  Phil  Calmont  was  sitting 
quietly  in  the  window  corner,  looking  through 
the  tendrils  of  last  year's  ivy  and  wondering  at  the 
little  green  dabs  on  Vida's  rose-stems— dabs  which 
would  be  "  Rambler "  clusters  one  day— when 
Morris  entered. 

They  had  not  been  introduced,  but  little  that  mat- 
tered to  Vic  Morris,  who  considered  such  ceremonies 
as  only  for  weaklings  "  suckled  in  a  creed  outworn." 

The  engineer  stood  a  moment  in  the  doorway 
staring,  his  shoulders  thrown  back,  his  brows  bent 
mdignantl/,  and  all  his  fair  hair  bristling  like  a  lion's 
mane.  He  had  the  surprised  angry  look  of  some  big 
dog  who  returns  to  find  a  little  one  (and  a  stranger) 
in  possession  of  his  bone  and  carpet. 

But  he  lid  not  leap  upon  Philip  Calmont,  who  rose 
with  his  usual  gentle  quiet  to  his  feet,  and  bowed, 
saying,  "  Miss  Bryan  has  gone  out.  Mr.  Finnan 
has  not  yet  arrived.  I  presume  that  you  have  come 
to  see  him  !  " 

"  Presume,"  snorted  Vic  Morris,  his  temper  sud- 
denly breaking  loose,"  I  should  think  you  do  presume. 
Who  are  you,  sir,  to  dictate  my  comings  and  goings 
to  me  ?  If  I  choose  to  come  here  every  night  in  the 
year  what  is  that  to  you  ?  " 

To  this  Philip  Calmont  only  replied,  if  possible 
more  gently  than  before,  that  he  believed  that  Miss 
Bryan  would  be  back  immediately.  Then  he  re- 
seated himself  and  became  absorbed  in  the  growth  of 
the  geraniums  outside  the  window.  They  were  all 
moist  with  the  spring  showers.  Having  done  his 
part  and  feeling  quite  sure  of  his  position,  he  did  not 
trouble  his  head  farther  about  the  quaint  uncertain 
tempers  of  Mr.  Ludovic  Morris.  After  all,  what 
more  natural  ?  He  would  not  have  liked  such  an 
mtrusion  himself,  even  from  the  rest  of  his  family. 
But  he  was  trying  to  act  up  to  little  Miss  Nunsby's 
advice  to  do  something  for  himself.  So,  character- 
istically, he  was  beginning  with  Vida  Bryan. 
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The  furniture  of  Dick's  cottage  was  all  of  dull  oak, 
which  had  descended  to  him  by  ordinary  generation — 
the  ancient  settles  and  three-legged  chairs  polished 
at  back  and  seat  by  centuries  of  hardworked  home- 
spun, moleskin,  and  corduroy.  Except  at  funerals 
broadcloth  had  never  touched  them.  For  a  special 
chair  was  kept  for  the  minister,  covered  according  to 
age,  with  velvet,  or  haircloth,  or  cretonne.  But 
furniture  of  that  kind  never  wears  out.  Doubtless 
some  remote  Finnan,  away  back  in  the  time  of  the 
Covenant,  had  made  it — chair  and  dresser  and  four- 
poster — with  adze  and  plane  and  turning  wheel,  to 
be  in  readiness  for  his  sober  Cameronian  bride. 
And,  like  their  furniture,  the  Finnans  had  remained 
Cameronians  ever  since. 

That  night  when  Vic  Morris  and  the  doctor's  third 
son  were  first  brought  face  to  face,  Vic  growling 
like  an  angry  mastiff  and  Phil  gazing  serenely  through 
the  darkening  window,  the  kitchen-parlour  or 
house-place  of  Glebe  End  was  full  of  quaint,  moony 
reflections.  Old  oak  furniture  and  panelling  with 
fireUght  glinting  on  them  conduce  to  mystery.  The 
evening  fire  in  preparation  for  Dick's  supper  burned 
on  the  hearth  far  back,  and  once  Phil  rose  with 
his  easy  air  to  replenish  it,  which  caused  Vic  Morris 
to  spit  like  an  angry  cat. 

"  It  appears  to  me  that  you  know  your  way  about 
— here,  that  is,"  he  said,  sharply  ;  "  but  not  so  well 
in  the  world.  I  understand  that  you  are  the  parish 
Doctor's  son,  that  you  set  up  for  a  man,  though  you 
do  nothing,  and  are  only  a  burden  on  your  father  !  " 

Phil  looked  steadily  at  Mr.  Ludovic  Morris,  gently 
unmoved,  but  with  the  slightest  curve  of  contempt 
on  his  short,  upper  lip.  His  face^was  always  pjJe 
and  now  no  more  so  than  usual. 

"  You  are  right,"  he  answered,  shifting  a  little 
round  in  his  chair  so  as  to  rest  his  eyes  deliberately 
on  the  broad  shoulders  of  the  engineer.  "  Mr.  Morris, 
of  the  Pits  I  think !  Ah,  I  am  right.  Well,  Mr. 
Morris,  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  the  interest  you  show 
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in  my  affairs.  My  position,  I  admit,  you  state  very 
truly.  The  alternative  you  are  probably  ignorant 
of,  as  ignorant  as  I  am  myself." 

This  aroused  Vic  Morris.  He  stooa  in  the  firelight, 
vehement  and  energetic.  He  gesticulated.  He  even 
raised  his  voice,  so  that  he  could  be  heard  out  on  the 
high  road,  forty  rods  away. 

"  What  are  you  to  do  ?  "  he  cried.  "  Why 
man,  Work!  Work!  Work!  When  I  was  half  your 
age,  I  was  learning  to  run  an  engine  in  the  daytime, 
out  of  school  hours,  that  is— teaching  in  a  night- 
school,  feeding  on  the  higher  mathematics  till  I 
dropped,  brow  on  my  book,  with  pure  sleepiness. 
Well,  why  did  I  do  it  ?  So  that  to-day  there  is  no 
place  in  the  face  of  the  earth  where  I  could  not  make 
a  livelihood." 

Ah,"  said  Phil,  very  quietly,  "  I  would  that  my 
lines  had  fallen  to  me  in  such  pleasant  places.  But 
one  must  just  do  as  one  can.  I  have  not  been  so 
fortunate  as  you,  Mr.  Morris.  I  have  always  had 
other  people  to  consider." 

"  ^°^^.,  ^^"^  idleness,  you  mean.  Master  Philip 
Calmont,"  cried  Vic  Morris,  quite  forgetting  his 
manners,  "  you  like  the  do-nothing  life.  You  are 
content  to  live  on  the  hooks  of  your  father— to  render 
him  half  bankrupt,  you  and  your  brood,  making  him 

the  talk  of  the  place " 

At  the  first  word  of  his  father  Phil  Calmont  had 
risen,  pale,  slender,  and  very  stem.  What  would 
have  happened  in  the  next  half  minute  cannot  be 
imagined.  For  of  course  the  lad  was  no  match  for 
Vic  Morris,  who  could  have  crushed  him  between  his 
hands.  Though  it  is  doubtful  whether,  even  in  his 
own  opinion,  he  could  have  vanquished  him. 

But  just  then  the  inner  door  swung  back,  the  one 
leading  from  the  little  back  lobby  which  opened 
out  upon  the  woods,  the  nearer  shrubberies,  and 
Dick  Finnan's  woodpile.  Vida  had  entered  quietly 
without  either  of  the  men  hearing  her,  and  in  a 
moment  the  fat  was  in  the  fire. 
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She  was  dressed  in  a  plain  gown  of  blue  serge,  which 
moulded  her  figure  like  some  natural  leaf-sheathing 
of  the  spring.  It  was,  however,  merely  her  "  second 
best  "  dress  ;  that  which  she  put  on  in  the  week-day 
evenings.  She  motioned  Vic  Morris  to  a  seat.  For  a 
moment  he  did  not  obey,  caught,  as  it  were,  in  the  loud 
empty  echo  of  his  own  words.  He  realised  for  the 
first  time  that  he  had  been  speaking  in  that  quiet 
kitchen  as  he  would  have  done  in  the  galleries  of  the 
mine. 

He  sat  down.  Vida  waited  a  little,  still  in  the 
twilight,  standing  near  the  door  by  which  she  had 
entered,  her  foot  tapping  impatiently  and  angrily. 
The  firelight,  having  caught  a  nest  of  pine-knots, 
blazed  up,  and  while  the  flame  lasted  neither  of  the 
men  could  tak^   Leir  eyes  off  her. 

At  last  she  .  r<  ce. 

"  Mr.  Morris,  '  she  said,  "  you  permit  yourself 
to  storm  in  this  house  as  you  might  at  the  horses  in 
some  stable-yard.  Is  Dick  Finnan  under  any 
obligations  to  you  that  you  assume  such  a  right  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not !  "  said  honest  Vic,  hanging  his 
head. 

"  Or  am  I  ?  " 

"  Still  less,"  faltered  Vic  Morris,  "  the  truth  is 
that  I  ought  to  ask  your  pardon.  And  I  do.  Mr. 
Calmont  and  I  were  having  a  little  discussion — 
politics,  you  know.  Miss  Bryan,  and  may  have  got 
rather  warm." 

"  I  only  know,  Mr.  Morris,  that  you  have  no  right 
to  shout  in  this  house  so  that  you  can  be  heard  in 
the  public  road.  And  now,  Phil,  what  have  you  to 
say  ? " 

She  turned  upon  Philip  Calmont,  who  had  acquired 
the  conviction  that  she  had  heard  every  word  ;  which 
conviction,  nevertheless,  he  kept  severely  to  himself. 

"  It  is  a  true  bill,"  he  said  lightly,  continuing  to 
stand  up  because  Vida  had  not  sat  down.  "  Mr. 
Morris  and  I  were  discussing  problems  of  political 
economy,  with  personal  applications." 


Vida  h  xd  entered  quietly  without  either  of  the  men  hearing  her. 
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"  How  dare  you  tell  me  such  a  story,  Philip  Cal- 
mont,"  cried  Vida,  taking  a  step  nearer  to  him,  "  I 
heard  every  word.  He  grossly  insulted  your  father 
and  your  family.  If  it  had  been  me  and  mine,  I— I 
should  have  had  his  blood  !  " 

The  words,  reproduced  instinctively  from  some 
sixpenny  romance,  sobered  the  unliterary  engineer. 
But  Phil  Calmont  only  laughed.  It  seemed  to  him 
an  echo  of  the  daily  speech  of  the  twins,  Willie  and 
Wilhelmina.  They  were  always  on  the  war-path, 
thirsting  for  somebody's  blood. 

"  Phil  Calmont,"  said  Vida,  sternly,  frowning  upon 
his  laughter,  "  I  thought  you  had  more  sense.  And 
you  Mr.  Morris,  be  good  enough  to  take  your  politics 
and  your  pohtical  economy  outside,  and  do  not  either 
of  you  come  back  here  till  you  have  learned  how  to 
behave  yourselves." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  !  "  said  Vic  Morris,  stiff  as 
a  poker. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  !  "  said  Phil,  bowing  with  his 
accustomed  grace,  the  straw  hat  in  his  hand  bowing 
also,  and  so  low  that  Vida  could  see  the  light  of  the 
pine-knots  shining  on  his  boyish  curls.  As  he  passed 
the  woodbox  he  threw  on  the  fire  a  double  handful 
of  fir-cones,  as  if  he  had  been  fulfilling  automatically  a 
long-accustomed  duty. 

Then  the  two  men  went  out  together. 
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Old  Dick  was  late  at  No.  2  that  night.  Even  now 
he  had  not  returned.  The  rain  had  ceased,  and  the 
wet  gravel  glistened  as  it  crunched  under  their  feet. 
Then  came  the  compacted  pine-needles  of  the  Glebe 
End  Avenue,  that  private  road  which  Mr.  Jacob 
Incubus  traversed  twice  each  day  in  his  carriage. 
They  felt  kindly  under  foot,  and  upon  their  surface 
even  Vic's  strong  "  K  "  boots  fell  silently  as  on  thick 
Oriental  carpets. 

Curiously  enough  it  was  Phil  Calmont  who  went 
first,  alert  to  every  sight  and  sound,  without  the  least 
fear  of  the  giant  behind  him,  with  whom  he  had 
cause  to  believe  himself  on  bad  terms.  The  big 
barn-owl  he  hao  christened  Malachi,  passed  across 
the  glade  with  a  soft  woof  of  feathers,  as  if  his  wings 
had  been  made  of  white  crape.  In  the  crotches  of 
the  dwarf  thorns  and  among  the  alders  of  the  ha-ha 
ditches,  blackbirds  scolded  the  disturbers  of  the 
twilight,  raging  and  scuflSing  along  their  branches, 
each  trjdng  to  knock  the  other  off. 

Then  the  two  men  ranged  up  a  little,  as  Vic's  long 
stride  told,  and  the  narrow  arch  of  greening  trees 
opened  out  upon  a  telescopic  view  of  Kirktown 
and  the  Incubus  pits.  First  a  ruddy  glare,  from 
the  blast  furnaces  over  at  the  Dook  Bank.  Then  a 
greenish  "  skarrow  "  shot  pulsing  through  the  russet 
light,  from  the  chemical  works  in  the  hollow  beyond. 
All  this  was  held  and  encircled  by  a  sort  of  straw- 
coloured  milky  way  which  was  the  general  gas-light 
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illumination  of  the  town.  But  far  away  beyond  the 
whirling  and  reversing  silhouettes  of  the  gaunt 
winding  wheels  and  pithead  fixtures  of  the  Incubus 
workings,  a  single  beam  pierced  the  night  at  intervals, 
clear  as  a  star,  but  infinitely  greater.  It  was  the 
electric  Hash  of  the  Wolf  Skerry  lighthouse — beneath 
which,  his  eyes  clad  in  the  darkness  of  triple  goggles, 
sat  a  certain  red-headed  Irishman,  with  two  book* 
before  him— the  Bible  and  "  Charles  O'Malley." 
And  at  that  moment  he  was  thinking  of  his  duties 
as  a  foster-father,  he  was  perusing  the  former. 
Billy  Bryan  was  specially  fond  of  the  account  of 
Paul's  voyage  in  the  last  chapters  of  the  "  Acts." 
And  his  verdict  was  "  True  courage — that's  what  I 
call  it.  Good  men,  every  one  of  them  !  Please  the 
pigs,  Billy,  ye  will  never  have  to  do  the  like — 
knocking  about  them  seas  with  never  a  lighthouse 
marked  on  the  chart,  or  a  decent  man  to  keep  the 
cogs  running  true,  all  the  way  from  Blackwall  to 
Bombay — not  to  mention  that  place  Putty  Holy, 
which  is  no  seaport  that  ever  I  heard  of.  But  all 
the  same  the  Castor  and  Pollux  is  a  very  tidy  name 
for  a  barque  considering  the  times.  I  once  sailed 
in  her  myself !  Out  o'  South  Shiel's  it  was,  coast- 
wise, and  the  devil's  own  brat  of  a  captain  !  But 
well  found — oh,  nobody  could  say  that  the  Castor 
and  Pollux  was  ill  found." 

So  while  Billy  Bryan  meditated  there,  and  the  girl 
to  whose  support  he  contributed  of  his  substance, 
peered  through  the  dim  window  panes  of  the  cottage, 
Ludovic  Morris  and  Phil  Calmont  swung  out  of  the 
black  arch  of  the  Glebe  End  entrance.  They  saw 
Mr.  Romer's  big  iron  gates  like  a  double  blotch  of 
denser  darkness  on  either  side  of  them.  They  had 
never  been  shut  since  he  took  possession  of  the 
house. 

"  Well  ?  "  said  Mr.  Vic  Morris. 

"  Well  ?  "  returned  Mr.  Phil  Calmont. 

"  You  have  nothing  to  say  to  me  ?  "  It  was  the 
giant  who  spoke. 
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Nothing— pray  have  you  ?  "     It  was  slim  Phil 
who  answered. 

Vic  Morris  considered  a  while.  Instinctively  they 
had  turned  away  from  the  lurid  glare  of  the  town  and 
works  in  the  valley  beneath  them.  They  paced  more 
slowly  up  the  broad  road  which  led  towards  the  hills 
—and  so  at  the  last,  after  infinite  adventure  among 
hills  of  heather  and  sheep-dotted  shoulders  of  turfage, 
cried  over  continually  by  plover  and  curlew,  into 
England  itself.  But  that  goal  was  far  away.  Drove 
roads,  post-roads,  ancient  inns,  murderous  sloughs 
of  despond,  hills  of  difficulty,  guardian  towns  with 
faded  Guilds,  and  volunteers  and  police  constables 
instead  of  fencibles  and  town-watchmen— these  all 
had  to  be  passed— but  at  long  and  last  there  was 
England. 

They  went  that  way.  The  two  men,  successful 
and  unsuccessful,  youthful  energy  and  youthful 
dreaminess,  convoying  each  other,  while  Phil  looked 
upward  at  the  hills  cut  black  against  the  sky,  and 
Vic  Morris,  honest  and  arrogant,  tried  hard  to  humble 
himself.  He  would  rather  have  led  a  forlorn  hope 
than  do  it.  Indeed  the  former  would  have  been  easy 
to  him.  By  sheer  force  of  will,  he  had  been  doing 
as  much  all  his  life. 

But  Vic  Morris  was  a  very  strong  man— so  much 
so  that  he  could  even  give  in  on  occasion,  when  he 
found  himself  in  the  wrong.  As  the  pit  men  said, 
"  He  could  own  up,  but  it  gave  him  a  crick  in  the  neck 
to  do  it !  " 

And  indeed  his  throat  was  dry  and  his  tongue 
well  nigh  cleaving  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth, 
when  at  last  he  made  up  his  mind  to  apologise 
—and  that  to  the  "idle  lout"  whom  he  had 
scorned  so  lately. 

"  Mr.  Calmont,"  he  said,  turning  squarely  in  front 
of  the  young  man  and  thereby  stopping  him  as 
effectually  as  if  by  his  art  of  engineer  he  had  blocked 
the  road  from  side  to  side.  "  I  am  here  to  ask  your 
pardon.     Down  there  I  spoke  like  a  fool— as  no  man 
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has  the  right  to  speak  to  another — no,  not  to  his 
brother !  " 

"  And  I — I  answered  as  a  fool.  I  beg  your 
pardon  !  " 

"  Really  we  ought  to  go  back  and  beg  Miss  Vida's," 
said  Mr.  Morris  with  some  irresolution,  taking  half  a 
step  in  that  direction. 

"  No  !  "  said  Phil,  stopping  him  in  his  turn  with 
an  outstretched  hand.     "  She  does  not  want  us." 

He  had  no  desire  to  face  Vida  again  that  night. 
Vic  Morris  sighed. 

"  I  daresay  you  are  right,"  he  said,  "  but,  I  say, 
didn't  she  dress  me  down  ?  And  didn't  I  deserve 
it?" 

Phil  kept  silence. 

"  Oh,  you  may  speak  out—"  said  Vic,  /ith  a 
laugh  which  sounded  a  little  hollow.  "  I  xnow  I 
did  !     I  hope  I  have  enough  sense  for  that." 

Phil  knew  that  such  knowledge  was  good  for  the 
soul,  and  still  said  no  word.  There  was  a  lengthy 
silence.  They  passed  the  end  of  several  farm 
loanings,  and  came  out  on  the  unfenced  moorland, 
which  ran  in  dark  patches  of  heather  and  dead 
bracken  blotted  on  a  lighter  ground  of  greyish  bent 
grass  up  to  the  black  splintered  shale  edges  of  Caiden 
Fell. 

"  I  wronged  you— cA«/— that  is  not  what  I  wanted 
to  say— don't  let's  get  down  to  book  talk,"  said  Vic, 
swinging  his  arms  contemptuously,  "  you  are  one 
man — I  am  another.  I  am  your  senior  and  I  talked 
like  a  fool— like  a  young  jealous  ass.  Don't  think 
I  want  to  intrude  myself.  But  if  you  will  tell  me 
what  you  would  care  to  do  in  the  way  of  work— I  will 
give  you  my  advice,  as  if  you  were  my  brother. 
No,  better  than  that— my  brother  is  a  beast.  I 
would  have  nothing  to  do  with  him  if  he  came  begging 
to  my  office  on  hi.,  bended  knees.  Pshaw — more 
book  talk  ?     Well,  wh-t  do  you  mean  to  go  f or  ?  " 

And  somehow  there  was  a  ring  of  such  sincerity 
in  the  voice  of  the  young  engineer,  that  Phil  was 
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moved  by  it.  His  ear,  keen-set  for  arrogance  or 
assumption,  could  find  neither  now  in  the  speech  of 
Vic  Morris.  So  he  set  himself  to  tell  what  he  had 
never  told  to  any,  save  only  to  little  Miss  Nunsby  in 
the  summer-house  surrounded  with  privet. 

His  father's  struggle  with  so  large  a  family,  his 
absorption  in  his  work,  his  generosity  in  the  large, 
his  carelessness  and  lack  of  thought  in  the  particular, 
had  resulted  in  his  Phil's  being  left  to  one  side, 
stranded  in  early  manhood  without  a  career.  For 
the  uncle  who  had  promised  to  leave  him  his  money, 
had  died  without  a  penny,  and  had  to  be  buried  at 
the  Doctor's  expense. 
"  That's  good  anyway  !  "  interjected  Vic  Morris. 
"  It  certainly  was  not  good  for  me  at  the  time," 
said  Phil,  quietly.  "  I  had  been  carefully  brought 
up  to  do  nothing." 

"  A  great  fortune  does  not  necessarily  spoil  a  man," 
said  Vic  with  severity,  "  but  a  hundred  or  two  a  year 
ruins  him  without  fail  I  " 

"  Then  is  there  in  your  world  no  place  for  the 
thinker  ?  "  demanded  Phil. 

"  Certainly— a  great  place— the  first  place,"  the 
engineer  exclaimed,  "  if  only  he  will  think  useful  and 
helpful  things." 

"  Salvation  by  machinery — the  old  story, — I 
know  it,"  cried  Phil,  "  man  made  in  the  image  of 
God  by  the  explosion  of  a  beneficent  gasometer,  by 
the  sun  letting  drop  some  argon,  which  changes 
chemically  the  minds  of  men — makes  'em  greenish  ! 
Well,  it  may  be  hopelessly  antiquated,  but  I  confess 
I  prefer  an  older  evangel  to  that ! — '  Love  your 
neighbour'  will  outlive  all  the  chemistry  of  gases." 
"  I  don't  know  what  you  are  talking  about,"  said 
Vic  Morris,  "  but  I  was  wanting  an  office  assistant, 
and  I  offer  you  the  place.  You  have  a  good  head, 
with  plenty  of  brain  space  above  your  hat-brim. 
You  have  an  ordinary  education,  I  presume  ?  " 

"  Very  ordinary,"  said  Phil,  "  except  perhaps  as 
to  poetry." 
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"  Then  the  rest  of  your  faculties  have  had  a  long 
rest.  So  much  the  better— you  will  come  fresh  to 
the  problems.  Only  promise  me,  no  poetry— not  a 
thought  of  poetry  between  the  hours  of  nine  and 
five!  After  that,  you  can  dribble  anapaests  all 
night  long,  if  you  choose  f  Come  at  six  to-morrow 
and  I'll  tell  you  what  to  do  before  I  go  down  to 
No.  a  for  the  day." 

Somehow  the  two  men  found  themselves,  as  they 
passed  Glebe  End  Cottage  on  their  way  back,  shaking 
hands. 

And  ♦here  was  old  Dick  Finnan  just  entering  the 
avenue.  Instinctively  they  stood  aside  to  let  him 
pass  into  the  shadow,  and  then  without  a  glance 
backward  towards  the  lighted  window  jf  Vida's 
speckless  house-place,  they  took  their  wa  towards 
the  town  and  Phil's  new  work. 

So  it  came  to  pass  that  Incubus  and  Co.  began  to 
weigh  upon  the  shoulders  of  Phihp  Calmont,  long 
accustomed  to  carry  no  heavier  burden  than  sonnet, 
ode,  and  lyric— of  which  in  his  time  he  had  accumu- 
lated great  store,  an  infirmary,  in  fact,  of  the  maimed, 
the  halt,  and  the  blind. 

The  next  morning  at  half-past  five  Philip  Calmont 
found  himself  awake  and  dressed  in  a  wide,  sonorous, 
empty  house.  The  Doctor  and  all  the  Healthy 
Family  were  asleep.  Some  would  sleep  for  hours. 
Others  would  come  yawning  down  about  eight. 
But  all  were  equally  ignorant  that  the  third  son  of  the 
house— idle,  dreamy  Philip  had  begun  his  life's 
career.  It  was  a  clear  morning,  with  the  sun  showing 
well  above  the  wavy  outline  of  the  Keir  hills  to  the 
east. 

The  bells  of  the  iron  works  were  clanging,  the 
conches  blowing  from  all  the  pitheads  far  and  near. 
Presently  the  night  shift  would  be  coming  up,  and  it 
was  Phil's  duty  to  be  down  in  the  little  office  which 
had  been  erected  near  the  descent  of  No.  2  for  Vic 
Morris  to  do  his  paper  work  in.  What  he  w?s 
expected  to  do,  or  how  he  was  to  do  it,  Phil  did  not 
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know.  But  he  knew  that  Vic  Morris  must  necessarily 
spend  a  good  many  hours  each  day  underground. 
And  so,  with  a  new  kind  of  prevision  not  at  all  natural 
to  him,  he  routed  out  and  slipped  into  his  pockets 
several  dusty  volumes  of  Todhunter,  together  with 
an  old  Colenso's  Siithmetic. 

He  was  standing  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  a 
httle  chill  from  his  early  rising,  when  Vic  Morris 
arrived,  his  morning  fold  of  thought  double-barring 
his  brow.  Morris  started  at  sight  of  PhU  Calmont, 
and  for  a  moment  that  youth  thought  that  he  was 
going  to  deny  all  knowledge  of  him.  The  next  he 
nodded  brusquely  but  kindly. 

"  That's  right— you  are  on  time,"  he  said,  "  there 
IS  much  to  be  done.  See  that  tile  of  books.  These 
are  Patent  Specifications.  Run  through  all  of  them 
for  the  last  fourteen  years,  and  mark  the  places  of 
everything  that  deals  with  the  ventilation  of  mines. 
I  am  going  below.  So  long.  I  shall  see  you  in  the 
afternoon  !     You  will  find  pens  and  paper  about." 

And  Vic  Morris,  without  further  instructions  to 
his  new  aid,  was  gone.  Phil  found  it  very  lonely, 
left  tc  himself  in  that  small  wooden  house— the 
German  -tove  in  one  corner  scrupulously  clean,  and 
the  stovepipe  only  used  to  hang  oiled  paper  copies 
of  plans  upon,  the  walls  three  deep  in  "  sections," 
geological  and  topographical,  coloured  with  the  most 
death-dealing  reds  and  far-reaching  blues. 

But  Phil  soon  found  paper  and  a  blotter.  He  had 
a  fountain  pen  in  his  pocket.  He  took  a  rapid  glance 
through  the  volumes  to  get  the  scale  of  his  work, 
and  then— lost  himself  for  many  hours.  Phil  Cal- 
mont had  a  natural  quickness  of  understanding, 
and  instead  of  merely  mark-  j  the  places  in  the 
volumes  of  reports,  he  added  tv  .ach  reference  a  brief 
resume  of  the  special  features  of  the  invention,  so  far 
as  he  was  able  to  understand  them.  He  had  a  read'^ 
talent  for  sketching— roughly,  but  with  sufficient 
correctness  to  convey  an  idea.  He  added,  therefore, 
many  jottings  of  apparatus,  and  when  Vic  Morris 
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returned  at  three  o'clock  he  found  his  new  hand  still 
at  his  work,  quite  a  solid  pile  of  notes  skewered  on 
the  desk— and  the  last  volume  of  the  Patents'  series 
in  course  of  being  digested. 

He  stood  a  moment  in  astonishment.  Truly,  it 
seemed  that  there  were  many  things  that  he  must 
take  back.  He  did  not  speak  at  once,  but  while  Phil 
continued  his  eager  search,  his  eager  finger  scramb- 
hng  up  one  page  and  down  another,  his  fountain  pen 
scribbling  feverishly,  and  his  mind  happier  and  more 
content  than  ever  he  had  known  it — Vic  Morris  picked 
up  page  after  page.  All  was  in  order,  every  perti- 
nent case  numbered  and  analysed— the  technical 
words,  at  the  meaning  of  which  Phil  could  only  have 
the  vaguest  guess,  written  very  plain— especially 
when  Vic  glanced  at  the  unpretending  drawings, 
each  of  which  told  its  tale  to  his  experienced  eye, 
he  could  not  refrain  from  clapping  his  pupil  on  the 
back  with  a  hearty.  "  You'll  do— you'll  do  !  "  which 
was  the  best  reward  he  could  have  made  the  worker 
at  the  close  of  his  first  day  of  business  life. 

"  All  that !  "  cried  Vic  Morris,  heartily,  "  I  will 
wager  that  you  did  not  take  long  over  your  dinner  !  " 
Phil  was  aghast.     It  seemed  that  he  had  neglected 
a  part  of  his  duty. 

''  I  forgot  all  about  it !  "  he  said,  penitently. 
"  Great  Stephenson,"  cried  the  engineer,  "  have 
you  not  had  a  bite  ?— You  must  take  it  now !  " 

"  I  forgot  to  bring  any,"  said  Phil,  with  shame 
deeper  on  his  face.  "  You  see  I  was  so  keen  to  get 
out  of  the  house." 

Vic  nodded.  He  understood  that.  He  understood 
also  how  he  had  misjudged  his  rival.  But  he  was  by 
no  means  a  man  to  waste  time  in  mere  sympathy. 
He  banged  the  door,  and  took  a  score  of  strides  to  the 
ft  -emen's  canteen,  from  which  presently  he  burst 
in  with  an  armful  of  potted  dainties,  half  a  chicken, 
sufficient  good  bread  and  a  pat  of  butter. 

"  There,"  he  said,  "  I  never  saw  such  a  fellow — to 
go  without  his  dinner  !  " 
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And  as  the  lad  ate  and  drank,  Vic  looked  over  the 
notes  he  had  ordered  him  to  make,  more  perhaps 
as  an  exercise  than  anything  else,  and  murmured 
softly  to  himself,  "  there  will  not  be  such  an  engi- 
neer's draughtsman  and  assistant  anywhere,  wh^n  I 
have  done  with  him  !  No,  not  in  Britain.  Perhaps 
even  an  engineer  some  day  !  " 

And  he  watched  him  eat  with  something  like  a 
smile  of  pleasure  on  his  hard  face. 

"  Yes,  I  will  make  a  man  of  him,"  he  said,  "  and, 
if  possible,  an  engineer.  So  that,  if  the  beast  beats 
me  with— with— (he  missed  out  the  name)  she  will 
at  least  get  a  man,  in  spite  of  her  ill  taste  !  " 
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CHAPTER  XIV 

CROSS   QUESTIONS — CROOKED   ANSWERS 

It  is  characteristic  of  the  two  men  that  their  new 
relationship  made  nr  difference  to  their  rivalry 
with  regard  to  Vida  Bryan.  Regularly  every  Sunday 
the  broad  shoulders  of  the  underground  engineer 
were  to  be  seen  towering  above  the  devout  in  the 
Cameronian  Kirk  on  the  Hill.  As  often  as  not  also, 
Vic  walked  home  with  her,  especially  when  Dick 
Finnan,  detained  by  his  position  as  ruling  elder,  was 
unable  to  leave  the  vestry  at  once. 

In  the  forenoon  Phil  Calmont,  whose  father  was  a 
pillar  of  the  Valley  Kirk,  was  of  course,  handicapped 
to  some  extent.  But  as  every  alternate  Sabbath 
evening  the  Valley  Kirk  shut  its  doors  in  order  to 
join  congregations  with  the  Kirk  on  the  Hill,  and 
vice  versa,  Phil  was  able  to  recoup  himself  liberally. 
But,  for  some  reason  best  known  to  herself,  ever 
since  the  night  of  the  meeting  in  the  cottage  at  the 
Glebe  End  Gate,  Vida  had  removed  the  light  of  her 
countenance  from  both  Vic  Morris  and  Phil— not 
perhaps  to  the  same  degree,  but  still  markedly 
enough  to  make  the  latter  young  man  demand  a 
reason. 

And  the  reason  she  gave  was  certainly  a  curious 
one. 

They  were  walking  slowly  homeward— that  is, 
in  the  direction  of  Glebe  End— by  the  "  short  cut  " 
through  the  woods.  The  tall  trunks  of  the  Scots 
firs,  warmed  by  the  westeriy  light,  which  filtered 
through  couches  of  dew,  moisture,  and  the  promise 
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of  the  night's  rain,  were  chromatically  graded  from  a 
deep  purple  just  above  the  roots,  through  deep  red 
and  orange,  to  a  golden  yellow  immediately  beneath 
the  glistening  blue  green  umbrellas  of  the  crown. 
The  trees  rose  very  high.  Very  little  and  lonely,  as 
it  seemed,  Vida  and  Phil  walked  beneath  them. 

But  because  of  the  souls  within,  the  flitting 
thoughts,  the  imperious  needs  and  vague  longings, 
the  quick  play  of  sympathy,  the  give  and  take  of 
speech,  they  were  the  true  things  of  God,  infinitely 
greater  than  all  trees,  than  aU  His  other  works— at 
least  on  this  earth  on  which  they  stood. 

And  while  Phil  made  his  plaint,  Vida  walked 
proudly  alongside,  carefully  guarding  a  neutral 
ground  of  a  good  yard  wide,  between  shoulder  and 
shoulder. 

"  I  don't  see,  Vida,"  began  Phil,  "  what  you  can 
have  agamst  me.     You  treat  me  as  if  I  were  a  dog  !  " 

Vida  shrugged  her  shoulders  with  her  habitual 
careless  contempt. 

"  There  are  dogs,  and  dogs  !  "  she  said. 

"  Meaning,"  cried  Phil,  with  petulance,  "  that  I 
am  not  one  of  the  favoured— even  considered  as  a 
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You  certainly  do  not  need  to  be  '  made  of,'  "  said 
Vida,  "  you  have  had  too  much  of  that  already " 

"  Not  from  you  !  " 

"  No,  /  know  better— from  Rose  Nunsby,  among 
others,  if  you  want  to  know  !  " 

"  She  has  told  you ?  " 

Nothing— do  you  suppose  I  would  ask  her  ? 
But  I  have  eyes  in  my  head,  also  ears  !  And— and 
I  am  not  so  sure  but  that  you  ought  to  be  very  much 
ashamed  of  yourself,  Mr.  Philip  Calmont !  " 

"  Ashamed  of  myself— why  in  all  the  world  ?  " 

Phil  was  genuinely  astonished  now.  But  Vida 
gave  him  no  help.  She  only  nodded  resolutely,  to 
emphasise  her  position. 

"  Pray  what  have  I  done  ?  "  pleaded  Phil  "  tf" 
me !  " 
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"  You  have  spent  a  considerable  deal  of    time 
there  dunng  the  last  year  or  two."  shesSd.looW 

S  o?"a^uddL^"  '^'  .°PP°^^*^  ^^^^^*^°"'  "  -nd  now^ 
weeks      If  T  fh  y^'l^'^r  °°*  ^"""  "^^^  Rose  for 

to  sav  tTh^  /h  Y^'^^T^  f^°"^^  ^^^«  something 
hi  face  "  "^         *^^^  *^^  ^*^™^  ^'""e  off 

hJ'  *^"*'"  ^^^^^""^"^  ^^"^  Calmont.  quite  overwhelmed 
IVXl'T""^''''?  accusation.  ''I  went  to  the 
Nunsby  s  house  only  to  talk  about " 

whof  .  "°*  ^^^®  "^^^^  y°^  ^ent  to  talk  about,  or 
T^mnnZ"  ^°"  "'^^^  t°  y^'^''^^"-  ^he  fact  is  thS 
everrdav  ~^,T  Pf^^P^-y?"  have  gone  there 
every  day-  very  afternoon.  I  mvself  have  <;ppn 
you  crossing  the  fields  Why,  Master  PhU  I  cS 
have  set  my  watch  by  you— so  exact  viu  were 
Many  a  time  I  did  not  go  over  to  RosA  just  became 
I  did  not  wish  to  break  in  upon  your  titL-tilr^ 
But  Rose  knew,"  gasped  Phil,  "  she  knew  that 
I  only  went  there-to  talk  about  you  '  " 

drif?nf^r^!!  ^^r^^  T"^^*^  ^*h  *he  waving  golden 
.^n^i  Sf/^«"der  Lent  lUies  the  girl  faced  about  The 
sunlight  was  fair  on  her  face.     But  the  quick  wrath 

Tyef  She  h^Z"  ^'l  "I'.^^^P^^^  "P  -"  the^rk 
tlA  i2 1  ^^^l^i:*^  back  her  small  nervous  hands 

t^t  fVi^^"^  *^^.^*  ^^""^*^^*i  by  her  sides,  and  a  Uttle 
behind,  like  an  athlete  straining  for  the  start  of  a  race 

cried  "Pv^n  -^^.^  ^^''^  "'^^^^  ^*  ^"y  better  !  "  she 
cried,      even  If  ,t  were  true.  Phil  Calmont !    You 

have  gone  there-to  the  Nunsby's-for  years- 
always  when  Rose's  father  was  absent  •  " 

do  nL"7if '  ?°'?^t  ^^°"*  **'  though  it  is  true  that  I 
do  not  like  her  father !  "  put  in  Phil.     Indeed,  few 

f^L^'^'  ^^'  '^'  ^^^*  "^^^^'  ^t  the  time.  Z 
mpression  on  the  angry  Vida.     She  swept  on.  over- 

arlumfnt  "^""  '"^  '^'  P"^^  ^P^*^  °  ^  h\r 

f  hI'/^^  ^^  *"°*  f  ^  °*^^'"  girls— you  will  say  !  (Phil 
tned  to  mtimate  vainly  that  he  had  said  nothing 


^amm  Jimm*gsg*ii 


mb  m. 


M,^'tJ^i!r  ■»!*>' 


114 


VIDA 


of  the  kind).  No,  sir,  she  is  not  as  other  girls,  my 
Rose.  She  is  far  better,  far  more  unselfish,  I  am  not 
worthy  to  be  her  friend,  to  have  her  love— her  friend- 
ship. It  is  hard  for  me  here  even  as  it  is — and  it 
would  have  been  altogether  impossible  without  Rose. 
And  now,  you,  Phil  Calmont,  whom  I  had  looked  to 
— whom  I  had  expected  to  make  Rose  happy — you 
leave  her  alone  for  weeks  and  weeks — just  because — 
(she  dabbed  hastily  at  her  eyes)  she  has  one  shoulder 
a  little  higher  than  the  other.  Why,  Rose's  heart  is 
higher  and  truer  a  thousand  times  than  yours,  Phil 
Calmont.  I  would  give  up  everything,  if  only  I  could 
be  a  little  like  her — so  true,  so  generous,  never  caring 
a  bit  about  self.  And  that  a  man — one  like  you, 
Phil  Calmont,  should  toss  her  aside  like  a  worn 
glove " 

"  I  did  nothing  of  the  sort,"— pleaded  poor  Phil, 
"  indeed  I  never  thought  of  such  a  thing ' 

"  You  ought  to  have  thought !  " 

"  Well,  ask  Rose  Nunsby  herself— I  will  stand 
by  what  she  sa3rs  !  "  cried  Philip,  desperately. 

"  Oh,  of  course — Rose  is  too  proud,  too  true,  too 
loyal  even  to  a  thing  like  you  ever  to  say  a  word — 
oh,  my  poor  Rose  !  " 

And  the  handkerchief  went  up  again.  It  was  one 
of  Vida's  "  on  edge  "  days  when  a  little  went  a  very 
long  way  with  her.  Phil  happened  to  present 
himself  for  sacrifice,  that  is  all ! 

"  But,  Vida " 

"  Don't  call  me  Vida— I  will  not  have  it !  I  am 
not  Vida  to  you  !  " 

"  Well,  Miss  Bryan,  then,"  said  Phil,  gently,  "  I 
have  only  to  bid  you  good-evening.  You  will  not 
believe  me  when  I  tell  you  the  truth.  You  will 
not  even  believe  your  own  friend.  Since  I  went 
to  the  pits  to  work  in  the  office  with  Mr.  Morris, 
I  am  often  kept  late.  There  is  always  so  much 
to  be  done.  My  afternoons  are  not  my  own  any 
longer." 

"  But  your  evenings  are  !  " 
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Then  quite  suddenly  a  little  flood  of  colour 
mounted  to  Phil's  cheek-bone.  He  was  going  ?o 
make  his  first  mistake.  ^      ** 

sei'y^u"  ^^*"  *^^*  ^  ^"^  "°*  *°  ''""'^  here-not  to 

n.^^^^T^^^^u  .  ^^^  ""^^  thinking  of  Rose's  happi- 

tn?fv  rrl^"^  ^^"^  ^1°"^  "P  ^"  ^^^  ^^a^t  something 
truly  maternal,  protective,  for  the  little  wistful  girl 

in  whom  even  the  casual  eye  distinguished  some- 
thmg  strange  and  elfish.  She  would,  as  it  wSe 
give  Rose  out  of  her  abundance.  She  would  also 
Si^H  ^^^  °i  her  best-.what  it  cost  her  most  to  part 
with.  And  with  this  in  her  mind,  it  was  Phil 
Calmont  whom  she  had  selected  for  the  sacrifice. 
h«H  «iJl?'!i  ^^  was  disappointing  her.  just  when  she 
had  settled  everything.  You  never  could  tell  with 
men  she  thought.  Up  to  a  certain  point  they  were 
pretty  much  all  the  same.  Afierwards-to  a  certain 
point  also      But   betwixt   the   "before"   and  the 

.^^T'^  l^^'^^  "^"*^^^  ground  when  thev  were 
apt  to  fly  off  at  the  Eldest  tangents.  They  cannot 
be  persuaded  to  "  behave."  and  certainly  Phil  was 
proving  shamefully  restive. 

"  No."  she  said,  "  you  are  not  to  come  here.     When 
you  are  not  occupied  with  the  duties  of  your  office 
you  had  better  go  down  and  help  Rose  to  keep  he^ 
father    m    order     Play    backgammon    with    him. 

Learn  chess.     Take  him  interesting  newspapers " 

^^      But  keep  away  from  you."  said  Phil  bitterly 
so  as  to  leave  the  field  clear  for  my  betters  !  " 

fi,  *  *\^'^T'"  t^""^^"'  ^"d  *^«^  <=hin  became  like 
that  of  Mr  Jacob  Romer  when  the  pit  delegates 
asked  him  for  a  general  rise  in  wages. 

"You  mean?"  she  said,  very  low,  the  breath 
whisthng.  suddenly  intaken.  between  her  teeth 

I    mean    Vic    Morris— no    other !  "    said    Phil 
looking  at  her  eye  to  eye. 

There  was  a  moment  of  silence,  so  still  that  one 
heard  the  flapping  of  the  rooks'  wings  as  they  came 
saihng  back  from  their  field  work 
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Then  without  a  word  or  the  slightest  sign  of  fare- 
well, Vida  turned  on  her  heel,  and  walked  off  home- 
wards through  the  tall  ivy-beclambered  ashtrees. 

And  though  he  watched  her  slender  figure  as  long 
as  possible,  Phil  Calmont  knew  better  than  to  follow 
her.  After  she  had  disappeared  he  sighed  very 
long,  and  turning  on  his  heel,  marched  through  the 
wood,  vaulted  the  wall,  and  made  a  bee-line  for  the 
house  behind  the  row  of  big  old  Lombardy  poplars, 
where  dwelt  Rose  Nunsby  and  her  father. 


As  Phil  had  foreseen,  Thurman  Nunsby  was  at 
home,  and  being  the  assistant  of  James  Kahn's 
chief  enemy,  it  struck  him  that  he  must  be  careful 
as  to  his  words  with  one  allied  so  closely  to  the 
"  Confidential."  But  Mr.  Nunsby  proved  unex- 
pectedly genial. 

"  Come  away  in,  Mr.  Philip,"  he  cried  at  sight  of 
him  in  the  doorway,  "  your  father  has  been  my 
doctor  for  thirty  years,  and  a  rare  good  one  he  is. 
Never  a  better  anywhere,  except  Dr.  Webb  down  at 
Weald  Marsden,  where  I  was  bom." 

And  without  ever  a  word  about  the  relationship 
in  which  Phil  found  himself  to  the  underground 
engineer,  Thurman  Nunsby  began  to  tell  of  famous 
cures  wrought  by  the  Weald  Marsden  doctor.  That 
practitioner's  methods  were  certainly  Spartan.  For 
his  treatment  of  all  diseases  appeared  to  consist  in 
bidding  his  patients  run  three  times  up  the  Hanger 
in  summer,  and  in  winter-time  to  break  the  ice  on 
Wealden  pond,  and  stay  in  five  minutes  by  the 
watch,  suspended  with  their  chins  to  the  broken 
edges  of  the  ice. 

"  Ah,  there  were  none  that  shammed  sick  in  all 
Weald  Marsden  in  old  Doctor  Webb's  time.  Your 
father  is  a  good  'un — as  good  as  they  have  in  this 
country.     But  I  will  say  he  is  soft  with  his  patients." 

"  But  you  know,  father,"  his  daughter  interrupted, 
"  the  last  time  you  called  him  in,  you  would  not  take 
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the  medicine  which  Dr.  Calmont  prescribed.  You 
said  that  It  was  not  fit  for  pigs,  and  poured  it  away 
into  the  drain  with  your  own  hand  !  " 

"  Hush,  missie,"  said  her  father,  "have  you  done 
your  Latin  version  ?  And  practised  your  hour  at 
the  piano  ?  And  copied  for  me  the  notes  on  the 
later  hfe  of  Mirabeau  ?  " 

His  daughter  nodded.  She  had  still  work  to  do 
for  the  ex-National  Schoolmaster  as  when  she  was  a 
uttle  giri. 

"Then  put  down  your  knitting  and  get  out  the 
backgammon  board.' 

It  was  that  night  that  Phil  for  the  first  time 
acquired  the  mysteries  of  that  tricksome  game   in 
which  he  acquitted  himself  with  such  remarkable 
lack  of  success,  that  the  old  man  was  delighted 
Backgammon  and  draughts  were  with  Mr,  Nunsbv 
quite  mfalhble  tests  of  intelligence.     He  judged  that 
of  Vic  Morris's  new  assistant   as  negroid,   or  per- 
haps even  gorilloid  in  type.     It  was  only  when  his 
daughter  had  beaten  him  twice  in  succession  that 
Mr.  Nunsby  began  to  suffer  from  "  cold  feet."     Then 
he  ordered  her  to  get  him  The  Educational  News  and 
the  last  four  numbers  of  The  Palladium,  the  organ  of 
vested  nghts  and  the  defence  of  the  classes  against 
the  masses. 

"And  I  hope,  Mr.  Calmont,  that  you  have  not 
imbibed  your  chief's  foolish  and  erroneous  doctrines 
on  that  head,"  said  Mr.  Nunsby,  shaking  out  his 
favourite  journal. 

"Mr.  Morris  never  speaks  to  me  of  anything  but 
business,"  said  Phii,  "  it  takes  me  all  my  time  to 
keep  up  V  ith  the  daily  routine  of  the  office  work." 

"I  suppose  it  is  necessary  that  the  engineer  should 
have  an  assistant,"  said  Mr.  Nunsby.  "  but  if  you  are 
to  succeed  in  Hfe,  you  must  get  Mr.  Kahn  to  put 
you  m  ths  general  office.  That  is  where  you  will 
get^  on— there,  and  only  there  I  " 

"Mr.  Morris  gave  me  this  chance,"  said  Phil 
loyally,  "and   certainly  I  have  not  yet  begun  to' 
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understand  one  half  of  what  is  necessary,  if  I  am  to 
be  a  real  help  to  him.   He  is  very  patient  with  me  I  " 

The  eyebrows  of  Mr.  Thurman  Nunsby  arched  in 
surprise. 

"  Why,  we  all  thought  that  he  would  have  cursed 
you  up  hill  and  down  dale.  It  seems  we  have  been 
throwing  away  our  sympathies.  What  can  you  have 
done  to  Vic  Morris.  He  is  not  so  accommodating 
as  a  rule  !  ••  * 

"  Come,  father,"  said  Rose,  who  had  been  standing 
waiting,  impatiently  enough,  "  here  are  your  papers 
and  your  glasses." 

She  placed  a  footstool  under  his  slippered  feet, 
arranged  him  in  the  best  light  so  that  he  could  read 
at  his  ease,  put  a  steaming  tumbler  at  his  elbow,  in 
which  a  spoon  stood  upright  in  a  gauzy  mist  of  melt- 
ing sugar. 

Then  Rose  drew  her  chair  opposite  Phil.  They 
moved  the  pieces  on  the  chequer-board  without 
much  thought.  Rose  glancing  every  few  moments  at 
her  father.  She  had  a  little  pile  of  spectacles  close 
at  hand.  Mr.  Inurman  Nunsby,  late  National 
Schoolmaster,  sipped,  read  and  nodded— nodded 
and  read.  Each  time  that  he  nodded,  he  pushed  his 
spectacles  up  on  the  crown  of  his  bald  head.  Each 
time  he  felt  the  paper  slipping  he  reached  out  for 
another  pair  of  spectacles  which  his  daughter  had 
placed  conveniently  to  his  hand.  These  adjusted, 
and,  in  five  minutes  they  too  were  on  the  top  of  his 
head.  Great  care  was  needed  lest  the  pile  should 
fall.  But  after  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  school- 
master slept,  and  his  daughter  disembarrassed  his 
crown  of  its  pile  of  spectacles,  drew  The  Palladium 
gently  from  his  hand,  cast  a  light  plaid  over  his 
knees,  and  finally  lowered  the  light. 

"  Now  he  is  safe  for  a  couple  of  hours,"  she  whis- 
pered softly  in  Phil's  ear.  And  hand  in  hand,  with 
backward  glances,  they  withdrew  to  the  kitchen, 
where  they  set  fresh  kindling  wood  and  coal  upon  the 
ashes.     For  in  that  country  of  forest  and  coalpit. 
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none  need  go  either  lightless  or  cold.  To  go  hunimr 
was  at  times  quite  another  thing,  as  the  workers  at 
the  Incubus  pits  had  occasion  to  find  out. 

And  now,  Phil,  what  is  it  ?  I  see  you  have 
something  on  your  mind.  Has  the  engineer  fellow 
been  beatmg  you  with  Vida,  or  have  things  not  been 
going  smooth  at  the  office  ?  " 

It  was  the  little  music-teacher  who  spoke,  sitting 
m  her  low  wicker  chair,  with  her  own  face  in  the  deep 
dusk  and  her  eyes  on  those  of  her  friend. 

For  aU  his  calmness  PhU  had  a  way  of  blurting 
out  things  to  his  only  confidant,  quite  unhke  hS 
reputation  as  known  to  the  world,  which  was  that 
of  ashy,  silent  lad. 

Vida  thinks  I  have  behaved  badly  to  you  !  " 
he  said  And  the  little  girl,  suddenly  shooting  up 
her  higher  shoulder  as  if  in  pain,  went  all  pale.  Her 
hps  quivered,  and  she  trembled  violently  in  the  dark 
where  none  could  see  her.  But  she  commanded 
herself  and  answered,  "Nonsense.  PhU.  you  mis- 
understood Vida.  You  were  either  dull  or  Vi  was 
m  a  bad  humour  !  " 

.u"/°^^'^^y  ^°*^'"  ^"^^  P^il  Calmont,  "  but  at  least 
that  IS  what  she  says.  And  she  forbids  me  to  go  to 
Glebe  End  any  more  !  "  ^ 

It  seemed  to  him  that  his  way  through  the  world 
had  ended  in  a  blind  alley.  His  work,  of  which  he 
had  been  so  proud,  his  drawings  and  mathematics. 
*^  «  aU  become  in  a  moment  mere  vanity  of  vanities. 
Vida  does  not  mean  it— I  will  speak  to  her— 
It  IS  impossible  !  I  wonder  what  put  such  foUy  into 
ner  head  ! 

Such  were  the  words  that  came  out  of  the  dusk 
in  which  the  little  music-teacher  had  ensconced 
herself. 

And  like  a  man  Phil  Calmont  took  these  expres- 
sions of  indignation.  increduHty.  and  sympathy  each 
at  its  face  value. 

"  Of  course,  you  understand  how  it  is,"  he  ex- 
plained, feeling  the  need  of  e  pansion,  "  you  and  1 
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have  been  friends.    I  could  not  be  friends  with  any 

ft  !!IV^.^°^}^T^'^^J^^  P^^^^^^P*  **»«  P'^*^'  that  is, 
f  he  had  time  to  be  friends  with  me.    The  rest  are 

hke  so  many  pigeons  in  a  barnyard  at  threshing 

time—seeking  whomsoever  they  may  devour." 

Hon  whTdu^fha^r^  '""'"^  ''"'''''  " ''  "  *^^ 
"  WcU.  anyway,"  said  PhU.  "  I  was  happy  coming 

!«  ?^*K^°S.""i"  t^PP^*"'  ^  ^^^^'  than  whei  I  went 
to  Glebe  End.  For  you  and  I  could  just  be  friends, 
without  thought  of  anything  else.  And  with  Vida 
-well.  It  was  seldom  I  got  a  chance  to  speak  to  her. 

«„h  Jn«"  K*^'  '*  """^^^l  *"^^^  »"  ™»^in«  "myself 
unhappy— or  her  angry  !   But  you  and  I.  Rwe— — " 

Are  just  you  and  I !  "  said  Rose,  softly,  holding 
out  her  hand.  PhU  took  it.  and  with  one  of  thf 
strange  un-Scottish  instincts  which  came  to  him 
at  times,  whence  he  knew  not,  he  stooped  and  kissed 
itarin        "^^^^^^"^  ^^'  *°«^"  '^Pi^y-  and  left  him 

"  Keep  that  for  Vida  I  "  she  said,  sharply,  with- 
drawing farther  into  her  comer. 

''^"J.^^eed  that  w  just  what  I  will  not  do,"  said 
Phil,     you  understand  me,  and  I  do  not  think  that 

^htfZ^'  T"\  ^^*  "  '^^  ^"°"i«^'  she  thinks 
that  she  understands  you  /  " 

"  How  curious  I  "  said  the  Uttie  music-teacher 
m  a  level  voice. 

JJ  ^^'  ful"^  ^^'^^  ^*  *^^*  yo"  are  in  love  with 
me,  and  that  I  am  very  senseless  and  cruel  not  to 

SCc  li  ! 

hi^^^nii^*"^*''^  ^  f  y  ""^^  ^*"^^-  He  was  recovering 
Jus  spints.  He  found  some  wood  and  threw  it  on 
the  fire.  He  offered  to  set  "the  keeping  coal  " 
which  was  to  last  till  the  morrow's  momf  but  in  the 
darkn^  of  her  comer  he  could  see  little  Miss  Nunsby 
shake  her  head  at  the  suggestion 

"Ridiculous,  w^n't  it  ?  "  he  said,  pausing  with  a 
ghstenng  lump  of  No.  2  Pit  coal  in  his  hand. 

Very  ndiculous  !  "  little  Rose  answered,  steadUy. 
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Phil  placed  the  coal  carefully  in  the  grate,  mani- 
pulating it  with  his  fingers.  Then,  as  was  his  c  <istom, 
he  went  to  the  sink  and  turning  the  tap,  let  the 
water  splash  on  his  fingers.  He  checked  it  back 
with  something  that  sounded  curiously  human — like 
a  sob.  He  had  never  heard  a  water-tap  do  that 
before. 

And  if  certain  tears  fell  on  little  Miss  Nunsby's 
grey  stuff  gown,  they  fell  quite  silently,  and  the 
sudden  dulling  of  the  light  caused  by  the  putting  on 
of  the  coal,  hid  even  the  glistening  trickle  on  either 
cheek. 
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CHAPTER  XV 


A   JOINT   STOCK    DAUGHTER 


WFi^N  Vic  Moms  arrived  at  the  Gate  Cottage  the 
nexL  night,  he  came  upon  an  earlier  visitor  making 
himself  very  m-ch  at  home.  He  was  a  tallish,  thin 
man,  with  reddish  hair  plentifully  salted  with  grey 
and  wearing  thin  on  the  top.  At  sight  of  Vic  he 
took  a  pair  of  smoked  glasses,  as  if  by  instinct,  out  of 
his  pocket.  Then  instantly  changing  his  mind,  he 
peered  at  the  intruder  with  deepset,  black,  humor- 
ously twinkling  eyes. 

As  Vic's  huge  shoulders  and  clean-cut  granitic 

features  filled  up  the  doorway,  the  man  in  possession 

turned  his  eyes  upon  him,  with  a  request  to  be 

informed  "  Who  in  kingdom-come  he  might  be  ?  " 

Vic  returned  the  compliment  in  kind,  and  his  query 

was  answered  by  the  ruddy-grey  man  without  a 

shadow  of  a  smile  on  his  face.     He  would  tell  his 

name— certainly.     He  would  even  give  particulars. 

"  Maybe  ye  have  heard  o'  Mahony  the  celebrated 

robber  and  murderer  ?     He  fairly  wallows  in  gore 

and  land-agents,  does  Mahony.— /'w  him.   Well,  I've 

just  polished  off  the  lot  here,  and  now  I'm  washing 

up,  as  it  were.     And  I  would  be  obliged  to  you,  sorr, 

for  the  information  why  you  come  shoving  your  ugly 

nose  into  anny  man's  business.     D'ye  want  to  see 

my  licence  to  commit  homicide  at  any  moment  ? 

What,  ye  doubt  me  worrud  !— Well,  then,  come  in 

with  ye  and  sit  down— I'll  see  what  is  the  best  I  can 

do  for  you  in  the  cold-tea  and  bread-and-butter 

line.      For  ye  look  as  if  ye  needed  it,  young  man  !  " 
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"  I  called  to  see  my  friends,"  said  the  engineer, 
with  dignity. 

"  And  what  might  your  friends  >"  .  allin'  their- 
selves  when  the  police  wasn't  aftl  :  •  thim  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Richard  Finnan  and ' 

"  Good,"  cried  the  piebald  Irish  n;.n,  "  owi  i  Dick 
wud  nivver  know  himself  by  thai  name.  Too  yard 
wide  for  him,  my  son  !  And  your  other  friends — 
all  now  dead  and  gone,  and  their  first  term  paid  to 
the  Cimit'ry  Company  !  Excuse  me  while  I  dhrop 
a  tear !  " 

He  searched,  but  in  vain,  for  a  handkerchief,  and 
finally  went  into  a  corner  and  dropped  the  tear 
noisily  on  the  floor. 

When  he  returned  he  said  in  a  confidential  whisper, 
"  If  ye  have  annything  rale  comfortin'  about  ye  sir, 
I'll  take  a  drop  afore  I  hear  the  name  of  anny  more 
of  your  friends." 

But  the  engineer  had  had  quite  enough  of  this 
form  of  humour,  which  might  be  called  the  piebald 
Irishman's  speciality. 

"  This  is  the  house  of  my  friend,  Mr.  Finnan  and 
his  daughter  Miss  Vida  Bryan,"  said  Vic,  squaring  his 
shoulders,  with  the  evident  intention  of  combat, "  and 
I  shall  be  glad  to  know  what  your  business  is  here  ? " 

The  Irishman  also  squared  his  shoulders  with  an 
outrageous  caricature  of  the  underground  manager's 
grand  manner. 

"  My  name  is  BiUy  Bryan,"  he  said,  "  Ireland  is 
my  nation,  as  maybe  ye'U  have  had  the  penetration 
to  take  note  of  already — more  by  token  that  I  never 
acquired  the  poor  mean  snip-scissors  English  brogue. 
And  I  do  not  ask  you  what  you  are  doing  in  this 
house.  I  know  !  Sorr,  phwat  are  your  honourable 
intintions  with  regard  to  me  da-a-a-ughter  ?  " 

And  with  his  arms  folded  and  a  portentously 
beetling  frown  on  his  jovial  countenance,  the  light- 
louseman  "  paused  for  an  answer." 

It  was  evident  that  Mr.  Vic  Morris  was  taken  very 
much  aback.     He  had  heard,  vaguely,  that  Vida 
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had  been  a  castaway  from  some  ship,   and  had 
a  romantic  story  attached  to  her.     But  he  was  not 
the  sort  of  young  man  to  lay  much  stress  upon 
romantic    stories.     It    was    aU    the   same    to    him 
whether  Vida  was  called  Finnan  or  Bryan  or  Smith, 
or  Brown  or  Jones  or  Robinson.     All  that  he  asked 
was  that  she  would  consent  to  take  as  a  permanency 
the  name  of  Vida  Morris.     He  expected  no  dowry. 
His  two  strong  hands,  the  professional  knowledge 
which  lay  packed  away  in  his  energetic  and  well 
squared  head,  were  dowry  enough  for  two.     He  had 
a  rough-shod  will,  and  an  over-riding  belief  in  the 
skill  of  his  own  combinations,  to  which  he  would 
expect  a  wife  to  conform.     Otherwise,  he  was  com- 
pletely indifferent  to  the  claims  of  long  descent. 
Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere  and  Susan  Sugg  had,  so  far 
as  he  was  concerned,  no  start  in  the  race  of  life— 
except  that,  as  he  would  have  stated  the  case  to 
himself,  the  probabilities  were  that  the  Lady  Clara 
had  her  head  stuffed  with  all  sorts  of  nonsense.     He 
did  not  pause  to  consider  that  in  all  hkelihood.  Miss 
Sugg   took   in    the   Farthing   Novelette— Sind   that, 
consequently,   the   two   were   much   on   the   same 
intellectual  level. 

The  Salt-and-Cayenne-pepper  Irishman  had  in- 
deed paused  for  an  reply,  and  that  reply  was  hard 
to  find. 

"  My  intentions  with  regard  to  your  daughter ?  " 

repeated  the  underground  engineer,  dully. 

"  Aye.  just  that,"  said  the  Irishman,  "  what  ye 
are  up  to  is  clear— coming  here  night  afther  night  '— 
Coortin'  !  That's  it !  What  ye  are  going  to  be  up 
to,  and  you  an  English  Saxon,  is  what  (as  half  a 
parent)  I  shall  make  it  my  business  to  find  out." 

But  when  Vic  Morris  argued,  he  liked  to  be  sure 
of  his  premisses.  And  he  remembered  that  he  knew 
no  more  of  this  intruder  than  that  he  asserted  his 
name  to  be  Bryan,  and  that  Vida  was  his  daughter 
—which  might  have  no  more  secure  basis  than  the 
previous  legend  that  he  had  finished  a  wholesale 
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massacre,   and  was  cleaning  up  the  place    after- 
wards. 

Still,  Vic  did  not  put  this  into  words.  He  knew 
that  it  could  not  be  many  minutes  before  old  Dick 
Finnan  would  be  coming  along  through  the  gates 
of  Glebe  End,  and  that  in  all  likelihood,  Vida  would 
be  with  him.     Then  everything  would  be  explained. 

Meanwhile  the  man-in-possession  went  on  calmly 
washing  up.  He  even  turned  and  rated  Vic  Morris 
for  his  idleness. 

He  was,  according  to  him  "  a  great  hulking  lout, 
no  better  than  a  Constabulary,  standing  there  first 
on  wan  anvil-top  of  a  boot  and  then  on  another, 
doin'  nothing  at  all  at  all  for  the  privilege  of  breathing 
God's  air  !  " 

"  If  ye  was  on  wan  o'  His  Majesty's  lighthouses, 
now,  we'd  learn  you  different,  that  we  wud.  Why, 
in  Dick's  time — but  it's  no  use  wasting  good  Solomon 
on  the  Ukes  o'  you.  Catch  hold  of  a  dish-clout  and 
dry  for  your  life  !  " 

And  a  drying  towel  came  towards  the  engineer 
with  a  damp  whoosh  that  sent  up  his  cricket-trained 
hand  to  catch  it  as  if  he  had  been  fielding  "  point." 

So  when  Vida  pushed  the  door  open,  and  entered 
with  her  marketing-basket  on  her  arm,  she  was 
astonished  to  find  two  men  hard  at  work  with  their 
backs  towards  her.  They  were  finishing  up  the 
dinner  dishes,  and  a  Hibernian  voice  of  astonishing 
power  was  criticising  the  work  of  the  brevet-scullery- 
maid  with  more  frankness  than  compliment. 

"  If  ye  cleaned  reflectors  no  better  than  this,  me 
son,"  he  said,  holding  up  a  salad-bowl,  on  which 
remained  some  oily  streaks,  "it's  ashore  ye  wud 
go  by  the  next  boat — an'  sthop  there !  'Tis  easy 
seen  ye  have  been  trained  in  a  school  for  young 
ladies  !     Now  there's  my  daughter  Vida " 

And  the  next  moment,  with  a  cry  of  "  Billy — Billy," 
her  arms  were  about  his  neck,  the  basket  having  been 
dropped  on  the  settle  with  small  care  for  the  fragility 
of  the  contents— while,  with  the  rejected  salad-bowl 
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in  his  hands,  turning  it  about  as  in  a  conjuring  trick, 
Vic  Morris  watched  the  scene  open-mouthed. 

Afterwards,  when  Dick  Finnan  came  in,  and  had 
taken  his  supper,  the  cover  being  laid  for  one  (for 
Vida  had  been  all  the  afternoon  at  Rose  Nunsby's) 
Dick  lighted  his  pipe,  holding  his  head  near  the  open 
fireplace  so  that  the  "  reek  would  draw  "  as  he 
remarked.  For  Vida  did  not  favour  the  smell  of 
tobacco  in  her  house. 

Then  being  pressed  with  questions  Mr.  William 
Bryan  began  his  remarks,  by  divulging  to  the 
astonished  company  how  that  he  had  resolved  to 
stop  smoking. 

"  Ye  see,"  he  said,  "  reliefs  are  so  oncertain  on 
them  island  lights,  that  I  wud  rather  do  widout 
altogether,  of  m^-  own  accord,  than  run  the  risk  av 
being  pu+  to  it,  whether  I  will  or  whether  I  won't ! 
Besides  't  s  more  manly.  It  fairly  puts  a  premium 
on  cadging  to  see  other  men's  tobacco  pouches 
bulging  all  over  the  table  and  to  feel  yours,  flat  and 
empty,  in  your  pocket  !  " 

This  subject  having  been  exhausted,  Mr.  Bryan 
proceeded  to  give  his  late  chief  the  most  alarmingly 
technical  information  about  the  working  of  the 
Skerry  Light,  the  shortcomings  of  his  last  mate 
Tom  Arrowsmith,  the  misfits  of  the  new  spare  electric 
plant,  and  how  one  fell  night  (both  "  regular  "  and 
"  relief  "  failing)  they  had  to  turn  the  lantern  by 
hand — how  the  syren  would  only  splutter  and  cough, 
and  how  they  muttered  prayers  indiscriminately  to 
the  Virgin,  the  Saints,  and  the  God  of  all  poor  sailors 
outcast  on  stormy  seas— that,  if  evil  befel,  the 
weight  of  it  should  not  come  upon  these  two  toiling 
v/atchers,  Protestant  and  Catholic,  but  upon  the 
engineers  and  storekeepers,  the  contractors  and 
supply  clerks,  who  had  done  last  month's  providing 
for  the  Skerry  Light. 

"  Tom  Arrowsmith  cursed  them,"  said  Billy 
Bryan  v,ith  gusto,  "  and  when  Tom  was  finished 
saying  his  piece  in  the  style  of  General  Booth  (for  he 
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wears  that  uniform  when  ashore),  I  took  it  up  with 
as  much  as  I  could  remember  of  Father  Dinnis  upon 
the  althar  steps  in  the  owld  chapel  at  Roscommon  ! 
And  if  there  is  a  fair  division  o'  pains  and  penalties 
when  the  last  indent  sheets  are  filled  out  above, 
there's  a  power  av  Northern  Light  and  Thrinity 
House  men  that  will  be  down  with  something  worse 
than  the  stomick-ache  !  " 

"  But  nothing  struck  your  rock  ?  "  said   Vida 
anxiously,  ' 

"  No,  the  morning  came,  as  it  always  will,  honey 
if  only  ye  wait  long  enough.  And  it  was  a  clane- 
swept  sea  that  lay  about  us.  So  then  we  reversed 
engines  and  did  some  thanksgiving— got  down  on 
our  knees  to  do  it,  and  Tom  Arrowsmith  clear  forgot 
to  miscall  the  Pope  for  a  whole  day,  and  I  promised 

to  contribute  to  the  Army's  Self-Denial  Fund " 

"  So,"  chuckled  old  Dick,  between  puffs,  "  that 
was  the  meaning  of  your  giving  up  smoking!     I 
thought   there   was  something   behind   that   yam 
about  the  tobacco  running  out." 

Billy  looked  ashamed,  and  at  once  attempted  to 
change  the  subject. 

He  looked  across  at  Vic,  and  with  a  twinkle  in  his 
eye  he  said,  "  Him  an'  me  nearly  began  our  ac- 
quaintance with  a  dooel,  but  I  vanquished  him  and 
set  him  to  wipe  crockery.  Though  I  must  say  he's 
no  great  hand  with  the  drying  towel !  " 

Whereupon  Dick  Finnan  explained  that  Mr.  Morris 
was  the  underground  engineer  of  the  Incubus  pits 
and  the  best  hand  at  telling  when  the  men  were 
near     the  stuff  "  that  ever  had  been  seen  in  Kirk- 
town. 

"Ah,  well."  said  Billy,  "  praise  the  pigs,  there's 
a  job  for  every  man  if  only  he  can  find  it.  Even 
Tom  Arrowsmith.  the  stupidest  man  that  ever 
shinned  up  a  lighthouse  ladder,  has  his  good  points 
He  can  b  ow  his  nose  equal  to  any  magistrate  on  the 
bench,  like  the  Skerry  fog-horn,  but  more  solemn 
like.       Vic  was  now  in  mortal  fear  lest  the  talkative 
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Irishman  should  reveal  the  cause  of  their  disagree- 
ment, but  Billy  contented  himself  with  winking — 
solemn,  portentous  winks,  which  compromised  much 
more  than  the  truth  nakedly  told. 

Vida  was  sure  that  the  two  men  had  been  discus- 
sing her,  and  promptly  resented  it,  speaking  sharply 
to  Billy  ;  yes,  even  to  Billy,  and  not  at  all  to  Mr. 
Ludovic  Morris. 

But  she  was  wrong.  Billy's  secret  was  of  a  differ- 
ent sort. 

"Honey,"  he  said  presently,  addressing  her, 
"  don't  ye  want  to  go  up  to  your  room,  just  to  prink 
and  prettify,  clean  up  the  brasses  a  bit,  as  it  were, 
arid  breathe  on  the  reflectors  ?  Ye'U  be  a  bit  fashed 
and  blown  with  your  homecoming.  'Tis  something 
of  a  windy  night." 

"  No,  tbauk  you,"  said  Vida,  settling  herself  with 
her  feet  to  the  fire,  always  grateful  in  the  woodland 
shades  of  Glebe  End.  "  I'm  very  well  as  I  am, 
I  thank  you  !  " 

At  this  Billy  Bryan  looked  no  little  disconcerted. 

"  I'm  a  poor  hand  at  an  excuse,"  he  said,  "  owing 
to  having  been  brought  up  by  u  woman  that  stam- 
mered, which  caused  me  to  stammer  too,  and  then 
she  always  licked  me  before  I  could  get  the  excuse 
out,  or  she  could  explain  why  she  was  giving  it  to  me. 
But  the  truth  is,  ladybird,  that  if  you  fly  away  for 
a  minute  or  two,  till  I  have  a  private  word  with  old 
Dick  and  this  young  man,  you'll  be  doing  your  old 
father  (one  o'  the  few  that  ye  have,  honey)  a  good 
turn  that  he  won't  forget !  " 

"  Oh,  of  course,  if  you  don't  want  me,  I'm  always 
ready  to  go  !  "  snapped  Vida,  suddenly  relapsing 
into  her  haughty-haughtiest  mood. 

"  Now,  stormy-petrel,  don't  get  up  on  your  little 
ear,"  said  Billy  soothingly,  "  faith,  an'  it's  yoursdf 
that  will  be  the  sorriest  when  our  formulations  have 
all  worked  out,  and  the  bird — I  mean  the  rat,  is  out  of 
the    trap." 

Vida  swiftly  drew  her  skirts  close  about  her  ankles. 
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touching  the  ground     For  Vida  w^,  oMh^/'*,""" 
able  and  wide-spread  tviw  of  wom!t      k  *'  ■f'*'""'- 

Viffg'Jfnf "  l't'';S  kitchen  they  could  hear 

to  Vic,  he  whispere" "Thave  a  iffi' '"'^' ^'=''°?»g 
among  the  brushwood.  It  wil-  need'^"'''''  T'  '^"' 
to  brine  it  in     If  «m.,  .i.     i  j  ^"""^  handling 

dipping  her  penln  Th"  taf '        "'''  '="""  "'"^'>  "" 
ladl^  "'"  '"°"  '  "  ^^^P"-'"  BiUy,  •■  now  for  it 

oTSslJrd/""^  ""'^  nursedTis^frm  tl^e^X^ 

■'  ThT^'if  ''""  ^°'  "■"'•  ^"'y  ?  "  demanded  Diclc 

=.1?         "r"  '^°"'<'  '"^'"ie  our  shanty      Whv.V, 
as  big  as  a  house."  "imy.     wny,  it  s 
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"  They  told  me  it  was  a  '  Special  Cottage,'  so  it 
has  got  to  go  in,"  said  Mr.  Bryan,  "  but  be  quick, 
Mr.  Dishwater  Engineer.  For  this  here  is  a  delicate 
httle  pocket  instrument,  and  might  as  easily  get  a 
sore  throat  as  a  lady  singstrees  at  loggerheads  with 
her  manager !  " 

So  with  many  bumpings>  heavy  breathings,  and 
smothered  exclamatic  .s,  they  zigzagged  their  way 
to  the  front  door,  Billy  with  one  eye  cocked  on  the 
lighted  gable-window,  behind  which  his  daughter  of 
adoption  sat  writing. 

"  Now,  off  with  the  case,"  he  whispered,  when  at 
last  they  had  placed  the  box  on  the  doorstep,  "  she 
comes  away  as  easy  as  shelling  an  egg.  The  tip  lifts 
up  so.  And  the  side  falls  down.  Out  she  comes ! 
Now  for  those  shoulders  of  yours,  and  treat  her 
tender,  as  if  she  were  chockful  of  watch  glasses  !  " 

"  What's  that  ?  What's  that  ?  "  gasped  Dick, 
his  eyes  goggling.  "  Billy,  I  behave  you've 
taken  leave  of  your  senses,  you  fool — you  fool !  " 

"  Think  nobody  but  yourself  can  do  an5rthing  for 
the  Flower  of  Creation  !  "  cried  Billy.  "  Howd  the 
candle,  and  talk  less,  you  old  Cameronian,  chin- 
waggling  baboon  !  Did  you  never  see  an  Ai,  first  chop, 
newly  varnished,  catch-the-tune-as-she-hops  pianno/  '* 

They  set  it  up  with  immense  care  under  the  stand 
lamp  which  had  been  hitherto  the  pride  of  Vida's 
heart.  They  read  the  mystic  word  "Broad wood" 
upon  it,  which  meant  so  little  to  them,  though  a 
good  deal  to  Billy's  pocket,  and  still  more  to  the  one 
joint-stock  daughter  of  these  two  loving  fathers. 

"  When  she  glimpses  that,  if  her  eyes  don't  shine 
like  any  two  Skerries  I'm  a  Dutchman !  "  said 
Billy  Bryan.  "  Yes,  Hans  Van  Bryanhuysen  shall  be 
my  name  if  the  little  lass  doesn't  go  fair  wild  with 
delight !  Let's  call  her  down  now.  No,  hold  on 
there's  some  more  truck.  Candles  for  the  wing 
lights  !  There,  drop  them  in,  old  Dick.  And  now 
young  man  get  out  her  gearing  for  the  holding  the 
music— I  bought  a  lot.     For  that  I  had  to  trust  to 
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the  young  man  in  the  shop.     He  swor**  i*  «,o-   n  •  u. 
And  I  warned  him.  that  by  the  safnf,  iT^tf  !?ir«^^*- 
be.  or  I  -hould  come  back  and  talTlh   1-^/^  ^"" 
him.  stripe  by  strioe     B^f  hf  *^®  ^'^®  °"*  «« 

youAg  fe&n^said  hf  wourd''t.\r?  T^^^"* 
Now  let's  caU  her  down 7    Ho„:      \^  ^'^  chances. 

the  Skerry  cali !     St^j  cfelr^.'J^''^  ^  '^'''' 
down  I  "  ^^'  ^^^'  she's  comin' 
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THE  BATTLE  ENGAGES 

It  would  have  rewarded  a  giver  more  exacting  than 
BUIy.  joint  foster-father  and  lighthouseman,  to  have 
seen  the  face  which  Vida  turned  upon  him.  She 
stood  awhue  in  the  doorway  of  the  little  parlour, 
stunned  at  first,  then  orienting  her  ideas  out  of  a 
kmd  of  vague  inability  to  think  what  had  come  to 
her  but  never  quite  taking  her  eyes  off  the  beautiful 
little     cottage  "  piano  which  was  now  her  own. 

Slowly  she  understood.  Dick  could  not  have 
bought  It.  She  knew  the  extent  of  Dick's  resources. 
Mr.  Morns— weU.  he  dare  not.  It  must  be  Billy. 
It  was  Billy— her  foolish  old  BiUy.  She  saw  the 
guilty,  complaisant,  happy  look  on  his  face.  The 
very  width  of  his  Irish  grin  gave  him  away. 

*-n  ^.**'u®^"y;  "  ^^®  ^^^^-    And  suddenly  with  hands 
still  at  her  side,  and  standing  there  in  the  doorway 

^.M?^^5  *°  '''^-  '^^^  *«"s  ran  down  her  cheeks, 
as  Billy  Bryan  rose  at  once  to  go  to  her.  Was  any- 
thing amiss  ?  Was  what  he  had  thought  of  for  years 
on  his  lonely  lighthouse,  dreamed  of  goggle-eyed 
under  the  weighty  glare  of  the  electrics,  pondered 
upon  by  the  hour  in  his  bunk  when  the  waves  make 
the  Skerry  tower  rock  like  a  tall  tree  in  the  wind- 
was  it  all  to  go  wrong  ?  If  so.  he  would  reckon  with 
that  young  man  in  the  music-shop  who  helped  him 
so  cheerfully  to  choose  it. 

"What  is  it  thin,  darlin'  ?  "  he  stammered,  his 

lu  .  ^u^""^  ^  ^'."^^  P^^^'  "  is  annything  wrong  with 
that  there  music-box  ?     If  so,  I  can  get  it  changed. 
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cheaper  too.  for  all  the  conteniencl  Btif  JV'l'"^ 
worked  off  a  dead  bird  on  Rn  t  p  "*«?,^^  ^^« 
pack  this  old  case  straIgS?  b^ck^to  S;r«;h^'"^  ^" 

real  Broadwood  !  "  '*  ^  *  »' oadwood  !    A 

wo  Jto'me'''VeotT;i"*™/  ^"'y-  "  "°  ""row 
the  •  Stan  "up  ■  kind     C  •  f  ^''  ^.  '  ~"^^  *«»'«  » 

let  alone  a  poor  old  light'usman  thT*  «  ",^**' 

the  scarK  anH  +1,^  ^  /  "sman  that  never  sees  but 
i"c  bcarxs  ana  the  sea-fowl  to  laimh  of  1     tu-    • 
good  time.  Billy,  mv  bhov      vJVlf  ^^'^  '^  ^ 

AnH  Vi^o    u       •,      ^*      '  ^  never  saw  a  better  " 

doran'StfttyXS;  Sntl  ZV'''  "-^    -* 
«.t  notes  of  g4?  "M'Srn;L'';5,f,K  fh? No^d' 


-    -CW^  J 


134 


VIDA 


'     ! 


body  swaying  slightly~so  weU  indeed,  that  BiUy, 
•till  suspicious,  bent  and  looked  beneath.  ^ 

nrPHv  *2'    iT  l^'?^^'  ^^^^  ""^'^  gintleman  in  the 

p'^nn'o  aflfr^Sl^'  '"^'^  °"  ^"  "^^  ^^^  ^-^--^ 

But  "  The  Wearin'  of  the  Green,"  and  "  Kittv  of 

Coleraine  "  brought  the  tears  running  in  warm  sp^ate 

wHl  «n^n?  u''^'^  "^^  concerned,  his  money  was 
weU  spent.     He  went  to  bed  that  night  feeUng  that 

beaTt^JZ^^•  '"^«?'  ^^  *°  dreaSiofyou^rand 
un^n  fh.  qI  *T  \"^  P""-  of  weU-oiled  machinery 
it^^f  h  v^J'^'T  ^'«^l'  ^'^^  ^'^  "»ate  »»ad  the  best  df 
out  nffJ^'***  ^""^y'  ^^'°'""  ^'^  «y^^'  bringing  music 

Aftef  vld^^'h'nH^K  *^'  ^'!f  *  ^°™  HouseVoperties 
«hn/  H  ^'^,1^^^  b^en  induced  to  leave  the  keys  and 
shut  down  the  cover  with  the  delicious  sound  of  ex- 
quisitely  fitting  rosewood  which  went  to  her  heart 
she  said  good-night.  And  Billy  explained  to  Dick 
that  he  might  count  himself  very  lucky.  Moreover  he 
tTm/thf  l^'  "5.*^'^^^"^  old  man.  and  it  was  fuU 

IrJm':L'd^';^K^e?f"'  ''''  '''  ^^^*^°-^"«' 
Vhereupon  old   Dick  Finnan  pointed  out  that 

as  TSr'lT^  ^^1f  ^*^  ^^  "'^^^  -"d  adopted  he 
nLdw  ^^*^S'-  '"*^^  ^  connection  was  clefrly  im- 
possible  according  to  the  tables  which  he  would  Td 

ti:t::^^z'ctx'''' "  "^"  ^^  ^^^'^^^^'^  ^^ 

"  Besides  "  Dick  added,  pointedly.  "  do  vou  reallv 
think  now  Billy,  that  the  young  laS  would  take  uS 
with  a  scrawny  old  salt  herring  like  you"  '•  ^ 

.iH?^  ^^'?,f  ^""^^^  4'  ^'^^  f^i"  a  minute,  first  on  one 

Bn?hfH?'^°"  *^"  °'^"^'  ^"d  looked  sorrowful 
out  he  did  not  give  way.  "^wim. 

*hl  i^^^^f  r^y  ^^  something  in  what  you  say  as  to 
the  law.  he  retorted,  "but  as  to  your  other  sul^ 
gestion.  that  she  wouldn't  have  me  because  of  my 
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^lA    M°^?"f  '""''  K"""!  "«  not  to  aik  anv  ^  all  I  •• 
it^l"  Go^-'Se "^S"  '^rl  'hT"'  '|?"«-     Then 

•  •  •  ♦ 

Fn^*"  r"?^*'*^"""""*^  engineer  went  out  of  the  Gleb*. 
End  Gate  very  thoughtfuUy  that  night      Hp  h.H 

minutes,  for  the  whole  body  wiltiU  a ?rlmhf       .k 
the  purr  and  throb  of  the  piiSorce;   '  Ye^^ 
was  no  one  to  be  seen  aVwhere  about       R  ,    v'^ 

c^'arjas^'nro^Th^'^^^^  assun^Self  th^t  Z 
Ldr  was  one  of  those  belonging  to  Mr   Kahn      m^ 

'"  WL*  wLtr ^  'fn'  -y^^Vome^'lSnd.    ""^ 

nf  *K^    -^  V^^  ^®  anything  to  do  with  the  eiff 

of  the  piano,  made  to  Vida.  by  mfans  of  ^[y  Bryan  ? 
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Was  It  likely  or  j)ossible  that  a  lighthouseman   even 
of  long  service,  could  have  been%ble.  wiTh  all  Ihe 

fo  °.  7'"  V^'  T^^  *°  ^P^"^  ^"^h  ^  ^"^  on  a  present 
to  a  daughter  who  was  not  his  daughter  ? " 

This  appeared  so  suspicious  to  Vic  Morris    that 

S  li  Zi'^'^'y  ^''  "°  ^"^^"-^  of  his    he  con: 
sidered  that  the  circumstances  justified  a  tour  of  in- 

light  stm  burned  m  Vida's  window.  But  all  else  was 
pm,;;,  •  discovered  nothing,  till  he  fell  over  the 
empty  piano-case,  with  which  he  entangled  himself 

der  as  itTu^tr;:;  *''";k'"^'  ^  "°^^^  ^^  ^^"^"g  thun- 
der as  It  tumbled  down  the  steps  that  he  brought  the 

angry  face  of  Billy  Bryan  to  an  upper  window 

rri.i'^'K^'^^^.  """^  °f  *^^*'  y^  sneakin'  hound  !  "  he 
cned.     tryin'  to  steal  the  pianna  case  that  I  have  to 

ri  r  ^?;"^g^-Pt  d  or  pay  for  mesilf.  sure  ye  are  tha? 
I  U  be  afther  puttin'  a  good  navy  bullet  through  ve 
ye  sneakm'  villain.     I  have  got  the  range  of  that 
case  and  the  next  man  that  toLhes  it  ^d^he  toe  o 

purgatho^  TolTrT'^'^^'  ''''  '  '^^'  '''  ^"^^^  t^^ 

^J!'J\P^^'^''''^  ^''^^^^''^^spection  with  which  Vic 

dtnlr'  ^  '".'^  ^'  ^f  ^°"^^  ^^^«  "sed  in  an  old  and 
dangerous  workmg  of  which  he  did  not  know  the 
landmarks  But  he  reached  the  outer  gate  in  slfetv 
perhaps  a  httle  ashamed  of  himself.  It  was  of  course 
possible  that  the  "  Confidential  "  mighThave  gone 
up  to  vi3it  his  master.  Jacob  Romer.  sefretly  andThat 

rp'^.h ^  nr^y  ^'^^^  '^'  '^''''  <^r^^n  up^out  of  the 
reach  of  the  casual  passer  by.  while  he  transacted  his 
business.     Yes  of  course  that  was  it.     Whataje^ous 

of  him.  Ludovic  Morris,  hitherto  as  insensible  as  the 
average  lamp-post  to  the  frou-frou  of  feminine  skirts 
The  car  was  still  there,  bedded  in  a  niche  of  shrub: 

cess?ulh  iJifh  .h  V?"'  ""^^"^  ^*^°^^'  ^"  too  sue 
nSht  -h;pr^h  f  ^^^^'  P'"'  '"^"*^  ^nd  the  keen 
night    breath    of    dew-wet    laurels.     Vic    listened 
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From  the  cottage  there  came  no  sound  of  pursuit. 
One  of  Jacob  Romer's  pheasants,  down  in  some  deU 
not  far  away,  sent  up  a  curious  half-human  cry  a 
mere  signal  to  its  mate  doubtless,  but  in  the  dank 
darkness,  expressive  as  the  book  of  Ecclesiastes  of 
tne  painful  and  transitory  nature  of  all  things  " 

^w  P'  '*,  ^?'^"7  *^^  ^^y  ^^^"  Jacob  Romer's 
chents  and  fnends  would  come  forth  arrayed  for 
carnage,  and  when  all  the  pheasant  kind,  hitherto 
mere  doniestic  poultry,  would  suddenly  be  slaugh- 
tered ^th  arms  of  precision,  and  counted  by  the 

ASUfefidd''^  ^°  "^"^  ''''  ^°^^^  °^  ^  S-^^ 

A  double  glimmer  on  the  steel  levers,  uncertain 

dull  reflections  of  the  padded  leather,  something  which 

of  a  more  lurid  light,  caught  Vic  Morris's  attention. 

He  glanced  behind  him.  He  had  been  absorbed 
in  the  exammation  of  the  deserted  car.  Indeed  his 
fingers  had  already  been  itching  to  get  hold  of  the 

fn  ^riK^^^''  .  ^^""^  ^"^"^^^  °^  *^^  ^^«"«  took  him 
in  the  fibres  of  his  being. 

But  now  there  was  something  vaster  in  force  and 
bearing  behind  him.  From  the  dark  mass  of  the 
buildings  which  were  the  general  offices  of  Incubus 
Romer  and  Co.,  a  clear  straw-coloured  flame  mounted.' 
^^'nr.'T.  .if'f  ^ery  httle  smoke,  but  he  knew  in  a 
moment  that  the  fire  must  be  a  serious  one  He 
sprang  mto  the  driver's  place  without  a  thought. 
But  before  he  had  drawn  the  lever  or  started  the 
machine,  a  figure  sprang  over  the  wall. 

What  are  you  doing  with  my  car  ?     Get  out '  " 
,  It  was  James  Kahn.  but  Vic  recognising  his  man 
simply  pointed  with  his  finger.  ' 

■!u^'^  ^^"^f  "^^  ^^'■^  ^°^^  yonder."  he  said.  "  up 
with  you,  Mr.  Kahn  !  "  "-      up 

h.A^'u  "^'i^^""  ^"'l''  ^^oxight  of  asking  what  the  other 
rn.H       k'^u*"?  *^f  ^'     '^^^y  ^«Pt  their  eyes  on  the 

Sin;';tcametdT"'  "'"'  ^^  '"'  '"^"^"^ 
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"  Let  her  out— let  her  rip  !  "  said  Kahn  exciteHlv 
reaching  over  to  grasp  the%peed-lever  *''"^' 

him  o^  f-  f  ^^^'  */  y°^  please."  said  Vic.  holding 
^  w    ^?.'*^°^^'  ^th  a  determined  elbow.    "  iTif 

The"v^^ed'H"'P^T"^  »^^dsoff.Mr.kahnr^ 

Ihey  raced  down  the  long  hill,  and  Vic  had  iu«;f 

time  to  slow  before  they  struck  a  crowd  of  watcS 

mmers  which  filled  all  the  wide  square  in  front  of  tSf 

fts  master     rifn  .1*^^  ^f^"^  ^^-     ^hat  was  for 
In  ^^.Ta^'     .    ^"  *  ^^^^^  ^s  Vic  Morris  was  discerned 

Vic  stonnld  tV'"*'  .  ^  ^^^  ^^  "^^^«  ^^^  him!?n1 
K,  L-  ^P  ?  *^^  """^^^^  '"  a  bricked  courtyard   the 

burniK"'       "'  ""'  °°*  connected'^  tt 

furi'ouTly'''   ''    '''   ^'^   ^"«^"^^"    ^«   <^-n^-nded 

one  of 'fhlJ'fr''  *^'  ^?^^  ^"  "'^^  t°  ribbons."  said 
to  be  SthM   Tn'^f  °  r  P°'^'^"°  ^°"^P«"^d  them 
In/wLtr^Grin^Li^^^^^    Company-Hector    McKill 
''  And  the  engine  of  No.  3  pit  ?  " 

w  "J^tT^i^M,  *«  ^^"  ^*  ^°"^d  not  be  found  !  "  cried 

?nnr  /  ^S^'^'  ^^^^S^  ^^^^  ^^^^^^  F^^^^ch  leave-th" t's 
your  teaching,  Mr.  Engineer  Morris  !  " 

M.\J-iw  "*i;^*^  *"'"  ^'*'  ^'^^  ^^  0°  the  point  of  felline 
McKUl  to  the  ground  when  he  recognised  that  t  w^ 

S^nnn'  'TJ^'i  '^^°""*^^  °^  Si^t  nature/ 
He  understood,  however,  that  this  was  the  begin- 
ning of  strife.     The  first  gun  in  a  long  fight  had  b?en 

There  were,  however,  a  few  of  whose  loyalty  he 
was  sure.     For  instance,  PhU  Calmont,  revolver  in 

reports ;    they  were  too  heavy  "       ^  ^^""^ 

"  That  doesn't  matter,"  cried  his  chief,  "  we  can 
get  others.     Where  did  it  begin  ?  " 
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ovl'r^n  *f if "  °"'"  ^^^i'  answered  Phil.  "  somewhere 
over  m  the  general  offices.  I  think.  But  it  ran  alone 
as  if  on  a  traU  of  paraffin  "  ^ 

hit'lt^""  Wh?."'°''  ^^^V  '^'^  Vi^'  "  y°"  ^^y  have 
"^u  .   T°  ^'■^  '"^  ^*'  *^o  you  think  ?  " 
Ihat   I. couldn't  say."    answered    Phil    "the 
younger  men  of  No.  i.  perhaps  some  of  No.  3-those 
taken  on  last-southern  men.     But  No  2  it  sound 
They've  really  helped  as  far  as  they  coSd    They  have 
cut  the  fire  off  from  the  bank-works  and  pTtheads 
They  are  standmg  guard  now.     That  was  aU  I  coiSd 

iiui^^"^  ^Z^'^i'  ^V"^  ^^^-     "  Keep  holding  the  fort 
till  I  come  back.     Is  that  thing  loaded  ?  " 

No.  but  they  think  it  is.  which  is  just  as  good  '  " 

nil!  Jl'^^'/''  ^^^?^\of  saving  any  part  of  the  great 
pUe  of  buildings  which,  with  the  uniformity  of  its 

f?r.wf  f  •  T"^'^''  ^*"  pitch-pine  varnished  in- 
H^f  I'  iV'^'lu^  ^^,"^""  °^  ^"^^^^^s  and  mahogany 
of  Klrk'to^'       '  ^^^"^P"'  "^  '^'  ^^*^^"^  Jupiter 

To  circumscribe  the  conflagration  in  some  degree 
was  aU  that  could  be  done.  And  to  this  Vic  apSed 
himself,  while  Kahn.  with  his  keen,  tracking  insdnct 
of  the  weasel,  developed  by  a  Ufetime  of  trick  Sid 
stratagem,  strove  to  put  the  blame  where  it  belonged 

T»,?  fi      -/u^'^i^^  l""^^  ""^  *^^  disaster  was  too  vast." 
The  fire.  If  kmdled  by  servants  of  the  company  out 
of  spite,  as  seemed  Ukely.  had  extended  so  that  it  had 
destroyed  the  evidence  of  its  own  beginnings.     The 
rums  were  soon  only  a  vast  brazier,  and  as  roof  after 
roof  feU  m.  and  the  flames  shot  up  roaring  into  the 
smoke-dimmed  sky.  a  dull,  uncanny  answfnng  roar 
rose  from  the  people  who-man.  woman,  and  child 
--every  soul  m  Kirktown  in  fact-were  massed  about 
the  glowing  debrts  of  what  had  been  so  lately  the 
offices  of  the  omnipotent  Incubus  Iron  and  Coal 
Company. 
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CHAPTER  XVII 

VICTORY   OF   THE   TRIPLICE 

•'It  is  no  use  gentlemen,"  said  Vic  Morris  to  the 
high  Council  of  Four  who  had  been  convened  on  the 
following  morning  to  decide  what  was  to  be  done  as 
to  the  disaster  "  "the  miners  of  Kirktown  are  no 
more  to  be  condemned  in  a  body  than  employers 
managers,  or  engineers  !  I  do  not  know  whethe^ 
the  fire  was  hghted  by  any  men  in  our  own  employ. 
Such  a  thing  is  possible,  of  course.  I  have  always 
thought  there  was  a  rotten  bad  streak  in  the  new 
aralts  from  the  south— mouthers,  most  of  them— 
breeders  of  ill  blood." 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  you  speak  like  that.  Mr.  Morris  " 
said  James  Kahn  "  for.  to  tell  you  the  truth.  iTave 
^!.^if  'i  f  hispered  that  you  yourself  were  not  exactly 
faithful  to  your  employer  !  "  ^ 

"  Then.  Mr.  Kahn."  said  Vic  Morris,  with  sudden 
fierceness,  "whoever  told  you  that.  lied.     And  if 

^h^.Tl   '''■  %  "^"^^  ^"bsolute  contradiction,  bring 
the  tale-bearer  face  to  face  with  me  !  " 

Kahn  glanced  first  at  his  two  subordinates,  Mc  Kill 
and  Gnndlmg  and  then  at  the  rather  grim  look  on  the 
face  of  his  chief.  Mr.  Jacob  Romer  "-on^ne 

J'a^.?.  T'.?^""-  ^«  "'  '     ^'^P^^^  yo"'-  ideas  fully  !  " 
said  the  latter.     He  cared  nothing  for  the  strifes  of 

ni?htl  fii'^^T*.""'^*''  "°'  '^^"  ^  ^''^'  d^^l  ^or  last 
night  s  fire      It  was  annoying,  of  course,  but  after 

ail.  to  put  It  right  was  a  mere  matter  of  detail      All 

his  contracts  were  in  his  lawyer's  safe,  and  so  long  as 

the  pits  themselves  were  intact  and  the  night-and- 

I*) 
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day  shifts  working,  nothing  mattered  very  much  to 
Incubus.  Gorm.  Romer  and  Co.  He  had  also  an  idea 
that  the  mfluence  which  Vic  Morris  had  over  the  best 
01  tne  men.  the  ascendency  he  possessed  over  aU 
might  be  more  useful  to  the  firm  than  the  hasty  and 
lU-judged  measures  of  severity  into  which  the  trium- 
virate of  Kahn.  McKill  and  Grindling' would  fain 
have  forced  him. 

At  first  therefore  he  was  inclined  to  Hsten  to  Ludo- 
«Lir.°'"'/u^'^'  accordingly.  Kahn  and  his  two 
satelht^  felt  the  wind  of  the  great  man's  favour 
blow  cold  upon  them.  The  hate  of  their  hearts  went 
out  to  Morns  for  which  the  strong  careless  Vic  cared 
not  a  whit.  His  single  weakness  had  been  his  passion 
lor  Vida.  Even  his  enemies  could  not  put  their 
finger  upon  another.  And  this  was  perhaps  the 
greatest  weakness  of  aU-that  he  had  none.  It  lifted 

«.^  tt""  T^^  ^'^"^  *^^*  '*^^"S^'  yet  very  human 
sympathy  which  the  working  class  feel  for  the  pecca- 
dilloes  of  the  great. 

"Eh,  but  he's  a  lad,"  says  the  Lancashire  pitman, 
vjath  a  certain  pride  in  his  young  master's  "going 

"  He's  a  gye  boy  !  " 

••Nocht  till  ooryin!  "  will  reply,  in  the  comparison 
of     bosses,    the  "Geordies"  of  Fife  and  Lothians. 

bo  though  his  rigid  honesty  could  not  help  but 
win  him  respect  wherever  he  went,  and  though  everv 
one  in  the  pits,  from  the  bank  foreman  to  the  youngest 
tally-boy.  knew  that  Vic  Morris  was  "  on  their  side  " 
the  ngidity  of  his  discipline,  and  the  fact  that  he 
neither  drank,  smoked,  swore,  nor  flaunted  cheap 
iniquity,  were  unquestionably  against  him  in  that 
queer  topsy-turvy  world  of  the  mine. 

"i3?u/^>^°'"^  ^*^^  ^  P^^°"  ^"  the  pit!"  said 
Bubbly     Sugg,  the  father  of  Susan  aforesaid,  and 

the  champion  heavy  weight  of  the  three  main  pits. 

Yet  for  aU  that      Bubbly  "  put  away  his  pipe  in  a 

hurry  whenever  there  was  a  stir  and  a  whisper  of 
Heres  Muster  Morris  "  along  the  working  faces. 
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"E„pose  your  ideas,"  repeated  the  Chief.     "I 
am  here  to  listen." 

"  WeU   sir."  said  Vic,  nothing  loath,  and  not  in 
the  least  daunted. "  the  work  is  all  right.     It  frightens 
nobody  worth  his  salt.     And  if  the  men  are  satis- 
fied on  a  pomt  or  two  (in  which  they  are  absolutely 
m  the  nght)  they  will  work  to  your  utmost  desire. 
u  "?."ch  I  hold  myself  ready  to  guarantee.     Men 
who  hve  habitually  on  the  surface  cannot  know  what 
goes  on  underground.     Sixteen  hundred  feet  of  solid 
rock  between  one's  crown  and  the  green  grass  change 
njen  s  ways  of  looking  at  things,  when  they  have  to 
stay  there  ten  or  twelve  hours  at  a  stretch,  every 
day.  year  m  and  year  out.     But,  as  I  have  said.  I 
will  charge  myself  with  all  that,  if  so  be  you  give  me 
a  free  hand  to  finish  the  '  second  exits  '  in  the  pits 
where  these  are  not  already  completed,  and  to  upUft 
the  steam  pipes  illegaUy  placed,  in  those  that  are." 

Has  not  that  all  already  been  done  to  the  satisfac- 
tion of  His  Majesty's  Inspectors  ?  " 

factiJL^"  ^^'  ^^^^  ^'^'  ^°'^^^'  "  ^"*  °°*  *°  ^y  ^^^^' 
"  Do  you  set  yourself  up  as  knowing  better  than 
the  man  appointed  for  the  purpose  by  Government  ?  " 
demanded  Mr.  Jacob  Romer.  And  at  this  the  three 
plucked  up  heart.  They  knew  that  Vic  was  treading 
upon  dangerous  ground.  Mr.  Romer  was  a  great 
man  for  the  letter  of  the  law  when  it  could  be  read 
in  his  own  favour. 

"  The  situation  is  this."  said  Vic  Morris,  who  could 
not  keep  a  certain  iron  dogmatism  out  of  his  voice 
no  matter  to  whom  he  was  speaking ;    "  the  men 
have  a  right  to  a  second  exit." 

"But,"  interrupted  Kahn  and  McKill.  speaking 
both  at  the  same  moment,  "none  of  our  pits  are 
fiery.     And  besides,  we  conform  to  every  legal  regu- 

The  owner,  throned  in  the  sole  chair  which  had 
escaped  the  fire,  nodded  approval.  Kahn  and  his 
friends  felt  that  their  battle  was  won. 
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exii  "  VirT  ^^""^  ^  "^i^*  *°  ^"  accessible  second 

r«     I-  u       ^Z**  possession  of  copies  of  the  oaoers 
in  which  one  of  my  predecessors.  Mr.  Job  HenderLT 

re'ctiX"/"V»f""  ^'^*  the^ecoid  exiSthoSd 
DC  completed.     I  have  also  a  copy  of  his  resimation 

when  his  wish  was  not  compIied^Jdth.  I  3  tw 
otTt'hryarln'hT  *'"^  T''  ^°  soon'iTe  w^s 
or^^rt'^^ntatL's^^  ^bSiet^rtSLf  «L^ 
Tn'sT r"^"^^  is  partly,  if  noTWholl^'^du  't^  h? 
men  s  feelings  on  that  subject-feeUngs  which  have 
some  just  foundation,  which  have  not^be^n  ^owJd 
vent  and  so  have  taken  the  wrong  turning  ."^'^ 

th^imnJn  K-  T^^i  ""^^^  J**=o^  Romer.  suddenly 
thumping  his  hand  on  the  table  ""ueniy 

chi^?!"*"Wnr"''J^  ".Revolutionary!"  "  Anar- 
cmst !  Wolf  m  sheep's  clothing."  according  to 
their  several  vocabularies,  the  last  being  the^con° 
tnbution  of  Mr.  Hector  McKiU.  ^ 

to  mL?°"^^*  ix^""  expressed  yourself  as  willing 
to  make  yourself  responsible  for  the  conduct  TSf 
men!    sneered  James  Kahn. 

/n  the  pits,  yes!  "    said  Vic.  steadily    "  and  •/ 

no'"fiaTX?dtlT^"l"^"^^^ 

iZJf^^'     ^^r^'  I   know  how   the  Government 

inspection  is  slurred  over  here.  I  know  to  whTm  the 

waHSL^^^^  '  ^--  ^-  the  mX^ 

"Then  you  know  more  than  1  do   Mr  Morris  ■• 

s»i  Jacob   Romer,  "  for  this   is  ^h^  flm  I  «« 

heard  of  any  arrangement.    Let  me'hear  all  you 

uneLu^  ""'^  **"  *"™  °'  '"'  *>«■«  »"i«  *<>  move 
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When  Job  Henderson  wrote  out  his  resignation 
he  did  it  painfully—For,  unlike  me,  who  at  a  pinch 
can  always  wield  a  pick,  he  was  a  man  with  a  large 
family.  It  cost  him  something  to  do  right.  But 
he  would  not  consent  to  play  with  the  lives  of  men 
One  of  your  managers  sitting  there  laughed,  and  said. 
Risk  to  the  lives  of  men,  —well.  Job  Henderson, 
don't  we  pay  them  for  taking  that  risk  ?  Don't  they 
know  the  bargain  as  well  as  we  ?  '  " 

"  I  agree  with  that !  "    said  Jacob  Romer,    "  I 
have  no  sympathy  with  cant !  " 

And  at  this  the  Triplice  of  Oppression  smiled  with 
recovered  spirits. 

^^  "  With  cant,  no— I  as  Uttle,"  Vic  Morris  continued, 
but  with  your  new  engineer  began  the  cutting 
down  of  the  working  expenses,  the  filhng  up  of  the 
existing  exits  with  steam-pipes,  so  that  no  man 
could  go  up  or  down— no.  not  for  fifty  fathoms— 
and  all  that  the  profits  might  be  increased." 

"  And  I  beg  you  will  tell  me,"   interrupted  Jacob 

Romer,  "  for  what  other  purpose  I  pay  you  a  salary, 

than  that  you  should  have  my  interests  at  heart, 

and  increase  my  profits.     Do  you  expect  that  these 

idle  pitmen  would  do  as  much  of  their  own  accord  ? " 

"  Sir,"    said  Vic   Morris,    "  I  think  that  your 

balance  sheet  since  my  arrival  will  best  prove  that 

you  have  no  cause  to  complain  of  the  fidelity  of  my 

services.     I  have  worked  well   for  you— the   men 

also— specially  in  Number  2  Pit.     And  they  deserve 

f  to  have  their  exits  safe  and  clear  in  case  of  danger  !"  ' 

?^l  "  Mr.  Grindling,"   said  the  owner  of  the  Incubus 

pits,  "what  have  you  to  say  to  this  ?  " 
if'l  "  That  it  is  all  sultry  nonsense  !  "  quoth  the  rotund  ' 
♦  manager  of  the  Dook,    "  this  engineer  man  is  no  ; 
■■^better  than  a  miners'  agent.     His  business  (and  ours) 
is  to  get  as  much  work  out  of  the  men  as  possible, 
the  men's  business  is  to  get  as  much  out  of  us  as  possi- 
ble—and do  as  little  for  it.      Mr.  Vic  Morris  is  trying 
to  straddle  the  fence.     But  that's  not  my  idea  of 
loyalty  to  one's  employer." 
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against  us— as  it  is  written.  " 

"  I  have  heard  of  the  devil's  quoting  scrioture 
to  suit  his  purpose  before  now."  said  vfc   sKv 

I  d/n^t^^^  ""'  *°  '""  y°"  ^^^*  I  think,  I  '>^S  d?  J' 
L^  M^^'l''^  '"  ""^^  S°*"S  first  to  prayer-meetinLs 
and  then  home  again  to  arrange  for  cutSS 
wages  ten  per  cent,  all  round,  when  profits  are^f 
per  cent,  over  all !  "  pronis  are  33 

••  Confine  yourself  to  the  matter  in    hand    Mr 

Mr  Tom'^hif^i  Ji"  '°  r'}  '''  y^--" '  ^^d 
than  uSiai  "^ZT  *  '^f^  ^'^y^'  ^"^  ^™«»«r 
that  outsfd;  fh."t  •  ^/  «f°°u^  ^"°"«^  to  remember 
tnat  outside  that  window  there  is  thirty  thousand 

abmtv'bTtt''  P'°P?*y  destroyed-iJ  lu  prob^ 
so  Xently  ••  ""  °"  ""  ^^"  ^"  P^^'^^°^ 
"No.  sir.  not  by  them."  said  Vic,  earnestly 
but  perhaps  by  the  second-class  men  whom  you 
have  brought  to  Kirktown  by  the  second-cfass 
wages  you  are  paying.  By  men  who  have  not  th" 
respect  for  themselves  which  only  comfes  of  UinJ 
respected  by  their  employer  "      ^  ^^'""^ 

The  owner  of  thirty  blocks  of  miners'  houses  in 
Kirktown  and  Inchgormach  waved  his  hand 

li  the  men  are  not  satisfied."  he  said  "  thev 
possess  the  same  liberty  of  going  elsewheS  of  which 
you  can  avail  yourself.  Mr.  Morris." 

Exactly."  said  Vic.  "  but  first  of  all  you  asked 
me  to  speak— and  speak  I  wiU  "  ^ 

««iH ^^^^^'k^^^^^S^*^**   *°    "sten.    Mr.    Morris'" 
said   Jacob    Homer.     And   the   triolice   of    Jf^L 
smiled    well  pleased.     Already  they  saw  Vi^  Morris 
gomg  down  the  High  Street  of^Kirkfown  a  d'si^S 

"As  for  the  Government  inspection,  it  was  a  farce 
nothing  less.      Nor  do  I  think  it  is  altoTether  the 
fault  of  the  inspector.     Our  last  was  a  rf an  accus- 
tomed  to  dangerous  fire-damp  mines.    He  thought 
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nothing  else  was  worth  looking  for.     He  knew  our 
good  repute  in  Kirktown  in  that  respect.     The  iron- 
stone kiUs  the  fire  damp.     Well.  Mr.  Grindling  took 
him  in  hand.     He  treated  him  generously.    The 
obstructions  had  been  cleared  away  from  the  bottom 
of  the  second  entrance,  the  steam  pipes  covered  up. 
in  gay  company  our  inspector  went  down  as  if  to  a 
picnic.     He  admired  the  beautiful  working  of  the 
cages.     He  took  into  his  lungs  the  full  current  of  fresh 
air.     He  walked  along  the  working  faces.     He  spoke 
to  one  or  two  of  the  men.     He  asked  if  they  were  con- 
tent.    They  were  married  men  with  families,  and 
could  be  warned  out  of  their  houses  at  a  week's  notice 
on  the  part  of  the  Company.     They  had  no  com- 
plaints.    He  passed  the  tunnel,  with  the  sheets 
covenng  the  steam  pipes  that  led  to  the  pumping 
engine  at  the  bottom  of  the  shaft.     '  Our  new  exit  I  ' 
said  Mr.  Grindling. 

•"Ah,  indeed,  quite  right!'  said  the  inspector, 
passing  on  to  lunch.     For  he  had  been  late  in  arriving 
and  had  not  long  to  give  to  each  of  the  workings 
Besides,  there  was  no  one  to  tell  him  the  truth,  as 
1  would  have  done  if  I  had  been  there  " 

"  Very  interesting."  said  Jacob  Romer.  "  Grind- 
ling, will  you  look  up  what  we  owe  Mr.  Morris  ?  We 
are  plain  business  men— a  company  organised  for 
the  shameful  purpose  of  earning  a  fair  return  for  our 
money.  We  cannot  afford  to  transform  ourselves, 
even  at  Mr.  Morris's  bidding,  into  a  General  Benevo- 
lence Association  for  the  benefit  of  the  working 
classes,  certainly,  least  of  all  with  the  ashes  of  thirty 
years  work  lying  red  about  us  through  the  efforts 
of  Mr.  Moms  s  friends." 

And  so.  just  as  the  Triplice  had  foreseen.  Vic  Morris 
went  down  the  street  of  Kirktown  a  dismissed  man 
with  Jacob  Romer's  cheque  in  his  pocket. 
Half-way  he  met  Phil  Calmont. 
"  I've  got  the  sack."  he  said.  "  I  gave  it  them  hot 
and  strong— to  the  owner  and  all,  so  they  handed  me 
my  money  and  told  me  to  get  out.     But  my  walking 
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track  of  the  office  work  now.     You  will  be  needed 
They  will  give  you  a  good  salary."  "• 

hound?"  ,^|ph7..TadUv"'T  "  'T'.  '^"» 
rn  stiik  to  you  now  l"'^'     "  ''  y°"  <1™  '  ""d- 

m;ie^"x:.;'ru?oTu"°?iv:r?an;^r^^^^^^^^ 
?r4Kin^'g!:'irut  ote  ■?^-  °-  »^ 
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CHAPTER  XVIII 

WIND-BLOWN   STRAWS 

Thirty  years  ago  Kirktown  feared  God.     To-dav  it 
feared  only  Incubus,  Romer  and  Co.     But  the  time 
was  coming,  as  always,  when  the  fear  of  the  Lord 
was  to  get  a  second  chance.     The  originator  of  the 
company  had  been  a  certain  Johann  Inkob  who  had 
located  the  coal  and  bought  the  land.     His  daughter 
Sophia,  married  one  Jacob  Gorm  of  Thorsby,  a  man 
filled  with  the  love  of  gold,  and  after  him  his  nephew. 
Jacob  Gorm  Romer  had  developed  the  smaU  workings 
of  the  Dusseldorf  chemist  into  the  vast  Coal  and  Iron 
combination  known  as  the  Incubus  Companies.     It 
had  occurred  to  the  founder  when  he  married  to 
Latinise  his  name,  if  only  for  his  wife's  sake.     "  Mrs 
Johann  Inkob  "had  a  strange  new  foreign  sound,' 
but     Mrs.  John  Incubus  "  proclaimed  aloud,  sounded 
rather  hke  the  wife  of  a  possible  peer. 

Still  it  was  the  money  made  by  Jacob  Gorm  at 
the  docks  of  Thorsby  that  had  been  utilised  to 
develop  the  discoveries  of  the  original  Inkob.  The 
iron  lay  very  deep  and  the  working  of  it  was 
expensive.  ** 

But  under  his  nephew,  Jacob  Romer.  little  by  little 
everything  had  taken  shape.  He  had  the  great  gift 
of  selecting  suitable  instruments.  For  instance,  he 
needed  James  Kahn.  because  an  unscrupulous  man 
Was  a  necessity  to  him.  Hector  McKiU,  a  leading 
elder  in  the  Village  Kirk  was  one  of  his  chief  stand- 
Dyes.  He  had  chosen  him  because  Scotland  is  a  land 
of  pious  people,  and  Hector  possessed  that  repute. 
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But  Scotland  is  also  a  country  of  uproarious  good 
cheer,  where  the  bottle  circles  and  where  sonR  and 
unbound  mirth  mock  thfe  frigidity  of  Calvinistic 
manners. 

For  this  reason  Walter  Grindling  was  Manager  of 
No  a.  Gnndlmg  had  no  use  for  prayer-meetings. 
He  made  not  the  faintest  pretensions  to  religion  So 
the  two  managers  did  not  in  any  way  interfere  with 
each  other.  Hector  McKill  worked  the  piety  wine 
of  the  business,  and  he  did  it  to  perfection.  Walter 
Gnndlmg  did  the  like  with  the  social  and  hospitable. 
It  does  not  do.  in  the  most  thriving  concern,  to  over- 
man any  department. 

In  the  Incubus  pits  this  division  of  labour  did  very 
well  on  the  whole.  If  it  were  desired  to  get  rid  of  any 
man  who  was  a  church  member  or  frequented  prayer 
meetings.  Mr.  Manager  Grindling  dismissed  him  He 
informed  him  that  he  had  been  taking  up  with  ranters. 

T/   u"*^  ^"  °^"  proper  business. 

If  the  undesirable  and  unprofitable  servant  cared 
for  none  of  these  things,  then  Senior  Manager  McKiU 
called  him  into  his  office,  sighed,  wrestled  with  him 
in  the  spint.  even  prayed  with  him  for  his  soul's 

rf?«°,fir'i'l'^^^  fVi"  "^^^  "  <=a'-o"sing."  and  finaUy 
dismissed  him  without  a  character 

And  on  the  whole  the  men  so  dealt  with,  when 

they  came  to  compare  notes,  agreed  in  preferring 

Gnndling's  rough  "  We've  no  use  for  you  here-get 

McKill       '  *°  **"'  '"^''^'  '"'^^^^^  °^  «^<=*o' 

••  ^^  nf '1  ^^i"?°?u  "^^  u*  ^^""^  *^^*  "»«^t'  on"  more 
out  of  a  job.  though  not  without  a  purpose  in  the 
world,  he  paused  and  looked  at  the  dreary  mounds  of 
refuse  and  shale  spread  out  everywhere,  the  com- 
plexity  of  level  crossings  and  multi-coloured  railway 
signals,  the  tall  stagings  of  the  pits,  with  swiftly 
spinning  wheels  whirhng  and  reversing  as  they  wound 
and  unwound  the  endless  steel  cords.  Phil  had  the 
gift  of  imagination,  and  he  could  see  beneath  him  the 
braes  of  Kirktown  before  all  this  came  to  pass— the 
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and  larches  straggUng  about  thf  smeltTnl  bank. 

by  tir,Ll?e"?u"  °'  'i;"*  "*"  "'»  bZtb?o^- 
hn«r?«„  1    !S     l*"*f*'  Whereupon  one  of  the  neith- 

?hi  d~JS^J  ,'"""  T'-^'  "•«  '""oachmt'nts  o5 
Incubm  a%  ci°r'/j"''''  '?''"'=''  »'  *••«  bidding  o 
flam'rndnubbih'S'a^""  «''"''  "^  *"  '■»»"«  «»<• 
r  S*^  foUowed  day.  and  always  at  the  Glebe  Fn^ 
Cottage  Vida  saw  Jacob  Romer's  hoile^  p^  at  ^Sn 
speed  down  the  avenue  the  wH^pU  mou;?  • 

over  the  elastic  carpet  Vp^:nleLT^!nZ?S'l 
sudden  r^p  of  gravel,  and  the  noise  of  hoofs  drum 
""'"!  °.K  \"^  "^cadam.  turning  at  light  ^riS^tT 
wards  the  Incubus  Works  in  the  vaUey       ^ 

These  were  the  days  when  Vic  Moi^s.  a  disgraced 
man.  was  seeking  any  rest  for  the  sole  of  his  foo?  a^^d 
when  Jacob  Romer.  glad  of  an  outlet  for  his  natur^ 

:rn^iL^^?rrre'^ 

bilit^t^nefofe^  't^V'^^.^^T: 
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regular  underground  engineer,  James  Kahn  went 
down  every  day,  and  so  far  as  Pit  No.  2  was  concerned 
Dick  Finnan  carried  out  his  orders,  or  modified  them 
according  to  his  liking. 

For  though  Dick  only  saw  Vic  for  short  moments 
and  at  long  intervals,  Phil  Calmont  came  to  the  Glebe 
End  Cottage  every  evening  in  his  place.  And  so 
far  as  Dick  and  the  other  overseers  had  any  power 
they  still  did  the  will  of  Vic  Morris.  The  pity  was 
that  their  power  was  so  limited.  Because  it  was  with 
grim  characteristic  energy  that  Jacob  Romer  ruled, 
when  at  last,  weary  of  tools,  he  set  his  own  hand  to 
the  plough,  as  in  the  days  of  yore. 

Of  course  Phil  was  seen  coming  and  going  to 
Glebe  Cottage.  Everything  was  public  property 
in  Kirktown.  Everything  commented  on.  But  then 
Phil  had  no  position.  His  engineering  ambitions 
were  not  known.  He  had  i  ays  been  considered 
as  a  worthless  character,  without  ambition,  without 
future— just  "  yin  o*  thae  Calmonts.  '  If  in  his 
folly  he  added  one  to  Vida  Bryant's  suitors,  that  was 
his  own  lookout.  He  went  to  scorch  his  wings,  at  his 
own  risk  and  peril.  Yet  so  far  as  the  workings  were 
concerned  it  was  through  him  and  Dick  Finnan  that 
Vic  communicated  with  the  pit-men,  the  gang-fore- 
men, and  the  lessees  of  so  many  cubic  feet  of  extract- 
able  ore  upon  the  working-faces. 

Vic  himself  kept  away,  being  certain  that  his 
presence  at  Glebe  End  would  procure  the  speedy 
dismissal  of  Dick  Finnan,  the  end  of  his  own  useful- 
ness in  the  pits,  and  the  expulsion  of  Vida  and  Dick 
out  of  the  pretty  cottage  at  the  wood-side.  Indeed, 
it  was  difficult  enough  to  obtain  suitable  accom- 
modation in  a  town  where  all,  more  or  less,  were 
dependent  on  Incubus,  Romer  and  Co.  for  daily 
bread. 

Bir.  Irongray  would  gladly  have  given  him  shelter. 
The  Cameronian  minister  was  Vic's  firm  friend,  and 
often  the  two  discoursed  together  of  the  things  above, 
upon,  and  under  the  earth  till  three  in  the  morning. 
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rol?  th^TSS^Zn^-""  "  «P"«"»Uy  from  aU 

session  pointed  out  to  him  fjTo*  ^u       ^^'     ^"*  ^^s 
so  scant^  i„  numbed  th1rh„4V^'SST'°°  T 

Dreamy.  detach'eT  iS' fl^y  ^'^Ti  °^"- 

I  hear  you  are  turned  out  "  he  saiH   "  », 
we— so  was  mv  father  T  «,!;        •    .     °'     ^"^  ^^^e 
niption.     I  fed  for  vou    M?'l?°  ^^'  ^*  *^*^  ^^' 
and  yours.  Beni-I  m^^n  'nr     V  ^°'"^-     %  ^^end 

Uy-^^leS'l^^vX'oSeSr'-  '  --^  "^ 

It  IS  true,"  said  Vic  Morric   «« ♦!,„*    ^ 
would  not  suit  me  to  Suit  Kirlf    ^*  ^t  present  it 
many  reasons     A  sk«?fL  i^^T*^'  ^^  ^^^t  for 

o.-^here.^^Ji^S^i^lJSV^Lle-AC 
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sooner  than  later,  the  Incubus  Company  will  eet  the 
faU  it  is  riding  for."  6        « 

"  But,"  he  broke  off  short  with  a  look  at  his  visitor 
(who  sat,  his  silken  hair  in  a  fine  disorder,  making 
a  sort  of  halo  about  his  head)  "  you  also  have  those 
connected  with  the  works  in  high  place  in  your 
congregation— Mr.  Hector  McKill,  is  I  think,  an  elder 
of  yours  !     Can  you  afford ?  " 

The  Reverend  John  Fowler  sketched  a  little  gesture 
of  carelessness,  which,  like  all  that  he  did  with  his 
hands,  was  beautiful  to  see.  John  Fowler,  whom 
Hector  McKill  called  Absolom,  could  not  do  an 
ungraceful  action  if  he  had  tried.  And  the  beautiful 
spint  that  was  in  him,  mated  well  with  the  bodily 
presence  which  stood  him  in  such  excellent  stead  in 
the  pulpit. 

There  was  some  proper  pride  of  the  right  ghostly 
sort  m  the  turn  of  the  head  with  which  he  answered 
"  I  am  minister  of  the  Free  Valley  Kirk,  and  the 
stipend  of  one  hundred  and  sixty  pounds,  six  shillings 
and  sixpence  which  is  paid  to  me  comes  from  the 
Sustentation  Fund  of  the  Church  to  which  I  have  the 
honour  to  belong.     That  payment  will  not  be  affected 
by  a  score  of  Hector  McKills.  nor  yet  by  the  increase 
orfaUingoff  of  the  free-will  offerings  of  my  people 
conceramg  which,  however.  I  have  little  to  fear! 
You  are  welcome  to  my  house,  Mr.  Morris,  if  vou 
will  be  our  guest." 

"  But  I  cannot  come  unless— unless "  and  here 

Vic  Morris,  man  of  granite,  who  could  speak  before 
capitalists  and  kings  without  disturbing  himself 
faltered  at  sight  of  the  steady  gaze  of  the  dreamy 
eyes,  the  gentle  kindness  of  the  mouth,  from  which 
however,  dropped,  all  unexpected,  pearls  of  wit 
and  quiet  irony,  when  after  long,  you  came  to  know 
the  man. 

'•  Unless  what  ?  "  said  the  minister,  smiling. 
Unless  you  allow  me  to  pay— let  us  say— what  I 
pay  here,  or  a  little  more  for  the  superior  accomo- 
dation. " 
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children  to  eduLtea„5miV^  ^  "l^°  ^*^  ^  Aock  o" 
that  I  take  mucl  to  ^^^^S^  *«  do  it  on.    Not 

It  spoken-I  hand  over  Se  mnn  *°  "^^  *^*™«  ^e 
when  it  comes  in.  and  thlre  ^T^  ^^  T^  ^^"^^t^r 
no  doubt  that  Janet  wiStpnH  ^"  ^°^  °J  '*•  I  have 
of  any  extra  expense^o  whlh  ^°"  *^^  statement 
put  her.     But  that  S  if      ^  ^""^  presence  may 

wiU  understand  tha"ldo'^nn/°\""^  *^«'-     ^oj 
under  any  obligation-—"    °°*  "^'^  *°  P^^ce  you 

Vic  iTrif ''luTfoTyru  I  rr^^K^*  °-'"  d-J-ed 
the  place,  and  any  i^nce  °^^  l^?  ^"^  *°  ^^^^« 
case  of  trouble  among  the  m^^  i?^^  ^'^^^  ^'^ 
marred."  ^  ^ne  men,  would  be  greatly 

cons,^:^oTrpre^lSm"l'    J°^"    ^-^--     "I 

-nt%;[^S»^^  t^^alms  with  a  move- 

on  prayer-meeting  n%ht  he  "^"t^^^t'  and  then 
praying  for  '  the  spread  of  n^.!^^  "JP  half-an-hour 
professing  Christians  •  Sn^l^n?  sin^essness  among 
requests  to  the  vest^  that  w!^"**^  '^"^  '^"^^  ^^^d 
paraphrase  ^  ^^*  "^^  '"ay  smg  his  favourite 

'  ^  wl*n  ^^'^^«on's  sacred  heights 
We  nearer  still  may  rise  ' 

W"  a"f  L'i^  ,t'^    tf ^-    in    the    P.o^Ae.,. 
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that  very  night.  Janet  would  have  a  room  ready 
for  him.  and  though  Alf  and  Tim  would  be  a  little 
cramped  for  space  in  the  garret,  they  were  used  to  it 
and  could  always  get  up  a  glow  by  fighting  each 
other  rolhng  and  tumbUng  all  about  the  floor.  Raif 
would  be  busy  preparing  for  his  bursary,  but  Uttle 
Violet  Fowler  would  be  rare  and  glad  to  see  the  new 
comer. 

A  wide,  rather  bare  room  suddenly  transformed 
into  a  bedroom  and  workroom— that  was  what  Vic 
found  when  he  went  to  take  possession  that  same 
evening      Janet  Fowler  had  planned,  and  Raif  had 
??S  ^*,^e<i  in  to  help  with  the  moving  of  furniture. 
Little  Violet  had  hindered  to  the  best  of  her  abiUty 
by  getting  impartially  into  everybody's  way.     Lastly 
just  before  the  advent  of  Vic.  the  Reverend  John 
had  been  called  from  his  study  to  pronounce  upon 
the  work,  and  had  found  it  very  good.     Which,  taken 
m  connection  with  the  flossy  sUken  locks  tossed  b^ck 
from  his  temples  with  the  habitually  gracious  gesture 
was  m  its  way  a  benediction. 

Vic  was  frankly  deUghted.  There  seemed  to  be 
nothing  wanting.  A  fairy  had  foreseen  and  planned 
everything.  Duiing  the  day  the  bed  in  the  conofir 
was  shut  off  by  a  screen  of  many  foldings.  But  as 
Vic  Moms  was  accustomed  to  read  in  bed.  a  little 
table  held  ready  a  couple  of  tall  candles  and  a  box  of 
matches. 

Then  a  big.  well-Ughted  work  table  stood  in  one  of 
the  windows,  of  the  soUd  planed  deal,  which  would 
not  be  hurt  by  spilt  chemicals  or  multiplied  asperga- 
tions  of  ink.  Shelves  for  his  books  stood  empty  in 
the  angle.  Only  about  the  central  table  and  by 
the  bedside  were  there  carpets  and  rugs.  For  the 
rest  Vic  could  trample,  as  he  loved  to  do.  on  bare, 
clean  boards.  Two  cupboards,  one  large,  deep  and 
unshelved  for  his  boxes  and  boots,  and  the  other 
which  closed  with  a  lock  and  key,  completed  his  bliss! 

Janet  it  was  who  showed  him  over,  her  father 
beaming  mildly  in  the  background. 
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cried  Vii!""  Why,1"S  wh"atf  i;:*'"^'""  ""Sic  !  " 
never  thought  o  reSwS"  H  '  ?"?'"«'  »'•  but 
away.  I  do  not  kno^"     *'     "°*  '  ""aU  ever  go 

.aid  ?U*"„sk'Vh„ugh  Zh"  f  M-'^r  /''■" 

father  s  irony   "  that  «,.     •  *  touch  of  her 

speak  abou^that  I  "    ^'"  "  "'y  P^^'^S  need  to 

tau/o"u'ngman.^tm"hol';!;^  "^  J,"""'"  ''^^  'he 
'I  must  arrange  Wi?h  you-Wef °'*'"y'"°"«''. 

m/i^erru?_!!:i^'-  --''  ?o;X:-~ 

'a.fcVi;t"„^';i,t"\':JJ''-r^«  "'  "er 
command.  ^         ®'    ^"*   ^th   far   more  of 

-^^^'^IC^^^^^^^  you  With  your 

ness  which  utterly  silenced  ^.  l^"!f*  imperious- 
muttering  as  he  watched  th.;  Tk°  -^^""^  *>™self 
wife.  "How  could  I  ever  h.^,  "!^"*^*^^«  ^onse- 
was  plain  f "  ^'^^'^  ^^^^  thought  that  she 

VaSJeTffiad^r^^^^^^  *,^,«  --ster  of  the 

The  Valley  Manse  ^^^l^^^^^}^^^^^ 
for  purposes  of  observatfon  ^t^''\^Seously  placed 
wife  m  the  whole  leng^  of  Sle  hLhI  '''t'y  ^°"^«- 
the  manse  door  by  mereJv  rf,.*!-^  ^^^^^^  *^0"^d  see 
white  lace  curtain  strana  n  '^  "-"^  ^^^^  the  little 
the  lower  third  M"herj:i;;§;^  ^  P^*^^«  °'  *-Pe  acr<Ss 

enteretrd  ^l^n^^.Tl^n'^^l^^  ^^^^"  -"^^^ 
minister.  Then  he  flounced  o"^'  ""^T^^^  ^t^  the 
road  with  long  strid^  °"*'  ^"^  ^^nt  up  the 

''^^^^^K^^rir  ^^^*  ^^  ^ad 

now.  "  Lifting  one's  hnes  ••  •  "^.u"'"  ^^  ^ould  go 
pression  for  disjoining  one's  self  ^^^^  '"^^"^^^  «^- 
Only  on  the  occasion  o?  a  gratl^nd^  <^?ngregation. 
-th.  resorted  to.    For  ScoS^'arv:;!;  f^ 
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to  their  places  of  worship  when  once  they  have  chosen 
them— or,  as  is  more  probably  the  case,  had  them 
chosen  for  them  by  the  religious  professions  of  their 
parents. 

The  conclusion  drawn  by  the  wise  folk  of  the  High 
Street  council  was,  for  once,  correct.  At  the  Manse 
Hector  McKill  had  beseeched,  had  threatened  had 
sworn  to  "  split  the  kirk,"  always  a  dire  possibUity 
in  Scotland.  But  every  time  he  had  found  his 
threats  broken  upon  the  quiet  unresentful  determina- 
tion of  Mr.  Fowler.  He  had  carried  away  with  him 
the  double  certificates,  with  the  ink  scarcely  dry  upon 
them,  which  stated  "  that  in  the  opinion  of  the 
Reverend  John  Fowler,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hector  McKiU 
were  fit  and  proper  persons  to  leave  the  Free  Con- 
gregation of  the  Valley  Church  in  Kirktown." 

Being  otherwise  occupied,  and  with  the  anger 
withm  him  still  effervescent.  Mr.  McKiU  did  not 
notice  the  curious  wording  of  the  certificate.  At 
any  rate  he  had  no  intention  of  making  use  of  the 
disjunction  Unes."  No  other  church,  certainly 
none  in  Kirktown,  was  worthy  to  receive  his  ad- 
herence and  that  of  his  amiable  wife.  He  would  do 
better.  He  would  set  up  a  new  sect  in  Kirktown. 
Yes,  here  at  last  was  his  opportunity.  He  had  long 
been  dissatisfied  with  the  prelections  of  "  colleged 
divines."  He  would  call  the  ultra-faithful  to  arms 
—and  minister  to  them  himself. 

It  was  with  this  purpose  in  his  head  that  he  went  so 
rapidly  up  the  street  to  take  a  Sunday  and  Wed- 
nesday lease  of  the  Oddfellows'  Hall.  He  secured 
both.  He  had  also  chosen  a  name  for  his  new  sect 
It  was  to  be  called  "  The  Church  of  the  Thousand 
Three  Hundred,  and  Five  and  Thirty  Days."  He 
P*,f  tjjought  of  simply  and  unostentatiously  naming 
It  The  Church,"  as  being  the  only  one,  uniting  pure 
doctrine  with  real  authority.  But  his  wife,  whose 
reasons  could  not  be  denied,  had  asserted  the  claims  of 
exact  prophecy.  And  so,  with  some  sacrifice  of 
sizapHaty,  Hector  McKili  had  yielded. 
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his  hymn-books  and  Lsocks^ionf".?  ^^'""books. 
occupied  so  long  in  tht^^^t  i°^  ^^^  ^"^  ^^  ^ad 
Sodom  and  as  Gomo^ah^.^K-^*'^\"°^  ^^^ome  as 
to   believe  that  eS^f      ^™-    ^"^  '^  *>"«  were 

beadle,  a  woman  wMXo?e??o'''M*'-  T^'l''  *^" 

was  with  the  utmost  Sutth^f^M^'^.^,^^*''''' 

that  greedy  gorb"  was  nrPvoiTi*      ^^'  ^cKiU. 

not  only  her  own^ut  a  laC'"*^t^'°?  "\""y»"g  °« 

of  her  late  cult,  which  w?r!  k  ^^''  °^  °*^«^  hooks 

dispose  of.  ""^  "^^^^  ^y  no  means  hers  to 

•     H^d?n;'a?tertMr^Vd'ed^^^^^^^^^ 

Hector  MckS  pursued  his  wnr^  r^'^^,  ^*^  ^Wch 
went  from  foreman  to  fo^^^^^^^^  He 

worker,  and  after  consirflroM  ji'^^"*  worker  to 
Iess)hedidindfedsS'^^.l^t^'"^^^^  ^"^°^«  or 
worded  promises,  o^'^some  c^^'^^eJ^' "'"^^^^^ 
acquiescence— that     "  tw7      ^  "*®^®  fi^nts  of 

in  "  upon  the  "Church  oTtl*^  -^^^    ^*^<>^ 

they  "  wad  gie  him  a  hea^„ J^"  '^35  Days  "-that 

"  they  wadna  just  Se  to  s^h,';;^'  "J^  ^"«°'  that 
^AU  which  eminently  sj?^'*^"i^°^^^ 

the  question.  anT" LdL? th^ "m  1h?'  >^"« 
months,"  were  calrnio+o^    ^j         °*^  this  dav  six 

purpose  at  on?e  of  affo'dfu^^^^^^^  *^«  «ole 

for  anger,  and  of  pereo3  Jlt^    -^i^"™  °°  reason 
to  nothing  in  partS?     For  T'"?^  *^^  ^P^^^ers 

known  south  oftSe  border  Scrt-'cafn'*  ^'  ?.°*  "^"<=h 
not  so  much  in  a  "  ban^wpn;  !^    canniness  "consists 
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Nevertheless,  in  the  Oddfellows'  Haii  -o^k  c     j 

for  his  facihty  in  misquoting  and  distortine&riMiri 
and  condemning  others  to%temaI  tSe  f  "r'^Jw 
mabUity  to  see  eye  to  eve  with  himi-u     2  ' 

got  a  certain  foUo'Ung.  ?t  le«t  a?  fef '  x?!  «:«' 
'^rrh?""*^"  churches Tfew  of  whaJ^Ll^ 
never  make  any  real  progress  in  Scotland      For  ♦»,« 

?S;fate?r?Jiiv-^"^"-^^^^^^^^^ 

^?^i       Fi!  F^^V^  opinion  are  so  ingrained  in  the 

nation,  that  no  three  men  can  ever  agree  "w?h  each 

at"t  7en^!^'''  """'  "P°"  ^"^  subfect-'^L?^ 

r.o^i'";  "^^^  *^®  aforesaid  dissidents,  the  riff-raff  ever 
ready  to  enter  any  new  Cave  of  Adiilam  and  a  few 
honest  men  driven  to  follow  the  senior  manner  S^ 
reasons  of  bread  and  butter.  Hector  TkTu  gathered 
a  certain  meagre  foUowing.  gatnered 

••  «n  ,w^  less  succ^sful,  however,  when  he  invited 
all  interested  m  the  dissemination  of  the  troth  " 
to  send  in  special  requests  for  oraver     Chu^^/^u   ' 

no-1  ^^""fl  anony'mous,  UiJaTweil  l2  presumfd) 
pomted  out  that  the  whited  sepulchres  of  the  Sitv 
were  much  m  need  of  new  coats  of  paint  andTr^ent 
prayere  were  asked  for  the  same.  Cthe^remafk^d 
upon  the  tattered  condition  of  the  Ic^a^  hySes^ 
cloaks  and  suggested  a  fresh  supply  as  an  obi^?rto  be 
ev°em^°  "^"^  '^  ""''  ^^^"^  °"  ^^  next  ^eSL^da^ 
A  third  referred  to  the  "  second  exit  "  of  all  the 
Incubus  pits  as  pressing  petitionary  need  WhUe 
yet  others,  wntten  in  ill-formed  caUgraphy,  with  a 

^enTrflrisrofl'  '^'  '''h  suggested  Vi^mTi'ate 
general  nse  of  ten  per  cent,  on  the  wages  bill  and  an 

inquiry  mto  the  sanitary  condition  ^of  the  hous^ 
recently  acquired  by  Mr.  Hector  McKill.  wiVhThI 
hard-earned  savings  of  a  lifetime. 
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mIV^^^'.^^  ^^    McKiU  weU  said   "Such  an  ., 

in  an  o,:Sn."rf  mar^LToSw^h?,^'"  "T""' 
necesjary  wisdom  of  th?..    '^  !  •    "PP"""!   and 

like  H«tor  McKiU  ^»?T"'.  '"  *  *"«>  "'"'l 
as  th.  dove  WM  atnn^n,',  ""*"  ""  ''a™''" 
admitted  a.  J^hhi^.M*"'  ""'""•     '"  '"^^  ■•« 
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BROUGHT  TO  BOOK 

Of  all  Vida's  lovers  the  most  subtle,  persistent,  and 
best  equipped  with  argument  was  one  who  never 
appeared  m  pubhc,  whom  none  ever  saw  knocking 
at  the  door  of  the  httle  cottage  at  the  wood  gate. 

hi^elT    °°  ^        ***^"  ^^"^^  ^*^"'  *^®  Confidential 

o«?^  ^fu  'V^'^^dJ'"  abrupt  and  passionate  master, 
and  on  the  strength  of  the  knowledge  so  acquired,  he 
exploited  them  thoroughly.  He  knew  that  much  of 
Jacob  Koniers  apparent  hardness  was  the  effect  of 
a  very  real  remorse.  He  beUeved  that  if  he  could 
only  present  to  his  master  a  daughter  fair,  stately 
and-this  was  essential-married  to  himself.  Jamei 
Kahn,  she  would  be  immediately  taken  to  her  father's 
heart  Also  Mr.  James  Kahn  would  slip  without 
♦««.^^^  '"  1?-  *^t.*"^cession  of  the  Romer  millions, 
towards  which  his  heart  yearned  as  a  bridegroom 
towards  a  bride.  * 

There  was  something  else,  of  course.  Vida  Bryan 
was  to  him  a  beautiful  wild  animal,  and  he  promised 
himself  the  luxury  of  taming  her.  That  this  would 
be  a  real  pleasure  he  doubted  not.  He  admired  her. 
He  missed  no  turn  of  her  lithe  form,  no  expression  of 
her  vivid  face.  The  energetic  traits  of  her  beauty 
were  in  accordance  with  his  own  curiously  savage 

t~r?f  "^*'''°^^^^  ^^*^  Serb  of  Belgrade,  perhaps 
—a  bad  blood  and  a  dangerous  breed. 

A  singular  and  apparently  causeless  jealousy  fired 
ttahn  into  angers  all  the  more  terrible  because  they 
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had   to    be    contained   so    severelv     n,., 
no  reason  in  the  world  wh^k^u^Y'     *"*'«   ^*« 
to  Glebe  End  opTniv  a^X  V'^^r^       ***^«  «<>«• 
Vida  was  a  PooSVnd'h^VurJ;,^o^^^^^^     ^"'• 

to  him^oriv'^^n^'^r^^i^f  ;:^^^ 

Calmont.     Yet  ^thal  Mr     Ir  k°*    •'^nces.    Phil 

Scotland  such  a  moToTlitmn?  5^"^^  «  "*«'<'"' 
assuredly  b.  gravely  toc^vlSt  tfwi^^,  ""»''' 

twaeurin"'::!:^- ^'  h/h'ardli'nU.ed 
contrary  to7he  tont  o} Th'Z;!"'  "^f'""  ''«  »''»*«<». 
an  interest  in  wrmL?!,'!^?™  gentlemen,  too  great 

«.d  What  hediS^KV' {?h™r  *°  ^"•-  ^-<^- 

BuleVV=5„Ve?rtt''„T;hh,r '<i''''^-  '^  "■»««• 

so  nearly  run  off  with  hi?       ,**"  *"•  ^'^  «<>""  had 

an  «'e/-np"S^'^^^^fctt''"''hSrd'' 
bnck  house  on  the  other  «Ha  7?t?-  f!     '     ""  '^*^^- 

couple  of  miles,  wh?cS   n  fman^sf SHT "  ^1 
exercise  as  the  Ghetfn  ««,>.         .  '"*  *"d  o' 

earnestness  of  p^«t        '  ^'""  ™'"""'  '"  his 

Month  after  month  he  wnnoH  Vi,««      x*.        . 
of  sentiment  and  savLerv^wT.    ^^  "^^^^  mixture 

■•anged.    Sometime,  on  moonBght  nights  a^oSS, 
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played  as  no  Briton  could  play  it,  could  be  heard 
•ending  forth  strange  out-of-t  he- world  music  from 
the  pine  woods  under  her  window.   Or  a  patter  of  peb- 
bles jetted  from  beneath,  would  bring  her  to  panes 
down  which  the  moisture  was  running  freely.     Vida 
would  look  out,  and  discern  dimly  in  the  rain  the 
figure  of  a  man  in  a  long  cloak,  standing  beneath  the 
window  m  the  shelter  of  the  Douglas  pines.     More 
than  once  she  had  Ufted  her  window  to  beseecV  n^n 
to  go.     She  would  have  been  infinitely  amusea  ai  fU 
adventure  had  the  fooUsh  person  been  ot).  r  .  -  , 
James  Kahn.     But  there  was  something  rh    ,t   t:,. 
man   which  caused   her  an  instinctive    (.\:irK      f 
repulsion— fear  and  aversion  in  one.     "^t-?      -m-ni- 
bered  that  this  was  the  man  who,  on  the  ■\->od  1,'ut i 
had  abandoned  both  her  and  her   m  >th  r.     An  i 
though  she  had  no  idea  that  he  had  recotr;;?'  j  iv 
as  the  fnghtened  little  girl  who  carried  her  moth?-s 
cushions  and  footstools  about  the  deck,  tht   o  x* 
instinctive  shudder  which  his  neighbourhood  caused, 
persisted  now  when  she  was  a  woman  grown  and 
surrounded  by  strong  and  willing  protectors. 

On  the  other  hand  she  could  not  forget  that  it  was 
through  this  man's  favour  that  Dick  Finnan  had 
received  advancement  in  the  mine,  and  to  whom  he 
owed,  at  least  indirectly,  his  lease  of  the  pretty 
cottage  at  the  great  man's  gate. 

It  was  because  of  these  things,  that  Vida  with  a 
quaking  heart  had  on  one  or  two  occasions  opened 
her  window  and  besought  him  to  leave  her  in  peace. 
He  had  always  answered  her  with  wild,  semi-oriental 
professions  of  love,  declaring  his  desire  to  make  her 
his  wife,  even  though  by  doing  so  he  should  forfeit 
every  hope  of  any  worldly  advancement. 

In  spite  of  the  extravagance  of  the  man's  words, 
there  was  something  not  without  attractiveness  in 
the  place  and  circumstances,  which  affected  Vida  with 
a  cunous  fascination,  like  a  scene  in  a  theatre.  The 
filtered  moonlight,  the  high  black  umbrplla-like 
neads  of  the  pmes,  the  low  voice  speaking  ov'  of  the 
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declare  hi,  love  u^i  the  ™    °  *k^  ^""P"  ^roTO 
Ivanhoe  phiirde^d  SSneaTh  thJ"*"?'.*'"""  »' 

of  the  oririnal  Eve  within  h«^?  V'  ,  *°*  ^^^  enough 
In  any  cafe,  she  had  no  ntenfi  °  ''?  '^**^*^^  ^^^^^^d. 
Kahn~not  if  he  were  the  on  v"  °^ "'^'i:^^"^  J*n»es 
she  told  herself  ^"^y  man  m  the  worId~so 

with  fire,  especially  oMhe  GhlA  1?"f'  *"  P^^>^"« 
though  KahS  had  begun  bvdtr^''^  ^^P"-     ^nd 

yidaasthesimpleroftwowaUo?rp'"^  *°  "^^^y 
he  had  ended  by  feelinXr^Ti  .^®  ^^'"^^  millions. 

manger  love  Xch  coLL  !^    «  *°?"*  °' ^^^^^ 
haye  her.  nobody  else  S  r' "'^^^^^  "  '^  '  <^-n't 

res^y^lL^^'^^el i'r  ^^^^^^^^^  "^°^  strengthened  this 
For  if  by  chance  vSa  dth^^^r  ^°"^T''*^  Pmdence. 
to  have  brought  from  /hi  ^'"u'"''^'^^  °'  <^^anced 
to  convince  CbTome'Th^^  '"?*^*^"'  ^^^^"<^« 
Master  of  Mi{lions\Sgrprove  L^he  ^  '^' 

to  the  domestic  emotions  as  ?f  ^hl  ^^^^^"essible 
introduced  by  Mrs  Tames  k^I^^  V^J^i^  ^""^  *>een 
(let  us  sav  Mr  Vic  Cri^  i  ..^""^  ^^""^  ^"°t»»er 
underneath  Ws  yer^  nose  blh  °"^^  ""^"^  °«  ^^m 
was  something  ^h?t  the  ^Z!^  T^^^^  *"^  "^^»den. 

of  Belgrade  co'uld  not  perm"    tt  ^ "*r ^^°"^^^« 
wel  there  remain^H  Ih«  c      •        *"  "°  °ther  way- 
dear  a  way  t^Throie         """"  '''"^^*»°"  «'  »»°^  to 
x'lease  go  away  »  " 

to-morrow.     Ho  iu,  „o^  Cw  X'mr'TS'r 


8f^»^?^rr3?^l'^/?^^f^^^'?^": 


'-'a*^-W¥*r^^?t^'":5»3«B^- 
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helped  him  in  the  past— you  know  that.  In  the 
future  I  shall  make  it  my  business  to  reward  all  those 
who  have  been  kind  to  my  wife  !  " 

"  Oh,  please  hush — go  away  !  I  have  answered 
you  a  score  of  times  before.  Can  you  not  believe 
me  ?     There  is  no  more  to  be  said  !  " 

"  You  love  another ;  if  so,  let  him  beware  the 
anger  of  James " 

"  Hush,  I  tell  you  !  I  ask  you  to  only  go  away. 
I  have  no  wish  to  hurt  your  feelings.  I  do  not  love 
you — I  never  shall  love  you.  It  is  an  impossibility. 
There  is — there  is — a  bar  between  us " 

"  Ah,"  said  James  Kahn,  fiercely.  "  I  know— Vic 
Morris  !  " 

"  No,  no,  something  quite  different,"  said  Vida, 
eager  that  she  should  bring  no  harm  to  her  friend — 
or  rather  her  good  old  Dick's  friend.  Though,  indeed, 
Vic  would  have  thanked  her  little  for  the  denial. 
He  would  gladly  have  braved  all  the  possible  angers 
of  James  Kahn,  including  the  dagger  in  the  Serb's 
waist-band  (if  he  had  known  of  it)  for  the  privilege 
of  being  that  "  bar  "  which  shut  off  for  ever  the 
love  of  Vida  Bryan  from  Jacob  Romer's  chief  of 
staff. 

"  Not  Vic  Morris  ?  "  said  James  Kahn,  "  then 
who  ?  " 

"  No  one,"  said  Vida,  breathlessly,  "  I  do  not  love 
you — that  is  all." 

"  But  you  will  learn,"  he  pleaded.  "  I  will  be 
your  slave.  I  will  make  you  love  me.  It  is  in  our 
race.  Life  and  deaCh  are  little  to  us  compared  with 
the  woman  we  love.  If  any  man  comes  between  us — 
let  him  have  a  care  for  his  Ufe.  He  shall  never  live 
to  marry  you.     I  will  watch  you  day  jind  night " 

A  brilliant  illumination  suddenly  sprang  from  the 
window  of  the  garret  chamber  used  for  visitors,  and 
situated  immediately  above  Vida's.  It  flickered, 
increased  in  power,  concentred  with  a  sudden  click, 
and  revealed  James  Kahn  standing  in  his  long  cloak 
blinking  beneath  the  shelter  of  the  Douglas  pine. 


ji:^  *;i-  'i»»-^^'  M"=im^£a  !^  <'-. 
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fled.    BuU^XJ^SsSS"^"-  ""  "•"•<»  ■>". 

head,  and  the  Xer  went  h„»i.'''".?™''=''"  »""- 
mole  in  the  neemtco^«^  ^1^^  "'f  *  benching 
change  hU  minT  He^t'l^"*'?-"?""''  "»  *» 

"  Stand  ye  there  m.  1  '^Jf'  ^^"'  •"«  *a«- 
BUly  Bryan^r-'^Sl'.  ho7ey  "LTun^^i'  ^y".""" 
himtocomeherea  miniiJo  iV  •  X  ,  ^P  ^^^^'  ^^^  teU 
him.  Don't  move  you  !'  I  r*°^"'^°*'  ^^"'*  ^«*<^h 
I'll  tunnel  ye  Iik?ihe  iLi  .""n^^"  ^°^«'^«^'  ^^ 
wm  never  be  seilU  ag!!if  .^  °  ^°^''-     ^^*^'  y« 

UVeaf  rnl^ttify"!^^^^^^^^^  -*  -  ^oose 

which  he  had  used  wh^%Ti-^^  ^  ^°°«^  '^^"^^^^^ 
chill  about  the  AfickTe  Ro«  .  j*!?  ""^^  ^^^^^  ^^d 
lanterogrewblun^iHilj^  ^*'  *"*?  *he  glasses  of  the 
ing  of  tfl  ke  cl^^J^"^  "'^^^^^^  ^*h  the  congeal! 

makeaholeinrcertSiirf!  '*r«^^*  «°  °«  a°d 
a  gentleman  wL  b^^^^^  f  ^  there  ; 

^th  you  and  n,;.  Dick   ab?u    th7^*'  *°  'P^*^ 
giving  in  marriage  of  owic^nt^Lh™^^  and 

her  name  is  VidfBrva^i^H  L      H*^*"^^*^''  which 
Finnan.     Step  up  ^^^lad  "^^  ^hat  of  Dick 

Vida    Bryan    Paternal    c    "?  ^^^^  ^^^^  """d  to  the 

there's  a^Mn  my  ri^fft-fi"-'^"?   *^'    ^^^ 
to  suffer  from  ^hen7ept't^^fZl  ot  /.^"^^^ 

b/th^ThlttfS?^^^^^^^^^^ 
in  the  shflter  of  thi  D^^ll^^^^^^^    ^?*'™'  *^«  ^^^^^ 
The  illumination  foUow;^^'JrH,.'*'PP'^  ^°^^'^<1- 
And  it  was  evidenfZlh'rso'^^/.rnt^^^^ 
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volvef.  A  steely  glint  above  the  bent  kntickles  of 
Billy  Bryan's  right  hand  afforded  to  James  Kahn 
this  useful  information. 

"  What,  Mr.  Kahn  !  "  cried  old  Dick,  so  astonished 
that  he  could  hardly  utter  the  words,  "  why,  sir, 
what  has  brought  you  here  at  this  time  o'  night ; 
anything  wrong  at  the  pits  ?  " 

**  No,  Finnan,  certainly  not,"  said  the  Acting 
Manager,  determined  to  make  the  best  of  it.  ' '  The  fact 
is  I  was  on  my  way  up  to  the  Castle,  and  I  paused 
to  take  a  look  that  all  was  right  about  the  cottage. 
(There  have  been  wandering  bands  of  doubtful 
characters  abroad  ever  since  the  fire).  And  this 
lunatic — I  must  presume  some  friend  of  yours — took 
me  tor  a  burglar  and  fired  two  shots  at  me  I  " 

"  She's  twitching  !  "  said  Billy. 

"  Will  you  oblige  me  by  asking  him  to  put  up  his 
revolver,  Mr.  Finnan  ?  " 

"  Warning  Nurrber  one,"  said  Billy,  "  special  for 
them  that  doesn't  tell  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and 
nothing  but  the  truth,  as  the  Good  Book  says  !  " 

"  I  had  also  a  little  previous  conversation  with 
Miss  Vida,  whom  I  found  enjoying  the  night  air  at 
her  window."  James  Kahn  felt  that  it  was  better  to 
be  plain.  Circumstances  were  for  the  present 
against  him. 

"  Ah,  we're  getting  at  it  now,"  said  Billy. 

"  It  came  about  from  seeing  her  so  unprotected, 
and  her  window  so  near  the  ground.  I  was  afraid 
that  some  misfortune  might  arrive  !  " 

"  Wamin'  Number  two  !  If  she  twitches  like  that 
again,  somebody  will  have  no  further  trouble  in  this 
sinful  world !  " 

"  The  fact  is,  Mr.  Finnan,"  said  Mr.  Kahn,  "  that 
I  have  a  private  reason  for  being  interested  in  the 
safety  of  Miss  Vida.  I  have  long  cherished  the 
intention — the  hope,  that  is,  of  making  Miss  Vida 
my  wife " 

"  Break  off !  Dismiss  !  Disperse  !  Inspection 
over  !     Only  hould  on  like  a  little  man  till  I  open  the 
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door  I  cned  Billy  Bryan,  jubilantly  "r 
an  have  a  social  glass  of  barliv  a« J^  ^1  ^^"^^  >« 
product,  nineteen  years  in  li%  ""* '^^*^'"'  ^^^^  Pot 
fully  soothing  to^hrnerves^h"'  '°"^»^^^^d  power- 
Recommended  by  the  Ifr,^  *  "3"^"^  °^  ^^"^on  ! 
societies--testimo^niIk  by  et^^^^^  ,^  temperance 
till  you  have  some  •  "   ^      ^  P°**-     ^°°'t  sleep 

down' h^"  t^a^^:f  S  c""''  '\^^^^^  *»^"ndering 
ensued  as  hrSleStifhTK"!*^"  ^^"-  ^  pausf 
the  '-^ntern  he  cTrrfed  ^It^^  ^°^*'-  ^^^  "/^t  of 
lit'  'awn.sparkhngonthel^"^°"*^"y  *^^°^^  the 
astonishing  the  shut  and  «!     7^""^*'^"^  doubtless 

^rK^nfof  lfu"n\fm"^^^^^^       '"""  "  ^^^ 
thattet's^t^L^^^^^^^^^^  not  affirm 

hto^u^r^hrsec^d  H^^^^^ 

Works.  broight^uTtheTe^S^^^  ^'  f^«   I-^bu^ 

which  he  was%bout  to  deposknn  .i^''"^^^  °^  *^^"d^«« 
"  Whoa  there ' "  cried  S"  "^"^^  P^^"°- 

Broad  wood.    Itwinev-K^'    ^!?*"»»'«r  Miss  Vida's 

dirty  brass  lamp-pSts^^^^^^ 

own  wan  on  ea^ch'^s^e.  wlh  itetT^'^^*''"  °^  ^*^ 
The  candles  at  last  found  a  r^*  ^     ^  newspaper ! " 
table  and  Billy  c^m  nuS  to  dn  Vk  ^'f^**^*  °"  ^  ^d^- 
are  on  your  way  to  th.  !-"  '       -     honours.     "  Ye 
the  obfigement'^to  loon''';:*'"^,r°"y«  did  us 
bein;  as  'tis  hkely  :harye  miv^b.  I^^  Z^^'^^*^'     ^o 
yonder  at  the  Casu^  andth^Wf.K     '^^^°'  ^"PP^r  up 
dhrop  av  barley  water    „ni^  ''^^''  ^^^  °"t-     B"t  a 
hurtnomanat'LTrm^VnthtT..^^^^^  -«-  -« 

old^C;l"^&:^L'j^Te&^^^^^^^         o^«d-ce. 
haJf  apology.  °^  tremulous  state,  half  alarm, 

"  Mr.  Kahn,"  he  said      "r  u 
no  offence.     You  have  been  a  .To^  ^f ^'*  ^  ^"  ^^^^ 
mme.     And  Billy  means  well  ^  h1  -"'"^  *°  ™^  ^"^ 
and  in  a  sense  him  an^meTr.      ^  "  '"^  "^^  ™ate. 
lass  upstairs."  ™^  ^^  P^^n«"  in  our  little 
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"  I  quite  understand,"  said  James  Kahn,  helping 
himself  liberally  to  all  the  goodly  provisions— those 
promised  by  Billy,  and  also  to  the  bread,  cheese,  and 
cold  meat  which  Dick  had  unearthed  from  Vida's 
receptacles. 

Kahn  let  his  wealth  and  position  drop  away  with 
the  instantaneousness  of  a  man  who,  after  years  of 
a  foreign  tongue,  begins  to  speak  his  own  language. 
Indeed  he  felt  more  at  home  with  these  two  working 
men,  there  in  the  heart  of  the  night,  and  having 
just  escaped  a  very  definite  peril,  than  at  a  great 
function  in  the  dining  room  of  Gorm  Castle. 

Moreover,  he  had  no  intention  of  backing  out  of 
his  offer.  And  as  soon  as  might  be,  he  put  his  pro- 
posal upon  a  business  basis.  If  Vida  would  accept 
him,  he  would  settle  ten  thousand  pounds  upon  her 
on  the  day  of  her  marriage.  He  would  put  Dick 
Finnan  into  a  cottage  of  his  own,  and  would  arrange 
their  minage  in  any  way  that  Vida  might  wish.  No 
one  could  do  fairer  than  that.  Only,  having  regard 
to  his  present  arrangements  with  Mr.  Romer  in 
the  way  of  business,  the  Master  of  Gorm  Castle  was 
not  to  be  told  till  after  the  marriage,  and  at  such  a 
time  as  he,  James  Kahn,  should  decide  to  be  best  for 
the  breaking  of  the  news. 

"  Witnesses  ?  "  Why,  as  many  as  they  Uked— 
publication  of  intention  in  the  journals  of  his  country, 
registrars,  parsons— a  bishop  if  they  wished  it, 
everything  of  the  surest,  loyalest,  and  most  binding. 
It  was  not  that  of  which  he  was  afraid.  The  consent 
of    Miss    Vida — ah — Bryan — 

"  Miss  Vida  Bryan,  without  the  "  ah  '—if  you 
please  !  "  interrupted  Billy,  who  was  in  a  mood  to 
raise  difficulties.  But  for  all  this  pleasant  feeling, 
they  were  definitely  at  a  standstill. 

It  was  agreed  by  all  parties  that  nothing  could 
be  done  without  the  lady.  Dick,  when  applied  to, 
could  shed  no  light  on  the  condition  of  that  half  of 
his  daughter's  heart  for  which  he  was  paternally 
responsible. 
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broad  back  otV^Sl.X^''  ''*  ^f''  !">««  in  the 

■^.band  poor  1-^'  Sfo^l'thtr""""'  *'*'-  »  *".  of 

such  a  thini     It  Lfl^         "*^  ^^^^'  thought  of 
"  Weir  La  nVi     *'°J"''  "P^"  me  like  a  blSw  i- 
ould^„?J!i^Th^'^y;  cheerfully.  '"  ^h^t  of  X 

yo«  to  many  Um     I^JS  «f??"^*"  »  "«*  asli'g' 
little  coUee7he«eif  I  ••     *'  *^**  ^*  *^^  down  thS 

he;rt'l:r^ffi"^^  but  ws 

single  stride  of  succ(^  H.ff  *'*».  ^  ^«  within  a 
He  saw  also  the  rirl-whfm  h.V^/  ^^"»*^'  "^^on». 
according  u  his  Wnd  T?.  f  ^^  ^i'^^^'^^  »>y  Moving 
that  little  I.  ht  th1S?la^ri'I"*"'!,^'P""^«*^  "Pon 
a  girl's  liking  *^  ^"'^  *  ^^'d.  a  girl's  fan^. 

•  •  •  •  • 

whli^^;!;^^  Jt^i^^^^^ot  ^  hour 

table  a  copy  of  h.  sLll!ii°  ?"**  d°^°-  On  the 
out.  susta?.y  tie  tw^tu  .tn*^^^^  ?P»-ead  broadly 
Bryan  had  so  hastUv  an^,  ^^*tV,*^^  ^^c^  Billy 
lamp-posts.  ^y  *"^  unworthily  compared  to 

to''Cder\t"e\ti'JLi!il*bT;K^^^^^  ^»  «ye. 
taking  in  the  dajf  wWchVwa  .  H '  ^ttle  parloL. 
running  pattern  of  rnwfn  k  u  Pa>°ted  with  a 
Henotfce^dthenew^^^^^^  ^^^  ^^d  berries 

as  if  he  were  about  to  Lk?n  *•  '°°™^"*  '*  »eemed 
cottage  house!  sSch  a  thiL  ^^^J*"'  '"  ^^^^  Poor 
of  a  favoured  lover  a^n  '^^^^^^^/ertainly  the  gift 

James  Kahn  thatTe  h^d^  IXuthl^o^f  !rS}f f  <>^ 
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Billy  also  regarded  the  piano,  but  with  a  proudly 
parental  look,  which,  if  Kahn  had  paid  the  slightest 
attention  to,  would  have  told  its  tale.  Dick  Finnan, 
almost  superstitious  in  his  devotion  to  constituted 
authority,  watched  James  Kahn  furtively. 

The  three  men,  silent  and  watchful,  presently 
heard  light  steps  on  the  floor  above,  on  the  landing, 
coming  down  the  stairs.  The  door  opened,  and  Vida 
appeared,  in  a  simple  dressing-gown  of  old  fashioned 
oatmeal  cloth  with  a  Uning  of  palest  blue  showing 
at  throat  and  cuffs.  She  had  made  the  gown  herself, 
and  was  no  little  proud  of  her  work.  The  three  men 
were  now  standing  up. 

"  You  wished  me  to  come  down  ?  "  she  said  simply, 
resting  one  hand  on  the  back  of  a  chair. 

"  Yes,"  stammered  Dick, "  that  is  to  say  Mr.  Kahn 
wished  it — he  has  something  to  ask  you  !  " 

.,  "  ^?^*  y°^'  **™®'  ^"^®  girl '  "  interrupted  Billy, 
"  don't  let  anybody  fluster  you-— not  if  he  was  the 
Boss  of  the  Trinity  House  itself  I  " 

"  Mr.  Kahn  makes  us  a  wonderful  offer,"  said  Dick, 
quaveringly.  "  He  has  been  wonderfully  kind  to 
me.  Without  Mr.  Kahn  I  should  have  been  working 
for  a  day's  wage " 

But  at  this  point  James  Kahn,  seeing  the  firmness 
growing  into  obstinacy  about  the  girl's  mouth,  broke  in, 
^^  "  Our  old  friend  mistakes  the  point,"  he  said, 
"  I  am  not  here  to  ask  for  the  repayment  of  any  boon! 
There  is  no  reason  why  I  should,  Mr.  Finnan  was  the 
best  man  for  the  position  he  occupies.  I  appointed 
him  for  that  reason.  For  the  same  reason  he  has 
this  cottjqje  at  Glebe  End  Gate.  He  and  you,  Miss 
Bryan,  will  continue  as  you  are  without  any  inter- 
ference from  me,  whether  you  feel  yourself  able  to 
agree  with  my  proportion  or  not  I  " 

During  this  speech,  old  Dick  Finnan  looked  at 
James  Kahn  with  an  expression  of  dumb  loyalty,  as 
if  in  the  world  there  could  never  have  been  a  man  so 
generous  and  so  unselfish.  Then  his  eyes  rested  on 
his  adopted  daughter. 
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n.«^°Vr-"  ""  "»■'  "'<'  q-'**  plainly.  "  wh,t  a 

"  No  "  T  V 

one  Who  ht"„"  W^'/iHi^-^^^^^^^  '^ne  of 

about,  ••Icometo.nL?aA,nn'i^  *?  *^^*  ^'^"^seJf 
Miss  Vida  ever  since  I  ^t  ^t!.*"^?^*"'-     '  ^ave  loved 
in  the  springtimro„tt&«*!?'«"J*^^rin« flowers 
shall  ever  be  sacred  to  me     I  hi  v   *^.  -^  ^  ^^^  ^^ch 
M»M  Bryan  to  understand  Jl    ^'  I*  *'  *"^*^'  ^owed 
intentions  with  regard  to  her^B^yf^f^"*' ^"^  "'Y 
self  to  say  whether  or  not  thi,  h    *  ^  ^''^  »'  to  her- 
all  times  with  the  utmol.      f  "°*  ^^^^^  ^one  at 
'nanner  of  an  hones?  man  ,  '•  "''''^'  ""^  ^^^^^^  the 

J^^^^rteTe:^^^^^^^  Finnan, 

trifle  too  weU.     Tame!  Kahn  h.1f''''''*^'^"-P^^»»aps  a 

course  I'recogni^^  thaf?:'".'!?  '^^"^  ^^d'^^.  "Of 
positions  must^lS'taken^!^^  '^'*^'''5"  ^^^twefi  our 
therefore  abundantly'^Jo^d:  LTtt'^M^^"'     '  "'" 

exact  pface.  and  look  Kl'";  "  '*""  J"«*  ^"  this 
you  can.  for   wan  conT^uHvp    ^^'  ^^""S  "»an,  if 
there  can  do  as  he  MkS    S'  T""'^  '    ^°^  ^^i<=k 
and  masters  and  them  S'amho^rifJ^"  °T  *°  ^ords 
being  his  nature.     Si   ^dd  ftn^R ''"'  ^^^'-such 
httle  different.     I  nut  nT.f    ^^  ^'y*°'  'tis  some 
^hat  isthe    daugh?e"r^"e  ^nran'd"  li;:  ^r  ^  ^^  "y' 
But  being  responsible  for  wan  fSfhi^?  °J^5  ""^  "«• 
mind.  body,  and  estate  tin  sh.r  ^"l^  °^  **^''  ^oul. 
twenty-wan  years,  no  moS  tl  Tn^*^  *^"  ^««  of 
Pf^nor  persons  to  put  pre^url  f^  S"^'  °*»»<^^ 
shall  choose  accordin' Vn  k     f  ^®  "P**"  her.     She 
;  No  '  it  shall  S  •  No  •  •^?'J■i''^^?•     "  she  says 
for  that  talk  of  puttiV  BiUv  Z^         ^^- '  And  i 
position   for  hi?  ouid  2e  ^  th?f^T  \"°"^'°rtable 
ajnved.     And    Billy   ndu'T^^J^  f^/   ^as  not  yet 
the  strent  of  his  -u^ms^d^y  t^n^u,^^^^^^^^ 
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yuM,  and  if  need  be  he  will  provide  for  both  halves 
of  his  daughter,  just  as  he  did  for  that  wan  whole 
and  undivided  Broadwood  pi-an-no  standing  there  in 
the  comer !  " 

Billy  said  all  this  to  the  vivid  punctuation  of  his 
clenched  fists  on  the  table,  so  that  the  candles  on  the 
sheet  of  the  Border  Advertiser  were  well-nigh  jolted 
out  of  their  places. 

James  Kahn,  however,  was  as  gentle  and  suave 
as  ever.  He  was  far  too  much  a  man  of  the  world  to 
allow  himself  to  be  led  into  side  issues.  He  had 
made  up  his  mind  what  he  would  say,  and  was  de- 
termined that  he  would  not  leave  the  room  without 
saying  it. 

"  Certainly,  Mr.  Bryan."  he  said,  "  no  one  dreamed 
of  anything  else.  All  that  I  meant  to  imply  was  that 
I  should  be  ready  to  consider  every  interest,  if  Miss 
Vida  did  me  the  honour  of  becoming  my  wife.  I  need 
not  again  repeat  what  I  have  previously  told  Miss 
Vida.  This  is  an  affair  betwixt  men,  and  if  Miss 
Vida  will  give  me  a  favourable  answer,  or  even  a 
hope  of  such  an  answer,  I  will  easily  arrange  the 
details  with  those  who  have  every  claim  to  be  con- 
sidered her  natural  protectors." 

He  stopped  a  moment  as  if  to  allow  Vida  time  to 
speak,  but  finding  that  she  remained  silent,  with 
the  light  striking  upward  on  her  face  from  the  candles 
on  the  table,  and  her  hair  falling  in  a  dark  mass  on 
the  shoulders  of  her  cream-coloured  dressing-gown, 
he  went  on  again,  exactly  as  if  making  a  speech  at  a 
business  meeting. 

"In  fact,  as  I  have  already  had  the  honour  of 
informing  these  gentlemen.  I  charge  myself  with 
everything.  All  that  I  ask  in  return  is  that  the  fact 
of  the  marriage  be  kept  a  secret  till  I  have  fulfilled 
the  present  arrangements  I  have  with  my  esteemed 
chief  and  principal,  Mr.  Jacob  Romer.  I  ask  the  right, 
for  reasons  that  are  at  once  simple  and  private,  of 
telling  him  of  the  marriage  at  my  own  time— but 
within  a  very  brief  period  of  delay,  certainly  not 
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exceeding  iix  months  in  aU,  that  being  the  period 
®^2^  TT^  °"'  present  arrangements  run  I' 

^ck  ooked  at  Vida  beseechingly.  He  was  clearly 
on  the  side  of  his  master.  The  mere  proposal  seemed 
very  wonderful  to  him.  He  certainly  considered 
Vida  a  most  fortunate  girl. 

Billy  Bryan  was  also  on  the  watch,  but  in  a  very 
different  spirit.  He  merely  wanted  to  be  sure  to 
which  side  Vida's  desires  inclined,  in  order  to  lend 
her  aU  the  weight  of  his  support— backed,  if  necessary 
by  the  revolver  which  had  first  induced  James  Kahn 
to  speak  out  his  mind  that  night. 

"  \yell  Vida  ?  "  said  Billy  encouragingly,  "  is  it 
•yes  •  or  •  no  •  ?  Will  ye  be  rich  in  the  cricking  of  a 
finger-and-thumb,  or  wiU  ye  stay  poor  yet  awhUe 
longer?  Yes  or  no,  lass  !  Out  with  it !  And  speak 
just  as  ye  feel,  honey.  To  the  poU  with  you  like  a 
free  elector  in  the  county  av  Tipperary,  where  they 
care  for  neither  priest  nor  parson  I  " 

"  My  answer,  Mr.  Kahn,"  said  Vida,  with  a  grave 
severe  restraint,  "  is,  as  I  told  you  before,  '  No  ' !  "  ' 

„  i°"  ^^^®  nothing  to  add,  no  hope,  no  reason  ?  " 
None,     said  Vida,  "  at  least  no  reason  that  I 
can  give.     I  bid  you  good-night !  " 

And  she  passed  out  of  sight  up  the  stairs. 

Then  Billy  Bryan  broke  loose.     He  actually  danced 

"  The  brave  young  lass."  he  cried,  "  she  deserves 
a  coronet  of  diamonds,  she  has  chosen  to  be  poor  I  " 

Meantime  Dick,  sorely  disappointed,  was  showing 
James  Kahn  to  the  door.  * 

''  I  hope,"  he  said,  "  that  this  will  make  no 
difference  between  us  "  But  James  Kahn  took  him- 
self off  into  the  darkne^^s.  vithout  a  word. 


'  My  answer.  Mr.  Kahn.'  said  \ida.  'is  as  I  told  y,,,,  twf„re-N., 
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CHAPTER  XX 

THE   SECRETS   OF  A   SUMMER   HOUSE 

In  the  forenoon  Phil  Calmont  laboured  with  his  late 
master  and  present  friend  Vic  Morris.  There  was  no 
lack  of  occupation.  Vic  had  several  inventions  to 
perfect,  and  in  especial,  an  entirely  new  system  of 
installing  electric  fans  for  the  ventilation  of  very 
deep  mines,  which  he  hoped  to  see  adopted 
on  the  Rand,  and  also  wherever  the  workings 
had  to  be  carried  on  at  depths  of  over  fifteen 
hundred  feet. 

Vic  insisted  on  paying  Phil  for  the  hours  of  work 
he  did  for  him,  and  it  was  with  the  utmost  difficulty 
that  Phil  was  able  to  arrange  for  a  much  lower  scale, 
m  consideration  of  the  valuable  experience  he  was 
getting.  It  was  only  when  Vic  Morris  represented  to 
him  that  he  would  need  a  certain  sum  of  money  for  his 
college  expenses,  that  Phil  finally  accepted,  even  then 
much  against  his  will. 

In  the  afternoon  he  inuemnified  himself  for  the 
morning's  work  by  a  visit  to  his  friend  Rose  Nunsby 
and  as  often  as  not  towards  the  gloaming  he  might 
have  been  seen  making  his  way  in  the  direction  of  the 
cottage  at  Glebe  End  Gate. 

This  day,  however,  he  was  doubly  fortunate.  For. 
on  crossing  the  field  and  overieaping  the  wall,  he 
found  that  the  Nunsby  summerhouse  was  occupied 
by  two  young  women,  taking  their  tea  together. 

A  third  cup  was  set,  at  which  Phil  gazed  with 
something  of  apprehension.  But  Rose  speedily 
reheved  him.  ' 
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misdeedTph7v'*s°he^Lfd'''*^l"  I'i'^^^^y  in  your 
since  you  became  ™'of  affairs  ^ff^'  'f  ^^^ 
you  would  be  sure  to  bok  in  thV^i?/  ^  *^°"«^^*  ^^^^ 
ready.  There  is  your  cake  hp  £^''"T'.'°  ^  "^^^^ 
boy  •  currants  vou  uspH  fo  I'u  ""^  "^^^  ^^^  '  J"icy. 
make  it  without  thelittle  Wh°  '""'^'  ^^^  ^  <=^n 
which  you  called  '  Concenla^^^^^  W  '  '?•  *^^  ^^"*^^' 
I  never  noticed  that  S^tLl^^f^f^^^^^^^^^ 

and  looked  across  at  Jhfc    m-     ^.  *^^  P^^^t  hedge, 
and  occasionally   but  t^thin'"^  ^^''  °^  ^'  ^^'^^'^ 

you  Lr?"^'-    ^'■^  -i^.  '■  fat  7/k.U  be  losing 
I  to  be Sr'  ''"'•"  "'"  Phil,  smiling.  "  how  am 

apSentln  Spain   sotev°™  " '°/°  '»  ^ ^raat 
go.,with  him  as  hi:'"a'ssis.aM':"'^'  ""  '"'"  "^  «° 

in  bL'^es^ZT^S  ^f.^''^-  "ithanewghnt 
of  the  business  first TflirMH"'"  ="  '""  ''°°'=  Part 
go  to  coUege,  an?how  ami  t„     ^^  e°»d-     I  m»st 
working  as\A  ofiice  ::si:t™nV°I  ?„' n'ot' «e'"  "P'  "^ 
al.1ur^Vfeter^i^:.'°r  4^-^  was  not  at 
who  was  Sg  evolved  on't'nf^  '""^^  '"'  "^^  "an 
Sometimes  he  reminded  h^r  t      "  °{^  "^''^"y  Phil. 
She  noted.  for'nTtance  thL  h"  """''  "'  ^'<=  Morris, 
inthearmlchairhehadiif^""'''''.  """^'"^  ''"'= 
hedge  as  of  old     He  was  so  m.^T'^V"  I"' P"™* 
that  the  spines  pricked  Wm.K      u^^  ?""  "'  Practice 
he  could  locate  everv?       '"'  ^^  '™'^-     Formerly 

securely  amo^nttrtSck^t' Of  Th'l';^^  '''  ^'■-"»- 
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So  you  are  fairly  at  work  Phil —Mr  r^i«,^«*  t 

"Weir^PWr^fh  ^°  .S^'-jf^^d  that  Vida  relented, 
wen,    Phil    then,"  she  said.     "  But  rpallv  im,, 
ought  to  be  proud  of  our  feeling  the  difterencf  ^  The 
Thfre  r a^dif^:":'    ^'"^i    so'mething  "likT'thlt 
marking  it  .^•'''''"'''  ""^  ^^^  ^^"'^    ^W  us  for 

Phil^"'l°n.'VT"*  *^''\*^  ^^  ^"y  difference,"  said 
Phil,  not  between  us  three.  You  were  always  glad 
to  see  me,  and  sc-ided  me  when  I  was  a  lazy  good-for- 
nothing.  Well,  I  am  not  a  good-for-much  /efthough 
on  the  way  to  improvement.  Your  denunciSs 
have  had  their  effect.  So  don't  make  me  suffer  for 
my  very  virtues.  I  want  you  to  be  just  the  same  !  " 
1  he  same  number  of  lumps  of  sugar  in  your  tea  ?  " 
quened  Rose,  later,  "  we  are  poor  now  and  we  reallv 
cannot  stand  that  always,  f  ou  used  to  go  on  S 
up  square  after  square  till  the  top  of  the  Dvrar^d 
showed  itself  above  the  tea !  "  Pyramid 

These  nothings  of  talk  made  Vida  curiously  happy 
She  was  eehng  the  rebound  from  the  anxieties  and 
dismay  of  he  past  night.  She  had  got  away  early 
leaving  Bil  y  Bryan  alonr  with  the  cooking^ a  task 
he  was  qmte  capable  of  performing.  She  had  no 
desire  to  confront  the  repWchful  face  o?  old  Dick 
on  his  return  from  the  mine  that  afternoon. 

She  was  m  need  of  a  confidant.  And  for  once  it 
did  not  seem  that  the  man  was  in  the  way  The 
positive  masculine  electricity  which  generally  pre- 
vents  all  real  talk  between  women  when  there  fsa 
man  present,  somehow  did  not  hold  with  Phil  A 
woman  knew  at  a  glance  that  he  knew.  He  wal 
free  of  the  guild.  He  understood.  Indeed  he 
understood    sometimes,  when  the  woman  did  not 

whv  W^r*'"^-     '^^^'  ^"^  P^^^^P^  the  reason 
why  Rose    being  some  years  his  senior,  had  made 

i^'At^w  "^^i"'.^"  '^''  "^^  ^^y«-     Phil  had^een 
like  a  girl  friend  to  her,  yet  he  brought  with  him  some 
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men  and  women  1  Se  ^t  af^  •»"««■««  between 
savour.  ^'  "  ^^  *''»«  "ever  loses  its 

her  cup"Vhrs.S;f  ?'«■>«"•  "*«h  her  eyes  on 
though^he  took  n"aher  erelm^'"''y  *"■■  ^  =P°°». 
the  clear  Kamet-coln,VrL  ?'  "^"7  ^"■S"'  "atching 

spoon  bacSo  the  cup      '""""  ""??'"«  fr"™  'hf 

wit;o'^{'mu'cru;it^;"  ^"'"^ «-  ?  -  -a  ros.. 

sho]SlS  »7rarr,Tcl1r!ait}Te'  ?'  ""^^ 
u„d.^o„nd  engineer  rose^bd^fe  t^hU"'  ^o^TJ^ 

oIlTsighed^TS'^t^t  of lhes^^^''be"•  b^  5" 

truly^-'said  Rc^fi^'h^'o".'"^"'',  J-™-  "^^  -^ 
tone,"  why,  you  woSi  hrve  Jfd  h°'  '""*'5'^  '"  "er 

andmotor'J     a„Trdo:?kt?SSe^'•^'"^ 

Vida'^ltin'^&^i^^eSsoTtr^"^-^""-'^"''^' 
said  Rose,  caressingly  "^ I  il  !u''"'""=  ?«««■" 
who  have  admirers  in  »„H  ok     !  ;^ *,'"''  y°™g  ™aids 

shook_her  head  genJi;^  •'"vo"u  Ire'^ ^S'^-  ^b"e 
the'nameTbS-!i?."  '"'  ^">-'  -:^"?|gi.tt 
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^^  "Much  that  matters,"  retorted  Rose,  sharply  • 
when  you  have  King  Cophetuas  coming  at  iind- 
mght  to  your  beggarmaid's  hut  and  proposing  to  you 
the  holy  estate  of  matrimony-besides  goodness 
knows  how  mai  y  others  !  One  down— the  others 
come  on  ! 

"  You  are  dreadful,  Rose— I  shall  wish  I  had  told 
you  nothmg, 

"  I  freely  abandon  to  you  the  flock,"  said  little  Miss 
Nunsby.  but  I  should  like  to  keep  one  ewe-l-.mb  ! 
But  I  have  fears  even  for  that.  You  are  a  perfect 
Maelstrom,  Vida-you  engulf  all,  whales  and 
mmnows  alike." 

And  waving  a  hand  so  as  to  shut  off  Vida  Bryan's 
reply,  which  bore  upon  the  folly  of  mixed  metaphors 
she  vanished  indoors,  looking  for  once  in  her  hfe.' 
rnil  thought,  almost  pretty. 

She  glanced  at  Phil  as  she  passed  out  of  sieht 
nodded,  and  smiled,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  See  what 
1  do  for  you,  ungrateful  boy  !  " 

And  so  she  left  him  wondering  what  she  could  mean 
by  her     one  ewe  lamb." 

With  Rose's  departure  a  hush  seemed  to  fall  upon 
the  wide  old  garden  of  the  Nunsbys.  A  silence  and 
constramt  descended  on  the  two  who  remained 
;.r?  :  •  \u^^  ^  fuU-Wooded  summer  day,  almost 
too  hot  m  the  sun,  but  perfect  for  young  blood  in 
that  bower  of  greenery,  splashed  with  the  purple 
blossoms  of  the  wistaria.  ^ 

Overhead  the  dainty  foliage  of  the  taU  ashes  on  the 
boundary  Ime  of  the  Doctor's  field  hung  apparently 
a  far-drawn  curtain,  half-way  up  in  the  blue.  For 
setting  of  scent  and  sound,  there  were  the  latest 
nomely  pn vet  blossoms,  suggestive  of  far-off  Sabbath 
days,  when  pnvet  and  southernwood  tied  together 
with  a  black  riband  made  a  decorous  Cameronian 
bouquet  to  take  to  church  on  hot  forenoons.  From 
the  fields  behmd  came  the  breath  of  cows,  mingled 
with  the  scent  of  the  clover  through  which  they  were 
working  a  way.  with  regular  crop-croppings  of  their 
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the  Nunsbys-    liJll^  ^^1^^'""'^  -^"^  '» 

set  on  a  hm.top1„rrd  m/  K"ah?  '"V^r"'^"  ""■'"• 
poured  forth  a  pale  rose-cnL!r!5         Caravanserai !  " 
take  on  form  and  bodv  afthri  n™"""-    "^'^  *°''W 
darkened  to  twUigM^and^h,     'V^^'s  afternoon 
the  change  of  shifts  '"^"''  *'«  *''<*  '<» 

Yetft  w::rtVe°cat:'^h'  '''."r''  ^"»  --  ->»*• 

one  or  the  other  '^  ^^^  """"'"S  *»  say.  the 

on'ttriif  PM  t  "th^se^';'?:^  ^^^^  *"-"  -*»<• 

fled  her  regard  About  ,h'  '  ,''',.>"""'«  man  that 
vanished  alternately  a  fat*  ^'  f  ''Pf  .Weared  and 
radiate  from  the  gLst  of  a  dll7  '"i ''™'''  *° 
here  in  the  garden  If  ,°he  NinsbyrWdah»*HT"''"> 

to  th?yiu  h  X  .ol'S'''  ^^^^'"^  """" 

sound  of  her  voice   "vo„'^/"^.  ^^"^"'^  ^t  the  mere 

be  in  love!    Do  rou'^know  th".*'°™ '   v'^""  """^t 
neglecting  me-m<,_thp„^**''**y°"  ^^"^  been 

with  it.  I  am  dying  to  be  told     Tf  M    '^'""''  ""* 
to  Rose  unless  you  rive  mi  „.r—"*'^>'^''y*''ing 

"  /  neglect  vou  .  "    pT'.  P!™!sion  !    There  !  •• 
her.     Insiadh'LexamineS  h"«'  1"'^  ■">«  "«"'  at 
cirrus  clouds  up  i^th"  "etith   l"' ?  '."'"''"'  '°<^'''  °' 
somehow  to  be*^  found  there  '  ^  "'  ""'  '«"^«  «as 

'  Yes,  indeed,"  said  Vida    "  o„j    v 
thought  you  were  a  fri^n^^f  '  •     ""^  shamelessly.     I 
least      We  liked  fh.T        mme-you  used  to  be  at 
You  taught  me  how  to  sofn^/  "'  '."^^^  ^^^  ^^^'^ 

Fowler  blcausehewai?e/oteacTmf.^ 

forgotten  all-all  that  ? ''  ^^^^^^^^  ^^ve 

The  least  echo  of  a  sigh  escaped  Vida 

ti^..l\^raThXfana^■vuv-dni;^,^ 
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I  believe  it  is  Mr. 
my  Phil !     I  owe 


about  the  things  in  the  mine 
Morris  who  has  spoilt  me    . 
him  a  grudge  for  that !  " 

face.     He  half  rose  to  his  feet,  and  then  sank  back 
again  mto  the  green  shelter.    A  stronger  insthict  of 

^/^llwf  ^'«  P'^  ^^"^-  "^  ^«"^d  "«t  be  disloy^ 
to  his  chief.     He  went  to  the  Cottage    s  Vic's  reore- 

confitrW'^"'',.^  ""'^'^'y  said'he  harindTed 
confined  himself  to  such  directions  as  Vic  had  told 
him  to  give  to  old  Dick,  that  he  might  spread  them 
abroad  among  the  men.  ^ 

nf  ^11  ^^^"^  that  Vic.  in  the  interests  of  the  safety 
of  all  those  working  m  the  mines,  was  moving  for  a 
governmental  mquiry  into  the  state  and  safety  of  the 
Incubus  properties.  ^ 

Of  this,  however,  no  whisper  must  reach  the  owners 
or  managers  He  alone  was  in  the  secret,  and  it  was 
this  sense  of  being  trusted  by  a  great  man-for  so  he 
ton  ue     ^^""^  engineer  to  be-which  paralysed  his 

of  Ws  siW^*  "^^'^^^^  ^'^^  ^^"g^*  *h^  ^e^^on 

"  But  I  suppose  you  are  like  the  rest.     You  only 

speak  when  Mr.  Morris  gives  you  permission  and 

Ph?i'"J  if  Tk'^k^*  *°  f  y-  Y°"  ^'^  ^ot  a  bit  our  old 
fiV^K  w'uu  ^S^  who  used  to  stay  behind  after 
all  the  Healthy  FamUy  had  taken  wing,  just  to  eat 
tea-cakes  and  currant  buns  with  two  girls.  You 
had  better  go  over  to  the  VaUey  Manse  and  ask  your 
master  If  it  is  right  for  you  to  be  here  at  all,  in  broad 
dayhght.  and  unprotected  !  " 

"Mr.  Morris."  Phil  answered  stiffly,  "  has  nothing 
to  do  with  my  actions  after  hours  of  work  are 
over.  ^ 

''  So ! '' said  Vida,  mockingly, "  my  compliments  !  " 
bomethmg  hke  a  flash  of  summer  lightning  glim- 
mered m  the  eyes  of  Phil  Calmont-just  glittered  like 
a  drawn  sword  and  was  gone.     Vida,  quick  to  notice 
differences  of  mood,  felt  the  masculine  harshness 
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that  danger  signal  in  hu  '•^^e^jked  him  less  with 
ties  of  itVere1n?Ust?n/^R';,.  ^/'"  **^^  P^^^^^ili- 
»^er  on  her  guard  5^6^,3^". l•"^'"*f  ^'  P"* 
conversation  speediJvback7nfn^*  ^ti"'  .*°  ^^^^  *he 
"  Mr.  Morris ''she  .»?H       ♦i*'  ''^'^  '^^^  ^^^^nne^- 

missiveness^Tt'onL'^S^d  by  PhU  "^  'f  ^,  -^' 
markable  man.     T  felt  n«  1.    k  r     '     /^  ^  ^^^V  «- 

Somehow  tWs  made  Ph1l?^"i'^  ^"^^^  *^"  ^«t ' 
that  he  quite  realTstdfL,^  '"^Jgnant-all  the  more  so 

for  the  gi  beside  h/m  ^T^''''^'''  °^  ^^  °^"  ^ovl 
untouched  by  V^c  M^rri.'P  7"'  ^^^^  *°  ^^d  her 
Yet  somehow^he  felt  iSn  ^*?""°"s  manfulness. 
as  a  slight  on  his  chilf  .1^  ?"*    °°-     "^  ^-^sented  it 

on  the  food  name  0/^4  firm  °^''  '""^"*  ^^^^^  ^  ^^"^ 

withX^htis"!^'"^^^^^^^^^^  said  Phil, 

or  any  of  us  !  "   ^  ^  ^^"^^  *^an  you  or  rae~ 

Vida  laughed  a  little,  nocking  laugh 

InstlnWy\1s  l^S^  --times  I  " 

her  innuendo.  Ld  answered  '' "  "'  "  ""^^^^^ood 
is  only  we  'vho  c^nnf.i  "^  '^  "^'  *«dious.  It 
rise  to  his  level ! ''  ^"^^^^  understand  him- 

"'tl^'"^^'f  "J°"^'  ^nn^istakable  sigh 
i  am  glad  to  hear  you  sav  '  we  ' "  cill     •  ^   «  . 
sounds    ust  like  old  tim^  f    ^!L    ^u  ""^f^'     '^ 
logarithms.  I  mean  wheir?o;,  cf  n  °'^  *^^  ^^^^  of 
have  quite  a  pUe  of  t^m  dnV  "u'^^*"  sonnets-I 
what  they  wi?l  f^ch^^^nZZ^Te  '     '7°"^^^ 
gineer  on  earth,  decorated  «n^         *^®  greatest  en- 
and  I  an  oM  woman  Hnnl  ^      P^^raged.  no  doubt, 
to  cellar.     I  TaSSy  ^ou  "^^"^  ^^"^  garret' 

handsome  for  them  then     «f^.^^  ""^  something 
wolf  from  the  door   a°d  isurf  ;f "'"^^ '"  ^^^^  **^^ 

His'l^o^t.^^Ll^ul^ti?^^  in 

were  an  writtenonthicktJI^effilTn^^^^^^^^ 
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tinted  with  the  local  sunsets)  but  he  dared  not  pro- 
duce them  in  the  face  of  the  raillery  with  which  thev 
would  have  been  greeted. 

"  That  is,  I  believe,  what  they  call  '  blackmail '  " 
she  went  on,  "  I  have  read  about  it  in  the  papirs. 
The  only  cure  is  for  you  to  become  too  rich  or  too 
celebrated." 

"  What  in  the  world  are  you  two  quarrelling 
about  ?  called  out  Little  Miss  Nunsby.  coming  across 
the  lawn,  "  why,  you  are  frightening  the  cows  in  the 
Doctor's  field,  and  in  the  hedge  above  a  blackbird  is 
scoldmg  his  mate  out  of  sheer  sympathy.  You  ought 
even  in  your  evil  tempers,  to  consider  the  happiness 
of  the  lower  animals — poor  dumb  things  !  " 

"  They  are  not  dumb,  that  is  just  the  trouble  " 
said  Vida,  "  it  is  Phil  who  has  become  dumb.  I  was 
only  pointing  out  the  evil  influence  of  Mr.  Morris  over 
him.  Why,  in  the  old  days  he  used  to  chatter  like 
a  jackdaw  when  he  came  here.  But  now  (she  sighed 
with  palpable  affectation)  he  considers  the  talk  of 
girls  like  us  mere  foolishness,  compared  to  '  Weale 
on  Ashlar  Work  '  and  the  merits  of  Hall's  Distemper 
I  beheve  he  will  catch  it,  before  all  is  done  !  " 

"  Catch  what,  you  madcap  ?  "  said  little  Miss 
Nunsby. 

"  Hall's  distemper— and  that  may  be  serious,  you 
know.  For  on  the  advertisement  up  at  the  Station 
It  says  that  water  has  no  effect  upon  it !  So  be  care- 
ful !  Phil.  You  must  never  get  dirty,  lest  you  have 
to  stay  like  that  always  !  " 

This  was  just  the  kind  of  cheerful  nonsense  in  which 
Phil  would  have  revelled  a  few  weeks  ago.  But  the 
iron  that  Vic  Morris  had  put  into  the  young  man's 
blood  during  the  past  months,  was  slowly  making 
him  hke  other  men.  It  was  extremely  silly,  of  course. 
Vida  was  talking  the  most  utter  rubbish,  and  knew 
It.  But  she  knew  also  that  between  two  people 
who  are  or  may  be  fond  of  each  other,  the  great 
thing  is  to  talk— it  matters  little  about  what.  And 
all  the  time,  because  only  the  mannerless  person  or 
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the  dullard  can  look  -.u/n,. 

winged  loves  floarto  aYd  T  '^^^  *°  'y^'-     Little 
catch  the  cosmic  hiatanHH^'"'''*'^^^'     ^^»«  P"i"es 
of  earth-magnetism  make  the  Itor "V^"^  *»^-  "'de,' 
Mother.     For  two  love«    n  M      ^i?^*"*  °'  t^*  great 
under  the  green  wood  n^  fS"^  f^'^^^^  <>'  nature 
free,  will  always  ins^fn'c^TveJv  d1^c^.k  '°P'  ^*»«'«ver 
and  south,  for  so  the  eJrth  ^^     *^*'"*^^^««  north 
fuUer  play.     Thus  mfght  tt  mS'*?'"  "^"^  *^^^« 
been  discovered  and  shfn«      *"?«"«t»c  poles  have 
the  fi„t  Chinaman  susp^SdeS'^if'*^  -^^^^   »>«^°r« 

4p"d  ar;"a:  t;  took\V^'  ^"^^^^^^  P-«flage 
which  brought  them  rounV  *  J'^;*^  ^°°^^d  curvS 
which  GorrS  cit  e  wL  bum    '?%?'  *^^  ^^»  «» 
below  and  to  the  right  drovmed  i„^''^*°^  %  far 
Its  own  smoke.     The  red  St  ",^*- ^'^^^^^  ^aze  of 
of  the  •;  Caravanserai/'  stoSiout';!^'^*?*^  ^"^  ^^^Wes 
a  double  sweep  of  wh  te  ^Ve  Ip.h"  **""  °PP°«^te  ^11. 
tentious  gothic  of  the  W  hL    "^S^  "P  *«  tbe  pre- 
to  PhU  that  the  girlTnthfbir^*    ^^"  "^^^^  «caSed 
straw  hat  had  refused  the  ^"ternf  fw?  ^^  <^^«ap 
now  walking  by  his  side  a  S        ,^  *^^*'  ^^^  wa^ 
with  no  suspicion  of  seitimlnJ  mockingly,  it  is  true, 
was  P  jd  and  done-!^A^'f/°^SAi.  J?"*  ^^.u.  ^hen  aU 
and^not  with  anowTen  *^  ^'"'  ^^  Calmont, 

cWvdry^S^hThad^^wavs^^^^^^  of  the 

absent,  caused  Phil  to  takl^m  n.^^*^"^  *°^ards  the 
And  this  though  the  side  ofh^'nT'"^^^^  ^"^'^d- 
femmme  cried  aloud  at  the  Jlof  ^^'''^.  ^^^^^  was 
about  to  commit.  grotesque  folly  he  was 
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be  angry,  .md  it  is  none  of  my  business.  He  is 
staying  on  here  in  Kirktown  because  of  you.  Of 
course  he  is.  He  'oves  you.  If  I  were  a  girl  I 
should  count  it  an  honour  to  be  loved  by  such  a 
man  !  "  ^ 

..  t^ru** /"/*!*  ^^*^*  *^«  O*^"  Side  was  saying, 
What  a  fool  you  are.   Phil  Calmont  1-And  you 
know  It!— What  an  abject  fool !  " 

cu^?"  *?*  '"o^nen*  Vida  seemed  a  little  taken  aback. 
She  had  not  quite  expected  an  attack  of  this  nature. 
It  was  her  first  proposal  by  deputy,  and  she  smiled 
as  she  thought  of  Captain  Miles  Standish  and  the  cele- 
brated mission  of  John  Alden.  But  in  a  moment  she 
was  herself  again— only  a  little  cross  with  Philip 
for  spoiling  the  evening  calm  and  the  quiet  of  the 
woodland  walk,  with  the  crows  going  noisUy  home 
to  bye-bye  overhead,  and  the  cows  setting  their 
noses  over  the  pasture  bars,  and  lowing  melodiously 
to  be  milked.  It  was  the  time  of  all  others  that 
Vida  loved,  and  she  was  not  well  pleased  with  Phil 
for  spoiling  it  for  her.  He  might  have  known  better, 
m  fact  he  d%i  know  better.  But  she  would  serve 
him  out. 

"  Did  Mr.  Ludovic  Morris  send  you  to  me    that 
you  might  tell  me  that  ?  "  she  said,  "  really  l'  must 
consult   my  natural  protectors,    Dick   and     Billy 
before  I  give  an   answer    to    this    proposition   bv 
deputy !  r    r  j 

"  No"  said  Phil,  hastening  on  the  faster  as  he 
felt  more  and  more  keenly  the  utter  folly  of  his  pro- 
ceedings, "  he  has  never  breathed  a  word  to  me  " 

"  Then,"  said  Vida,  sharply,  "  I  think  out  of 
mere  respect  for  my  feelings  you  might  have  sounded 
your  pnncipal's  intentions  before  committing  him 
to  this.  What  is  done  by  the  servant  is  done  by  the 
master.  Even  I  know  as  much  law  as  that.  In 
fact,  before  we  proceed  farther,  I  think  we  had  better 
step  over  to  the  Valley  Manse  and  inquire  of  Mr 
Moms  whether  he  is  prepared  to  homologate  your 
actions  I "  ^       J 


186 


VIDA 


"Don't""  ""^^^  ^1"*  *°  *"™  about. 

;;  You  filly."   waf whatlhiTafd'"^  '^^P^^^^^^' 

"  X  am  'smy  "'fiit  ^hln  ™'  T*^^^"^  ^^^  softly, 
can't  help  s^eeing  that  ffr  T  ^"^  ^*^  "^^^you 
see  everything?^  You  nrf  '^^'"'  *°  "^«  t^at  you 
people  are.  f  am  on"v  a  nir'"'  \^^'  ^  ^"»-  Mos? 
to  do  what  is  right"     ^     ^    ""'  "'^^^'^  ^^"^^  trying 

you  fudtee'righl  ^°To  S"^'  *^"  "^^  -^-t  do 
self-estelm.  mus"  I  conllf  f  ^^  ^^'^  *°  "^^  ^^  y^^r 
has  never  asked  le-! why   von  """'^  ^  "^^"  ^^^^ 
Kahn.     He  at  least  brm,/h/v    -^?  "^""'^^  ^^^n  Mr. 
front  door,  and  s^^^^:!^  ^  to  the 

..  He  loves  you.  Vida  !  "  ^  ""^^  ' 

..  Who— Mr.  Kahn  ?  " 

to  tangle  itself  between  ffu^ps  "ft '\?**\'«S^ 
m  flower,  and  red  and  ™i,:*  '^  ?  brambles  already 
"  Mr.  Morris  lo«s"oui,u?  ^^f  "t^i--^  ^tiU  in  fruit^ 
say  so.     He  will  not  ev;,,  .„      •  ^  *u°°  honourable  to 

"  To  talk  S  D  cnboT' i"     •'  ''"^^^■" 
and  •  exits  ' "  "'     "^P^     and     strikes  " 

ndiculll^VaS';  and  tpo™tly'S^«  J^^"* 
_^^he^as  not  said  a  word  ofV„4  f^^onTil'tt 

"tL"Thi;'irL':'i^'sr^,r'''^i-pp°-''<'. 

had  been  led  to  beSeye     Yet  .      I?  '"  ^'  »=  ' 
manner "         "^"s™-     Yet  something  in  your 

r  Wha^'a'o^lVail  ST  '  ^^^  <'°«  '"^e  you  I  " 

Vida  put  her  ha^d  i^h      *"!"''°'"='»'J'°<>"") 

her  littlS  handkercUe  °  The?l''f  *  ?"^  "''"  ""t 

centre    she  held  «   d^ntilv  1  f  "l^^  ""'  ^'^y 

pretended  to  cry  into  S'^    '^    °   ''^   '^es   and 
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"  A  foul  attempt  has  been  made  on  the  affections 
of  a  poor  unprotected  maiden  !  "  she  sobbed,  "  I 
was  led  to  believe— yes,  your  words  said  as  much  1 

And  now " 

"  Vida,  I  could  shake  you  !  " 
"  Yes,  yes— do— io  !     Add  violence  to  the  deceit 
you  have  cunningly  practised  upon  a  trusting  heart ! 
How  you  can  ever  look  me  in  the  face  !     But  I  am 
not  so  feeble,  so  submissive  as  I  may  appear.     I  will 
have  my  r-r-revenge  !     A  proposal  of  marriage  has 
been  made— by  master  or  man— it  matters  not  which, 
at  least  not  legally.  ^  Either  by  Mr.  Ludovic  Morris, 
or  by  his  trusty  henchman  Phil  Calmont,  on  his  own 
behalf  !     I  call  upon  the  firm  to  stand  by  their  words 
—to  make  them  good.     Somebody  loves  me.     Some- 
body wants  to  marry  me.     I  bid  you  tell  me  which  ?  " 
And   suddenly    dropping   aU   pretence   with   her 
kerchief,  she  turned  upon  Phil  two  eyes,  with  some- 
thing in  them  far  more  real  than  mere  teasing  could 
have  brought  there,  and  red  lips  moist  with  fast- 
coming  breath  a  little  apart  like  the  hands  she  had 
spread  in  asking  the  last  question. 

At  the  sight  Phil  completely  lost  his  head,  and 
catchmg  her  almost  roughly  in  his  arms  he  cried 
out,  careless  of  who  might  hear  him,  "  I  shouldn't,— 
Oh,  I  shouldn't !  Vic  Morris  is  a  thousand  times 
a  better  man  than  I  am.  But  Vida— Vida— it  is 
I  who  have  loved  you  longest  and  best." 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE   SHADOW   CAST  BEFORE 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^  every, 

anxiety  for  Vic  Morris  U  w^l"^^'  ^^^^  °^  g^eat 
had  not  often  been  seen  in  Kr^f  ^  '"^"^^^  ^"cli  as 
instead  of  the  usuaT  Aorilv     """lu  ^^^  ^^^^^  day. 

by  thunderstorms   whchn=^,7^^*^^^'    variegated 
»n  Scotland,  the  KirkLnians"haJ;  T^/^^  ^"^"^'r 
of  an  almost  tropical  sun     Th.     ^^'^^^  ^"  *^e  glow 
Romer  &  Co.  clicked  dumwt  .T^^^"^  °^  ^"^^^^^ 
along  which  they  had  for^.J  ^^,°"^  *^«  roadways 
mner  side  of  th^  felfoerdusV^'""^"'  "^  *°  *?: 

Stuart  A.P.S..  ofdolal^L^?*^^  ^^  Mr.  William 

In  the  pits  down  bdow  ofco^  ^^"''  ^^"• 
changed.     Twice  a  day  J  moJ^^""!?'  "^thing   was 

matters  belo^!  to^ttcTiJlr'S;^  *'^  ^^^  ^^  'S 
Vic  hid'  '^^'  *°  descend    '   ^°  "^"'^  ^^^^^  ^ait- 

throuV^a  la  W^^^embe^  wh  ^°^^  «^^"^^^1  inquiry 
the  same  bench  a?  Smself  a^'^K^V'f  ^  ^"^wn  7n 
Technical  School.  ^*  *^^  ^ity  of  London 

But  with  the  best  v  111  in  *h^ 
ment  point  of  view,  it^^' a  mm7uU^'  ^'°°»  ^  Severn- 
such  a  commission  di^ctly^To^r"''*^ 'pP<>i^t 

"y-     10  do  so  would  be  to 
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censure  their  own  officials.  Nevertheless,  filter- 
ing through  some  channel,  there  came  a  suggestion 
to  these  gentlemen  that  they  had  better  arrange 
for  a  day  on  which  to  make  a  surprise  visit  to  the 
Incubus  Coal  and  Iron  Works. 

Whereupon,  filtering  through  channels  yet  more 
mysterious,  the  news  also  reached  Mr.  Walter 
Grindling  and  his  faithful  co-worker,  Mr.  Hector 
McKiU.  They  held  council  together  on  what  was  to 
be  done,  Mr.  Grindling  taking  high  ground. 

"Now,  see  here,"  he  said,  emphasising  his  points 
with  his  clenched  fist  driven  noisily  into  the  hollowed 
palm  of  the  other.  "See  here.  McKill,  this  is 
not  a  matter  for  the  Oddfellows'  Hall,  nor  yet  for 

^^. One  Thousand,  Three  Hundred,  and  Five-and- 

Thirty.  This  is  serious.  /  have  got  to  see  it  through. 
There  is  no  use  troubling  the  chief— nor  yet  Mr. 
Kahn— you  understand.  The  chief  is  too  much 
of  a  swell,  too  authoritative  also  with  such  men. 
And,  as  a  foreigner,  Kahn  is  handicapped.  He 
does  not  know  how  to  treat  government  officials. 
Now  I  do.  They  are  to  stop  with  me,  mind— 
and  in  some  way  or  other  I  am  to  be  indemnified  for 
my  trouble  and  ex's.— now  mind  that— enter  so  much 
ore  as  of  a  grade  lower,  perhaps,  something  like  that." 
You  know  that  I  cannot  conscientiously  approve 
of  such  proceedings  !  "  said  Hector  McKill. 

"  I'l^"^  ^°"  ^^^  "°*  ^^^^^  *°'"    ^^^^  Grindling. 

All  you  have  to  do  is  to  keep  your  mouth  shut, 
and  stick  your  initials  in  a  corner  of  a  sheet  or  two. 
You  know  I  have  the  welfare  of  the  concern  too 
much  at  heart  to  spend  a  penny  needlessly.  I  have 
never  done  it  in  my  life  !  You  go  elsewhere  and 
farther  with  your  '  conscientious  '   approval." 

"  I  know,  Grindling— I  know  !  "  said  Hector 
McKiU,  touched  almost  to  tears  to  think  that  he  had 
wronged  his  friend.  For,  strangely  enough,  these 
gentry  had  among  themselves  a  species  of  honour, 
which  was  not  without  a  certain  contorted  nobility.' 
They  were  working  not  for  themselves  but  for  the 
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huTdrett^^^^^^^^^^^  the  lives  o 

their  livS.'  *^'  ^^"^  ^^^^h  they  had  served  aU 

of^thl'Ufc^ea^^^^^^^^  *!;^  -d-  world 

T^iscametoafeadafterfh    «     ^"^    uncertainty 
of  Vic  Morris.     Vale  fml^^^^^        ^"^  *^^  ^^^^^^i^sa 
were  roused  by  the^'S    °"'  ^"^  ^^^»  ^opes 
entitycalled  Parliament   Snr^*??"'^  °^  that  distant 
below     Everybody  ?„Ltha?'"fr.\"^°"^^«-n 
Morns's  will,  as  it  was  exDresc;^  ^'*  ^!'7  ^'^  ^ic 
this  foreman  and  that  W    f    Pnvately  through 
knew  it  was  the  dismissed  en'^"'  °^  ^"^^^     ^hfy 
were  doing.     But  th^  wouJdf  ^'  ^"^  *^^t  they 
own  it.  "^^  "^0"^^  have  died  rather  than 

-t'^S'th  on^brwir^^'io^-^.T^*^  *^«  pits- 
mgs.  dating  a  hundred  ,.  rs  ba'^k  ff^  ?f n^^^  ^^^k" 
ready  to  be  tapped  and  fL/  '^*''°'^  ^""  ^^  water 
stroke  of  a  picf  would  flood  /hr\^t^  '^'  '^^^-- 
end  to  end.  leaving  not  a  ifvll     "^i^^^-^  "^"^^  ^oni 

Others  who  had  worl^H  •  i  V"""^  ^t^i"- 
where  the  drearfiredrmo  foHn^'*!?*  ^"^^^^^  "^^nes. 
devastated  passa^er^^F  1  ""^  *^^  tireblast  alon^ 
Jittle  detach'^eTbSh  fla ''e  wV  i!'^^  ^adseen  tSf 
becoming  fiery.  ho^rLaTo'^J^^^t^"s  of  a  mine 
had  tales  of  ponies.  Shav^^"-t'V^s.  Others 
rose  never  more     And  Vk  ^  °"<^^  ^ain  down 

gate-boys  who  wouldltt'veT^^^^  *'"^-'°-  ^^^ 
sly  for  a  hundred  pounds  ?o  ^^"u  ^  "^^  ^be 
the  invisible  gas.  he^vy  a  7ate?7h''  !J^'^,  -'^^^^^ 
which  was  death.  ^^'  *be  dnnking  of 

numbered  from  A  to  0_t.^^  j  ^"S"'"'^  P"  rows- 
stolidly  got  themse°v?s~eadv  fo,%f  ■""^J'  ^"'^  ""y^ 
In  the  straight  little  V^g,/ tj^'"  i^V'^  work, 
f-ted,  a  father  with  his  hf^^  XlZ  ^^ThSr" 
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-those  who  did  not  know  them  would  have  said  a 
httle  dogged  y-somewhat  sullenly.  At  least  Httle 
was  said.  Silence  is  par  .xularly  a  morning  virtue 
arnong  Scottish  working  folk.     And  this  not  the  less! 

I.™  ^  K  .K^*'''^"',  .""^"y  ^^"^^  ^^'fs  and  strays 
ZZ  h^"  workings  of  the  three  kingdoms- 

these  being  especially  plentiful  in  pit  No    3-the 

'•SkL^'h^i'*'..''"'^'*  ".°*    completed.     These 

sinkers     had  the  name  of  a  wild  lot.  even  for 

Kirktown.     And  the  staid  men  of  pit  No   2-Scots 

cllll'/w  V"'^-^"''  Comishmen^of  ''"he  peo" L 
called  Wesleyans  "-expected  nothing  less  thaS  that 
a  judgment  should  fall  on  them  for  their  language 
during  the  week,  and  their  behaviour  on  Saturdly 

"'!  V,  ^^?^''l^  P^  *^^  "  si^J^^'-s  "  the  Kirktown 
police  had  to  be  increased.     Yet  in  spite  of  all.  the 

hTtl  °^.  J°^  ^ii^'"'^-  ^"^  ^'  ^^^  "°t  on  them 
that  the  tower  of  Siloam  fell,  for  all  their  frequent 
sacnfices  to  Bacchus  and  other  divinities  even  less 
reputable.  " 

As  each  miner  in  the  blocks  got  himself  ready, 
he  glanced  about  him  for  the  day's  provision  which 
the  woman  of  the  house-"  Her.''  that  is-wife 
mother,  sister,  daughter,  sometimes  granddaughter- 
had  put  aside  for  him;  always  on  the  low  white 
wood  dresser,  in  front  of  the  array  of  blue  willow 
pattern  plates,  it  stood.  It  consisted  of  a  bundle 
large  but  pocketable.  wrapped  in  a  squared  napkin' 

w? /^  *^"'~™  • '^   ''^^^^y  ^^^  and   white,   and 
knotted  m  a  particular  way. 

Love  and   prayers,   hopes   and   fears,   especially 


not 


fears    were  tied  up  with  each  knotting. ' 

I  will  curse  God  and  die  if  my  John  does  not 
come  back!"  was  the  memorable  speech  of  one 
woman  John  Hoo's  Cornish  wife.  Number  6  in 
f^A  f\^^  converted  woman  and  a  class  leader. 
And  if  Mary  Hoo  spoke  thus,  what  was  one  to 
expect  of  those  others  of  fainter  light  and  lesser 
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with  tea  or  soup^  swun^  on"   .^'  ^i"?"'  ^^"'  «"«(] 

in  each  left  hand  asth/f  ?r.  "^^/"^  i"dependentlv 

his  door  ^nrSTokVXiyt^^^^^^ 

of  the  summer  momint^hPn-  t^^  ^'^'^  ^°«^"ess 

laid  the  dust-orrpf i,       •     ?'^^*  ^^^^^  had  partly 

which  the  suTwoudsoo^J^^^^^^  '"'^^^.^^^  ^"^facef 

the  feet  of  the  Sonpfl"  "^  ^^^'"' ^°"g  before 

in  the  first  luxuries  of  «       ^'?^"  *°  Paddle  abroad 

Thus  it  was7n  Kir  W    ^"^^J^^^  dust-bath, 
mining  tow""     E^Jn^lrck^l^'l^  '^  ^  ^^--"^1 
not  to  shout  and  scrfSmo  fu   **^^^^  ^^^  taught 

children.  The  verv^.f ^^  *^'  '*^^^*  "^e  other 
the  breadwinnerTtakin/h-r  T/  ^^^^^-because 
and  must  on  no  acco,  nf  I  ^^'!  ^^l'  *^^  "^^^  «hift. 
times  in  the  hot  n.^  2    ^^  disturbed.     There  are 

darkened    when  the  h"^?  ''^'"  *^^  ^"^ows  are 
not  even  ;hrm?nistercaUs#ri°"  ^^P'^^^'  ^^en 
ing  man  is  a  sacred  tiinf    J^^  '^"t?  °^  *^^  ^^bour- 
The  men  go  to  work  ^Vj^^  '*  ''"^^*  *°  ^^  ^^^^ys. 
They  work.     The?  wait      A^™"''  '^^^  ^*  ^°^e- 
leave  school  they   fdlow  fh     ^""^tu^'  *^^  ^^^^i^s 
mine.     That  is  tUr  vocattn'  '^^^^^^^^^   the 
thought  of  doing  anythW  eke     '  ^^^^  ^^Y^   never 
IS  not  for  them-lexcept  tha   t;r  •  t"^^^  ^^"^  ^^^^^ 
road  between  ^vo  dusHpr  V  J^'^^*  P'^^^  ^^  ^^^^ty 
them  from  the  Ihtle  rpH  l-*^^'^^^.'  ^^^^^  conducts 
hole  in  the  ground  do^^  wwl^"  ^"  ^^°^^  ^'  *°  ^he 
dives  incessantly  "^^'"^^  ^  S^^^*  ^  •g*'  of  iron 

And  even  this  i^  feTt  to  be  stretrM  *^'  '^*'"*  °^  it- 
some  of  the  younger  nipn  /.I  ?  ^  P°'"*-  ^^^e, 
bairns  before^^hef sainorfhK^  ^°^^  ^*  ^^^  ^«d 
the  coal  or  send  ud  Jh.  '  ^^^""'^  ^"  ^bo  win 

that  he  who  goes  Z  m.^"  """'*  ^""  ^^^^  ^sk- 
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visitor  been  a  woman      r,!!T  .^'^i"'^  had  that 

tu^str^^e  £^£f  ?F--.-?  ^ 

had  dreaded  long  and 'often.'"'  '""  ^''^^"^  ''''=■' 

why  tha    wTk!  h'^'y  ''"^  i""'  cottage  by  i:;!^ 

enough  to  thrLr/i„"tt  'ePefiftr  ^'ihT 

would  never  now  h^,K?  ^^  ^^^^^  ^"^  'o't.     He 

Jacob  Romer,  Hong-lt^dauS?;"'  *°  •>«.  master, 
him  thp  "  Ri  Jo       ^         aaughter,  nor  receive  from 

But  one  door  beinlZ.^^>?  ^T^^'^  ^*  *°  ^^"^self. 

roi-t.rHS^-----a^^^^^ 

James  Kahn  carried  within  him  aU  fi,^ 
contradictions  of  anewly-arrivedrl™     wh^.h  ''""^^ 
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ancient  savagery  of  vendetta,  and  has  no  more 
objections  to  butchering  its  king  and  queen  Than 
to  kilhng  so  many  rats  in  a  trap.  en    man 

fhJff/v?  u"^*^^*'.'*  *'  Possible-indeed  likely- 
rnM  y  ^  u^"^""^"^^^  J^'"^^  Kahn  he  would  have 

t^?pr.w/''  ^f  ^"^  "^''■*y  ^^^S  safeguarded,  a 
tolerable,  perhaps  even  to  the  sight  of  most    an 

admirable  husband      But  since  she^efusedS'anS 

stood  in  his  way.  she  became  no  better  than  a  mouse 

which,  jawing  at  the  wainscot,  disturbed  his  rest 

Accordingly  he  set  a  trap  for  her.  and  baited  it 

wards  Di7S-^°°^  ^'t^'  ""^  ^^"^^  intentions  to- 
sTown  ^n  r  "^"-  T  ^^^i"'*  ^'^^  h^  had  certainly 
shown  no  malice.     Indeed  at  the  pits  and  at  the 

Tver'^^Hl'^'P^*''  ^"i^^^  ^^°^"  hi"^^«"  kinder  than 
ever.  He  had  comphmented  him  on  the  discipline 
of  No  2  pit.  which  before  he  had  not  Uked.  It  con! 
tained  too  many  "  Psalm-singers  "  for  him.  he  said 
— bcottish  kirkmen  and  true  blue  Presbvterians 
with  a  sprinkling  of  Cornish  Wesleyans    wh^m  he 

i1nT,t  ^'*  S^'"'  ^"^"^  ^h°"y  ""able  to  under! 
stand  them  But  among  these  men  Dick  had  taken 
his  place  with  all  the  prestige  of  his  ruling-eldersMp 
at  the  Kirk  on  the  Hill.  Dick  believed  in  JamS 
Kahn.  and  the  miners  beheved  in  Dick.  So  matters 
went  easier.  tiU  at  last  No.  2  was  in  most  respect" 
the  most  contented  ai.  ^  loyal  pit  in  all  the  Incubus 
workings.     At  least  there  were  no  complaints 

Nn  T^?r"*l^;  "°?^"^  whatever  was  done  for 
No.  2— the  philosophy  of  the  management  of  the 
Incubus  mines  being  that  which  guidid  the  Uniust 
Judge  in  his  treatment  of  the  Importunate  Widow- 
which  IS  to  say  "  Make  yourself  enough  of  a  Us- 
ance and  we  wiU  give  you  something  to  get  rid  of 

in  ^Z  rrvf  *K  ^'^^^  °i  ^^  d^^^at  at  the  cottage 

fffii      ft^?""^  ^°°*^'  Ja"^^^  Kahn  had  slept 

i    1p^"pH  fw\'^*'"-     "^^  ^'  ^^"*^d  imagination 
It  seemed  that  his  secret  was  ready  to  slip  from 
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wordit  a^Th^  Jf-„^  Romer'sda    hterl"  the 

certain  that  the  rirlmu./ ho  ""^  *°  h'""  '^  seemed 
memories  oVthe^oodZt?  f'^'^i^'^^y  enough 
might  marry  vdthth/ ml  "*  ^,"™''^  *^^  "^^^  ^he 
Ja|es  Kahn^h^Lll^^^^^^^^^^        -.,  exactly  as 

spe^t^e'rre!^;ra*„^^^  *-^  that  the 

there  would  be  notWn J  I.f.%'^°?^^    ^"""^^-     Then 
seUoffhismotorca  s  "ft  ri^  ^^^^  but  to 

and-take  the  train  ba?k  to  Bellr^H.  ^f  ^^^"f  ^^i'  " 

He  did  not  dispuTe  weS  nVhf  "^'""'*  '"'  '"«^- 
hearted.  With  the  ^am,  J^*'-^"'* '"""S-  But 
did  the  slayen  of  Al«=,nH  '^"8"'"^^y  readiness  as 

Palace  of  B^f^ade.^elrted''  "'"'  ''"'"'  '"  '"'  °"» 

•  •  .  . 

w^h^'&^crrJhe^S'n  o?H^"'^"^"'  ™^  """      • 
had  chosen  for  VidT tn^'     °i  ?!"  '"^'«''  ^"^  'M 

heraUthat  wastoleseenlw    Th^  ™"',  ='"'?  ^""^ 
were  to  be  installed    ThJvj  T''«»««' electric  fans 

They  had  Leen    he"  oril^  i^*"^  '""^  been  promised. 

-ho\ad  Ssh*edTrpla''ns''^aTd  °'  ^"«  ''°™- 
But  in  spite  of  all  th.  „m  v  5     ^"°  specifications. 

the  '•se?o„dcit"''';°''i.^<iPtTl™'l''-    ^"^ 

was  still  blocked  by  the  steam 
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F?.n  Tv.  '*'*'  ^""7^  '^^  ^"«i"«  at  the  shaft-bottom 

from  th,'/''"'^''*"'  ?PP"^*"*  derived  its  powT; 
from  that  engine,  so  that  the  apparent  good  was 
on  y  the  old  evil  at  another  remove  ^ 

their'^Tidf 'f  ^  l^^"''''  S^^"'  ^^^  P>*™«n  ^ad  put 
of  tL  honm,  *T'*^?/  and  being  quite  conscious 
01  tne  honour  done  them,  they  had  arranged  a  suit 

Tn  sISttanS  I^^-^-^P-mitted  h'rT de:4S^d* 
about  hi/  ^T^°'^'  ^^^'^  ^«re  smiling  faces 
about  her  as  she  went  into  the  engine-house 
James  Kahn  came  forth  from  a  confeSSce  S 
Johnemann.  the  engineer,  who  (as  he  gave  out) 
had  accompanied    him    from    Vienna.     Mr     Kahn 

Tat'at  Ter'  'r  ''I  "^^  ^j'^'  "^°  ^^-^^'^^  --- 
was  Mr  k!L  ^f^  ^^^'^  ^"^y-  ^o  obliging 
was  Mr.  Kahn  that  he  msisted  on  descending  the 

In'fpitTof  ""vida?""^"  ^"'  ^^^  ^^°P*«^  ^^X. 
in  spite  of   Vidas   warning   touch   of   the   elbow 

Dick  accepted  the  attention  as  a  new  proof  of  the 

generous  and  forgiving  nature  of  his  in'^compaiaWe 

DooL*?heytot°ouf  ^'"^  ^'"^"^  "^^  ^^"^^  *»^« 

"  Now,  Mr.  Finnan,"  said  Tames  Kahn    "  I  will 

leave  you  to  show  Miss  Bryan'your  dominions  do^ 

here.     I   daresay  you   will   find   plenty   of  wUling 

^hlf  H?'  -^r^  "^^"  ^"  P"*  ^^  best  foot  fomard 
2  ?  i^  ^"honour  of  the  visit  of  Miss  Vida  !  You 
wiU  have,  therefore,  no  further  need  of  me" 

And  poor  Dick  Ustened  with  a  full  heart 'to  his 
master's  words      Were  they  not.  if  one  were  needed 
a  new  proof  of  the  delicacy  of  his  heart.     The  mere 

^l^l  ""^  .^^  "^^S^*  "^ake  Vida  feel  awkwTrT 
thinking  of  the  offer  he  had  made  and  she  had  reSed 

s^cht  mL'?  ^^^^^"^'  *°  ^^^^^^  '     ^-  *^-  -er 

s  miiar  depth  communications  were  kept  up  with 
the  surface  by  means  of  electric  bells.  With  a 
touch  Mr.  Kahn  was  snatched  away,  leaving  Dick 


THE  SHADOW  CAST  BEFORE         197 

dose^itttr*"'  «!»'"™«""«  d"«k  beneath,  standing 

Dkk ^u^eH^f '''S!;P  *^'  ^"^  '^^^^  °f  the  Dock* 
Uick  turned  to  Vida,  immensely  proud  of  hb 

position  and  fuU  of  explanations  of  tWs  and  tha? 
i^ready  he  had  acquired  that  pride  in  the  perfection 
of  his  workmanship  which  is  the  craftsman's  pleSu« 
ft?m/ 1^'  V^.^la  "velong  day  would  not  be  toTw 
a  time  n  which  to  expose  to  Vida  the  wonder^  «? 
the  territory  over  which  he  ruled4f  n^t^  Sn^^ 
at  least  as  viceroy.  ^  ""8^' 

And  so  it  was  "  Mr.  Kahn  admired  this  "^r  "  Mr 
Kahn  voshes  that "  -till  Vida  had  to^estrSn 
her  speech  by  the  thought  of  all  that  Dick  had  d^,^e 

t\^A\  ^''  .^^"*  ^°"^d  ^i^k  have  thought  "f 
he  had  known  that  his  idol,  with  fell  purposein  h  s 

SVr^^"*  stopped  the  cage  twenty  fathoms  up  the 
shaft  from  where  they  stood  ?  Or  that,  even  at  that 
moment,  he  was  striking  a  match  to  sit  on  fire  the 
covering   brattice-cloth    which    he   had    previoullv 

Jamettahn^in^'-'^T  ^'^  '^'"^  Aasfed'S 
James  Kahn  in  a  circle,  was  promptly  caught  bv 

the  updraft.  and  swept  upward  with  a  roar  into  the 

ong  thousand-foot  of  pit-props  and  brattice-work 

that^  divided  the  cage-ways  from  the  ventSg 

So  s>^ftly  did  it  spread  that  for  a  moment  Tames 
Kahn  thought  himself  lost-caught  in  his  ^ 
proper  trap.  But  he  "belled"  f/rfously.  John^ 
mann  the  engineer  responded  instantly,  and  with  no 
more  than  the  singeing  of  his  hair,  and  smell  of 
fire  on  his  clothes,  he  was  lifted  to  the  surface  brin^ 

b?.r'^^l^  '^\™°^*  *^^"b^^  ^«^s  that  can  evf; 
be  earned  through  a  pit  village, 

.'.'  «i^  ^*''*  °^  fire— Number  Two  on  fire^" 

Where-where ?  "  they  cried,  running  from 

far  and  near  at  the  mere  sight  of  his  terror.  ^ 

In  the  shaft— near  the  bottom  !    Johnemann 
was  quick  or  I  should  never  have  got  throu^JT^' 
^^  How  many  are  down  there  ?  " 
"  Nearly  the  whole  morning  shift,  bar  one  or  two !  " 
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"And   Miss  Vida >" 

)%!lf       I      ®  ^^?  ^®®"  individual  cases,  of  course 

*  *  ♦  • 

There  were  still  a  few  lae^ard*  nn   *i,»        j 
pectants  of  fines  for  the^  So„r«    a  .  !  J^^'^T^^" 
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closely  together,  shifted  the  weight  from  one  shoulder 
to  the  other.  Nothing,  after  his  children,  is  more 
dear  to  the  good  pitman's  soul  than  his  tools.  He 
treats  them  well,  and  in  all  but  the  most  instant 
alarm,  carries  them  with  him  wherever  he  goes. 
Sixteen  hundred  feet  beneath  the  yellow  corn-fields— 
sixteen  hundred  feet  beneath  Mr.Kahn's  "  Caravan- 
serai," and  yet  farther  beneath  the  foundations  of 
high  perched  Gorm  Castle,  lay  the  workings,  branched 
and  tunnelled  and  duplicated,  where  an  hour  before 
the  earliest  picks  had  begun  to  play  their  merry  tune 
—the  tune  that  meant  work  and  wages  to  the  brick 
rows  of  Kirkto\n. 

The  pony-boys  brought  the  waggons  quickly  along 
the  dark  underground  ways.     Here  and  there  lamps 
glimmered  and  danced  over  mounds  of  ore,  or  rub'-    ^ 
waiting  to  be  pitched  into  yet  deeper  "  wells  " 
the  gloomy  unknown  inferno  of  the  "  sump." 

From  the  abandoned  workings,  away  to  the  right, 
of  which  the  boldest  fought  shy,  there  came  faint 
faded  odours— rather  whiffs  than  downright  smells. 
Near  to  these,  even  on  ordinary  days,  the  lamp-flame 
sometimes  forsook  the  centre  wick  and  seemed  to 
cling  strangely  to  the  gauzy  wire  of  the  Davy  frame. 
Few  of  the  men  in  that  great  No.  2  pit  remembered, 
as  they  worked,  that  the  yellow  light  of  the   au- 
tumnal day  dreamed  and  slept  in  alternate  sunlight 
and  shadow  above  them— that  above  was  the  golden 
grain,  and  the  long  shadow  of  the  com  stooks.     These 
were  things  with  which  they  had  nothing  to  do.    They 
did  not  enter  into  their  life  or  experience.     Even  on 
Sundays  they  hardly  lifted  their  eyes  to  the  fields 
but  preferred  to  sit  on  their  "hunkers  "  (which  is  to 
say  "squatting"),  their  backs  to  the  nearest  con- 
venient tarred  fence— the  pious  among  them  with 
their  Testaments  on  their  knees,  and  the  rest  with  a 
lew  packs  of  cards,  so  dirty  that,  at  first  sight,  they 
seemed  to  be  composed  exclusively  of  aces  of  spades. 
At  most  a  boy  or  two,  holding  the  cord  of  a  door 
or  guiding  a  pony,  felt  a  twinge  of  heartache  for  the 
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STnuTs'LTe  Gorr^'^  blackberries,  the  cluster- 
had  to  rui  from  ?hl^  ^°°^'  *''«'«  sometimes  you 

dotted  a™d  hopped  aZ,?r;?"Vr  ""'  ^»'"'"'  'hat 
End      R„7»i;  '^P         '""''  **"*  holms  of  the  GlehR 

.n  this  TOlfra^S  fhr ""'  *''^'  ™.*  '^- 
fathers" had  any  conc^'  *^^^-  °°  ""'  *han  their 

b  Jh^lnl^'Vhe"  rM.'''''' ''I'  '^'°"«'>«  blackberry 
aboufthem  Uke  a  hive"' Vf"^-  '1'  P'*  ""mme^ 
There  was  Uuie  eno.^i  ^Jhat  was  their  Ufe's  work. 

regret  i„?het„rmTof  No  T  '"  *'«>"6ht-none  for 
the  coaM^g  tSlwf '^i'^'"  "■'  ">'"  "™"i"g 
the  signal'?ht  t&U  thtfdoC^«?h/"'f! 
oVthe  ralrLd'  'T^^  «>e  brat'lirdSTarh  y' 

in  the  darkness  '"  *"  ''^J'  by  himself 

ing'^n  tt  d^skiTo/af '"""P^  ■"  *''«^  ""'^•strik. 
stLm  bLkwarf   hL  tr;^'??"^''  *°  "is  eyes  to 

swiftly  hoisted  into  saX  ?h.  f    .     ^^^"^  "^^"^  "P 
ing.  had  passed  h*ron'llr'l*^rerpl^Sarwre?e- 


-^^jflBcraiW 


THE  SHADOW  CAST  BEFORE 


201 


two  men  were  working  at  the  latest  coal  strike.  They 
were  about  to  "  drift."  in  order  to  catch  a  seam  which 
had     pmched  out  "  higher  up. 

John  Roy  laid  his  hand  on  the  door  of  the  cage. 
It  also  had  passed  through  the  fire,  but  as  the  flames 
had  not  yet  taken  a  firm  hold  on  that  side  of  the 
shaft,  owing  to  the  ventilating  air  blowing  the  other 
way.  It  was  no  more  than  bearably  hot 

"  The  pit's  afire  !" 

There  was  but  one  way  to  the  surface  ;  at  least  one 
way  that  a  man  could  use.  John  Roy  knew  that  one 
wall  of  It  was  already  dangerous.  Only  a  few  props 
some  light  wood,  inflammable  as  matches,  and  long 
stnps  of  bratticing  protected  the  other.  It  was  a 
matter  of  a  few  seconds  at  the  longest  before  the  air 
shaft  should  be  attacked.  A  man  has  but  one  life 
He  will  save  that.  All  that  he  hath  wiU  he  give  for 
It.  And  for  the  first  time  John  Roy  knew  how  dear 
his  hfe  was  to  him.  when  he  glanced  upwards  and 
saw  that  dull,  red  glow  in  the  heart  of  the  blindinc 
reek.  ^ 

Yes,  doubtless  (so  his  conscience  argued),  it  wa^ 
his  duty  to  abide  by  his  signals.  But  his  Ufe— his 
hfe  !  He  was  the  only  man  who  knew  the  bells— 
the  only  man  who  could  reply  to  them.  The 
"  bottomer  "  is  the  man  at  the  helm.  Only  he  can 
communicate  up  that  long  incline,  nearly  a  third  of  a 
mile  in  length,  with  the  men  in  the  engine-house  on 
the  surface,  whose  steel  levers,  wire  ropes,  and  elec- 
tric signals  control,  in  their  turn,  the  movements  of 
the  cage  by  which  alone  safety  can  be  reached.  But 
his  life — his  life  ! 

But  John  Roy  did  not  happen  to  be  a  very  brave 
man ;  less  so  indeed,  than  his  fellows,  and  the 
necessity  of  choice  came  upon  him  very  swiftly  indeed. 

Stunnea,  bewildered,  not  knowing  which  way  to* 
turn  amid  the  blinding  downpour  of  stifling  smoke, 
and  the  crackling  of  the  fire  eating  its  way  upwards 
among  the  timbers  of  the  pit,  John  Roy  acted  as  his 
master  had  done   and  leaped   into   the  cage.     He 
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would  have  saved  all  if  he  could,  but  himself  first  of 

ou^r^n^rwhTt^iT^j^trv^rr'-^ 

oT^chth^'^Serr^^^^^^^^^ 

..  ;Thfp!f.7afiTirds^  ^:^'i^z'^^^L  ■■ 

^^come  away  with  me-    Jump  in .     Q„ic'r,Sh 

"No  ••  fhi,°      ,,  . *^^  ^"^^e^  of  brave  men. 
men  r  '       '^  '^'^'     ^"  ^"^  ^^"g  back  and  warn  the 

But  fear  had  fallen  on  Tohn  Rov      Ti,o  ^.^^ 

p.  Jfhl^r  i""^""^'  *^^^^  ^^^ks  bent  from  their  hios 
your  picfi  !  i^«^^-™".  -^-ior  your  lives  ,   Leave 
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The  last  word  clenched  the  matter.  The  men 
knew  that  only  m  the  most  perilous  necessity  would 
such  an  advice  be  given  them.  So  at  the  word,  all 
along  the  long  Imes  of  half-naked  men.  each  man  and 
boy  dropped  the  tool  he  was  using-pick  or  drill 

?hP  W^''  °'.  gelleck  and  ran  as  fast  he  might  for 
the  bottom  of  the  mcline. 

But  when  they  arrived,  they  found  only  the  red 
fire  glowmg  suUenly  from  high  overhead  down  upon 

m,.lff"?nT*''\°  '^'  u  '""^P'"  ^"^  *h^  ^^Se  which 
ought  to  have  taken  them  to  safety,  gone  with  the 
pilot  on  board. 

And  yet  to  the  credit  of  thei  manhood,  their  first 
thought  was  not  for  themselves,  caught  thus  as  it 
seemed  without  hope.  They  thought  of  Vida  Bryan 
whom  they  found  standing  beside  old  Dick  Finnan' 
smihng  but  a  little  dazed.  She  did  not  know  what 
it  was  all  about. 

"  1^^'  ^}i?  P^",""  ^^^^'^'"  *^^y  s^i<l  among  themselves, 

this  IS  the  risk  we  hae  to  run.     But  it's  waur  for 

her  that  kens  nocht  aboot  the  deep  things  o'  the 

thSe!*^^  ^^"^^  °'  "'^''  *^^*  ^^^""^  ^^^"  ^""^^ 

And  above  them,  filling  their  only  exit  from  side 
to  side,  the  fire  roared  blowing  down  its  choking 
breath  upon  them,  while  the  red  eye  among  the 
smoke  seemed  to  look  at  thei..  ever  nearer  and  closer. 
Hear  to  me,    said  Dick  Finnan,  after  a  long  look 

ws  d^ath  r' ' "'  ''^ ''"" ''' ''  ''^  ^''y'^' ' 
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THE   BATTLE   WITH   DEATH 

waifpH  *«,  4.U  ^   J     ;     ^  lurnaces,  men  stood  and 

eveT'p^ttln'fthrir*^"'^'  '7  ^J"'''  *>'"»«=•  ^'hout 
ever  putting  their  aprons  to  their  pvpq      m^   d^ 

KlnT'r'^i  "\"^  Closeted  To^^^th  Mr  J^Se's 
down  below  men  and  boys  might  1^  dv^f^xr 
Tc^unt  ^J^^^-X  rdedlTead^"'^'  "^^ 

No^w'-'f^rS  Jamt^Kah'::  ^""f  ^"-r^^^^^on. 
coughing,  foUoied  ^y'l'tn  "w°hS  Tnd  "  "if^'^ii 
would  shoot  out  on  it^s  way  to  Th  "elt^aDh'tC- 

iMhS*°entIv?"r"''''^  the  wh^lSh  atout 

^^Sfb'uVLnroT^Sf  It  was 
always  darlc  underground,  and  for  t"a    St  fnllT 

leSer  ^Z^T'  \'^  ■anteSs^'and.Tn'-tt'n^^^ 
as  he  promenaded  it  among  the  anxfous  ™ 
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advising  them  that,  since  they  could  do  no  good, 
they  must  just  trust  in  Providence,  as  he  was  doing 
Neither  they  nor  he  could  reach  their  men  do\m 
below.     And  he  quoted  Scripture. 

Even  as  he  dribbled  commonplaces,  suddenly  a 
woman  broke  down.  The  weird,  unforgettable  thriU 
of  the  Irish  "  keen  "  went  out  on  the  still  air,  nearly 
breaking  the  hearts  of  those  who  heard  it.  Grief 
among  the  Scottish  women  was  quieter,  more  patient 
stiUer.  But  even  this  changed  when  it  was  found 
that  all  the  men  were  not  at  the  pit  bottom.  Some 
few,  nineteen  in  all,  had  been  in  the  short  cross- 
workings  a  little  above  the  spot  where  the  fire  com- 
menced. They  were  soon  caught,  for  they  had  no- 
where to  flee  for  r  'age.  For  them  there  was  not  even 
the  poor  mockery  of  a  half-blocked  second  exit. 
So,  when  the  first  descent  of  the  cage  was  attempted, 
the  fire  in  these  short  cross-chambers  was  already 
a  smouldering  blaze. 

Then  the  bodies  began  to  come  up.  Through  all 
Kirktown  the  news  spread  that  they  had  found  them 
—dead— all  dead,  smothered  and  burned!  There 
were  those  who  knew  better— like  Vic  Morris  who 
came  hurrying  down  with  the  two  ministers,  Benjamin 
Irongray  and  his  own  host  John  Fowler  of  the  Valley 
Kirk.  ' 

Then  the  dead-carts  began  to  rumble  along  the 
dusty  ways.  The  forms  of  what  had  so  lately  been 
men  were  laid  upon  them,  and  they  took  their  way 
home.  And  then  with  such  a  sound  as  men  hardly 
hear  twice  from  human  throats  in  this  world,  the 
multitude  of  women,  till  now  restrained,  suddenly 
clambered  on  the  waggons,  as  a  forlorn  hope  takes  a  be- 
sieged city,  crying  aloud  for  their  murdered  husbands 

•'  Most  unseemly  !  "  said  Hector  McKill,  "  com- 
plaining of  Providence  that  way  !  " 

"  Lot  o*  good  it'U  do  them  !  "  muttered  Walter 
Gnndling,  less  piously. 

But,  be  it  remarked,  they  did  not  now  move  so 
easily   about   among   the   crowd.     Curses   followed 
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against  the  oppressor         *''»?"»«  angers  of  Israel 

It  ^«  inrSy"r„d  wf  l^'"  "'"'  ^"i."  "  '™«  *-<«• 
minister,  and  Mr  Fowler  oTfr/v'";,'  ^^^"onian 
alongside  and  dispossessed  »h.  ^''^^  Kirk,  ran 

of  their  persons  a^fl^.™™"  "'">  ">»  Power 
laid  aside'^Jhe  face  1th".  ""'J:-  R«™rently,'^they 
rough  sack  They  Sue'd  ."h""'  "■°^">'  ">»n  a 
clay.  anH  so  takine  reins  ^h  J'^'"""'  mishandled 
home  to  the  firesfde  he  iad  wMT"  "''  f'"^"""'' 
the  Monday's  nod  of  adieu  ™°'"'"e  "''"' 

conterat^r::  j:™r^-  ^:r  ^  t'  - 

such  poor  people  had  nnM^.; '  ^  u  "^  °"^y  because 
emotion,  to  managed  da  ntilv"'tn\°^  If  ^'^^^  '^''' 
upon  it.  to  lead  it  out  anH  ^ol^'  •!    ^"^  beanng-reins 

due  occasion4s  when  a  v^^^j'iV*  '"^S^?"^'  ^^^^  "P°" 
Unseemly-yes  sureltTi  ^J/^^ndolence  is  paid  ! 

sleek,  well-groomed  comninv  ?k  ^T'"^^  °^^hat 
cotted.  leather  arm-chS^  ^V^^""^  ^"  *^^  ^^ins- 
Offices  !  Only  ?hT  fierrt^"^"?'  ?^  *^^  ^"^"bus 
insolent,  indo^table  eyes  and  tl^''^^  ?°"^^^'^ 
which  stood  more  udXm  fh.  ^  ^"^^^  ^^^^le 
belied   the   well-mp^nfrf        ^?  ^""^^  «"  ^^  head, 

that  fierce  enTrgy'^LX^tV^H^^  *'^^^-     ^et 
firm  and  its  advisers  ^  ^^'*  ^^"^^  ^^  t^e 

to'fhVstvtVu'gg^^^^^  -^  the  managers- 

James  KahnlTo  LTcluse  ,^^  h7/\^'""'°^  P"*"^^' 
ceeds.  small  though  t  St  b^  t  a^'^T  '"  ^^^  P^°- 
and  baited  it  with  thiSv  .Ln- '  ^^  ^^^  '^*  ^^^  ^^ap 
did  not  think  irwLhl^?'"'"^'^^^^^-  ButKahn 
down  at  the  boTtom  "^'"^^^^l^g  that  there  was  a  gir" 

theoldmanwi&flTcLm:^^^^^^^^ 
as  he  drove  pastXr  roH.  ^^^^^  ^^^  ^^^  s^^"' 

bays  could  pSl  him  or Ta/?.^t  ^f  ^  ^'  ^^^  ^P^edy 
bis  pew  inV   Smeronian°°^^^^^ 

surveyedtheaudience.ar,^r^SL-,,^^^^^^^^^^ 
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Ben?«^'l?'i'""^  sulphuric  quality  of  the  Reverend 
Benjamm   Irongray's  sermons. 

These  four  had  before  them  the  plans  of  the  Incubus 
pits-especially  that  of  No.  2  pit.   where  were  'he 

ffir:!"'"-  „?'  ^--r  4nager.  Mr.  H^ecio 
McKill.  was   as  all  knew,  a  pious  man.  and  he  had 
often  prayed  for  the  spiritual  state  of  those  now 
penned  below.     Only  he  had  blocked  up  theTecond 
Ex.t  With  steam  pipes.     But  his  prayers  must  have 

Th./,f' '^*  '^"?i^'*  *°  *^"  P"^°"^^«  ^t  that  moment 
They  knew  of  them,  because  Hector  McKill  always 
said  his  prayers  m  pubhc.  pumping  them  up   from 
his  large  well-fed  system   with"^  a   wheSinf  S 

emotion.  ^    '"*'"^'^    *°    '"P'"''"*    uncontfoUaWe 

fhJ^.^ri'^^"'  °!u^^-^  P^*'  approved  and  passed  by 
l.irVu  ^"*h°"tl«s.  went  slowly  from  hand  to 
hand.  They  were  furnished  with  splendid  extra 
exits,  fire  escapes,  traps,  rests.  Everything  was 
wide  and  clear.     You  could  have  drive/ a  ca^rrilge 

thaTT.  "P-^^^.^-^r^  '^^1;°'?*  ^^^^P^"g  the  wheels 
—that  is.  as  the  Second  Exit  of  No.  2  had  been 

arranged  on  paper. 

It  is  a  pity  that  men  cannot  be  saved  on  paper. 

Now  and  then  the  manager  of  a  neighbouring  pit 
having  heard  of  the  accident,  would  tap  timidfy  at' 
the  door.     He  would  have  come  boldly  in.  but  for 

h^  fh'^^i^''^^  ^""^^'■-  ^'  ''  ^^^'  seeing  before 
him  the  falcon  eyes  and  fierce  beak  of  the  master  of 

the  Incubus  workings,  he  meekly  inquired  if  he  could 
be  of  any  use.  discovf -ed  that  he  could  not.  and  so 
went  his  way. 

But  it  was  the  coming  of  Vic  Morris  with  the  Vallev 

Kirk  minister,  that  first  put  hope  into  the  men  at  the 

^'lA  helping  their  comrades  below.     If  any  one 

could  help-if  anyone  knew  the  pit.  it  was  Vic  Morris. 

It  was  from  Johnemann  the   engineer   on   duty 

(once  of  the  Good  Intent,    who  had  turned  up  at 

Kirktown  unexpectedly)  that  Vic  Morris  learned  the 

ghastly  news  that  Vida  had  gone  down  that  morning 


1 


1  is 


I'UI 


2o8 


VIDA 


Dick'  fZL"""  '"'  ""  "y  ""  '"""-father,  old 
Mofris  had  „«d  oJ  him    """"'"'  ■"  *"  ^"''-     ^''^ 

^Sl?"r-  -sits  r^-- 

"  Eye  of  the  pW  "     |   *°  *Ii^  ^P^"  known  as  the 
H,-^  oi     :  !.        "•       ^^o"*  thence  the  "  dook  "  or 

wfue  a"Huk.?J  '"^."TJy  '"''^'  hundred  feet 

»Tuuiu  ue  gaming,  and  that  even  if  he  werp  fnrfi,«o*^ 
perpendic^:.:/  delS^"*  Th^"'ioti'  "d^'c^^  '"J 

^^n?httIbS^fhSg:;'.-='«<''<^-''«  ^'  --'""^ 

Farther  they  must  not  go      Onlv  Vir  o«^ 
or  two  others  tripH  +1,^  1      ^ •'   ,.      ^   ^^^  ^"^  one 
wo  oiners  tried  the  long  mc  me  of  the  "  dook  " 
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Innar     S-^  this  chimney  was  twelve  hundred  feet 

JamerLhn  He  knewllTaTM  ^"^'^  '^"^  ^^^^ 
there.  He  knew  also  fhnf  f/^7"'  "^^^  "°^  ^°^n 
be  owine  to  h^m  H  ,  ^^*  ^^^^^a  escaped  it  would 
Tn^  Vk^  •    ?.*"^- .   '"  ^0^^  and  war  he  was  his  rival 

mann  and  plunge  the  ca^e  wifh  ofi  "*  J°^"®" 

into  the  flamp*!  mII??!.^*"  ^^*  '*®  occupants 
his  steady  behef  in  th^'^^*  ^^^f  .^°"^  i*  too.  but  for 
the  depth's 'of 4\*umbrT:^^^^^^      ^^  ^^^^^^  ^^- 

theTela^t^wT/sar^^^^^^^^  *^^  --  ^^aft 

of  flamp      A  nl^     1     ^"'^^"gh  the  long  roanng  tunnel 

belt  for  Ws  wa^s?  "'  ^'^^^^'^  ^  ^'^^^  ^^^ther 

mdn"hi;^*o;?yll"^^^^^^^^  ^1-5  <^«-  the 

when  it  Tea^chedtLLZ.^  .i^""^  '"  ''^^"^s  of  steam 

down  with  any  safety  ^  ^o  venture 
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cended  with  him.  united  in  dissuading  him.  But 
Vic  held  out.  If  he  could  not  make  it  then  nobody 
else  could.  Besides  every  moment  gave  them  less 
chance  of  saving  the  girl. 

It  was  then  that  Phil  Calmont  felt  most  bitterly 
his  mfenonty.  He  had  called  himself  an  engineer 
above  ground,  but  down  there  in  the  dark  the 
commonest  pony-boy  knew  more  than  he.  And  far 
below  him  in  a  deeper  darkness,  shut  off  by  doors  of 
flame  was  Vida  Bryan.  True,  he  could  not  help  her. 
tven  to  die  for  her  sake  would  not  advantage  her  in 
the  least.  It  was  fortunate  that  his  father  gave 
i'liil  some  of  his  instruments  to  polish  and  cover.  The 
drip  from  the  roof  told  upon  them,  and  Dr.  Hugh 
Calmont  loved  them  considerably  more  than  his 
children— who.  generally  speaking,  were  a  nuisance 
to  him.  But  after  this  night  he  had  hopes  of  Phil 
He  knew  how  to  use  a  piece  of  chamois  leather. 

Phil  sank  his  nails  into  his  palms  as  Vic  Morris 
taking  a  long  breath,  set  his  foot  on  the  first  rounds 
of  the  long  steel  ladder.  Only  by  keeping  very  close 
to  the  wall  could  he  avcid  contact  with  the  still 
heated  pipes.  The  running  water  had  cooled  them 
to  some  extent,  but  the  narrow  tunnel  was  filled  with 
stifling  fumes,  with  whiffs  of  dissolving  steam  and 
above  all  with  the  dull  sullen  heat  radiated  froiii  the 
heated  metal. 

What  Vic  Morris  suffered  in  that  long  descent  can 
never  be  known.  He  has  not  thought  fit  to  tell  at 
any  length. 

"  It  was  a  tight  job  !  "  Or.  perhaps,  in  moments 
of  great  expansion.  "  A  little  more  and  I  should  have 
slept  m  the  'sump'  that  night!"  These  came  the 
nearest  to  any  description  of  his  experiences.  But  he 
reached  the  bottom,  though  more  than  half  roasted. 
He  found  that  the  miners  were  gathered  waiting- 
most  of  them  up  to  their  knees  in  the  water  which  was 
already  collecting  at  the  bottom  of  the  "dook." 

"Better  get   away  at  once,"  he  cried,   "  comp 
boys— follow  me  !  " 
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thi^*JU^CiI;^U:i^^^^^^^  "P«*"  Sharp 

fathom  and  had  to'ome'Sfek  '•' '"''  "^  ^'°"*  *»»»^? 

Vic/''t"  rZtoi;;.'t:":ho^"  ^^^^  way.-,  shouted 

Where  is  Miss  B^yfn  ?^  Let  m.V"  15-^  ^*y  »>^<^k. 

Even  then  he  dTd  not  lay  ^mT' ""'''  ^^y^"'" 

they  4re  handhnrsomi^^^^^^ 

soon  on  the  ladder%'c  Morrf,  .J?!- "  "'^I!''     ^'^^  ^^^ 
rounds,  while  with  his  oTstr.fil^^^r/^'*  °"  *he 

clasped  the  girl's  belt  to  keeDhpr'^^^^  ^'"  ""»  he 
the  heated  pipes  ^  ^^"^  "^^^^  ^^ay  from  the 

fo^^e'^XZ^^^^^^  r  ~gingly 

less  than  a  messeCer*frS^  tf*""^  *°  ^^^"^  hardly 
content  to  follow  haTtinI.^i,^'T"'  '^^V  ^ere 
half-baked.  gSng  on  aiaSftr.'"  ^'  ^altedlthen. 
the  elders,  and  so  iS  ?fme  kll  ^1.^""^'':'  supporting 
workings  of  No    2  n  w«    u  f  T"  *"  ^^^  West 

Morris  ^as  firstVan^lt^'X^Vidft"'     ^'^ 
conscious  in  his  arms  ^-°^^^^S  Vida  almost  un- 

4\K;i^^^^^^^^  and 

SutK^^-^--£^nrw<Sc^ 

Blocks  K  and  L  had  not  w  "^u.^'^^^S^  '"^^"y  'n 
Between  them  and  the  bottoT^  nf  Jk^'..*2  ^^*  ^<^^°«»- 
long  declivity,  and  then  1^*^  "^^"^  "  ^^  « 

^t  had  -  Wdi&acTs^;;„^^^^^ 

caused  tr'4'Llo*tffi^^^  h^<^  even 

declivity,  as  in  a  great  capital  U  T^  ^°"°"'  °^  ^^'^ 
for  it.  therefore  but  to  r^'fi;  JJ^re  was  nothing 
searching  for  ever  hUer  an^^  \'^^''  *^"  ^^*^« 
for  everl  man  of  them  th./^^^^^'  ^'°""^-  But 
^n  the  shaft  had  stnp^Si  the  pum^  T"  '^^  «'« 
.-ngeve^mome^nlanrai?re^;,re^;;^^^^^^^^ 
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driven  into  a  corner.  The  men  followed  it.  Chief 
of  then-  was  Christie  Penman,  joint  surveyor  of  the 
ways  with  Old  Dick  Finnan  and  a  man  of  a  simple 
and  natural  piety.  Christie  knew  well  that  it  was 
impossible  to  lead  his  men  to  safety.  They  were 
shut  in  on  every  side.  But  he  called  the  roll.  There 
were  sixty-three  of  them,  men  and  boys.  As  the 
waters  mounted  he  asked  them  to  kneel,  he  himself 
prayed  aloud  in  their  midst— no/  after  the  fashion  of 
Hector  McKill. 

And  so  they  were  found  after  seven  months  under 
water,  their  bodies  almost  perfectly  preserved  by  the 
iron  which  the  water  held  in  solution.  They  made 
two  great  circles,  dark,  indistinct  shapes  worshipping 
God.  Some  had  fallen  forward.  Some  had  simply 
sunk  down,  but  all  were  still  kneeling,  and  one  of  the 
little  boys  who  had  '  run  to  warn  the  men  '  was  found 
with  his  head  on  the  parental  knees.  He  at  least  had 
found  his  father  !  Who  shall  say  that  the  others 
had  not  also. 

In  foreign  churches  I  have  seen  pictures  of  the 
Perpetual  Adoration — angels  and  archangels  winged 
and  glistering,  prismatic  and  glorious,  circling  about 
the  Great  Throne  itself.  But  what  is  that  to  these 
sixty-three  in  the  black  pit  deeps,  far  under  the  water, 
kneeling  for  seven  months  with  hands  devoutly 
clasped,  even  as  the  waters  had  caught  them,  making 
their  homage-prayer  to  the  God  of  all  Forgiveness. 

Yes,  the  boys  had  warned  the  men  !  No  Victoria 
Cross  was  theirs,  but  long  after  strong  arms  lifted  them 
tenderly  one  by  one  ;  the  first  (as  I  have  told)  from 
across  his  father's  knees,  another  prone  on  his  face  as 
the  deadly  reek  had  caught  him  hurrying  on  his  mis- 
sion, the  third  so  deep  in  the  "  sump  "  that  even  the 
glare  of  the  search  lantern  could  not  reach  him,  and 
it  was  the  grappling  irons  which  brought  to  the  sur- 
face his  poor  little  wasted  body. 

It  was  a  quiet  Sabbath  when  the  first-fruits  of 
death  were  laid  in  their  final  resting-graves  on  the 
breezy  hill-top  looking  down  on  the  slopes  under 
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which  they  had  been  entombed  more  deeply      There 

There  the  widows  and  the  elder  orphans  sanethe 

&S^  h:l'°"''^  death-bed-whic?.  is  the  ?wf  nty! 
third  in  the  version  of  Francis  Roos.  And  the  lilt 
oHheir  voices  nearly  broke  the  hearts  of  those  who 

"  '  Yet  Wfeir^^'ne'Sr^^  '"**'''  '"^  '^'' 
For  Thou  art  with  me.  and  Thy  rod 
And  staff  me  comfort  still." 

And  at  the  open-air  service,  behind  the  rows  of 
weeping  women,  the  little  children  of  Blocks  K  and  L 
played  about  on  Kirktown  Green,  or  stood  staring 
tTem"al1    ''  '*  '  ^^^^-^ith  never  a  father  amonf 

On   Sunday,  however,   Hector  McKill  conducted 

thrVr'?  f  '^"  ■'^'^"'■^h  °^  t^^  °"<^  thousand 
three  hundred  and  thirty-five  days  "  with  a  con 

science  void  of  offence.  ^The  firm\ad    ubscribed" 
a    hun'!;ed    pounds    to    the    relief    fund,    and    he 

S^Th*'"  '!'"""«'•     ^"*  ^"  «Pit^  of  this.  John 
Fowler,   the   minister  of  the   Valley   Kirk   had   a 

Why  should  he  ear  ?  Had  he  not  one  hundred  and 
sixty  pounds  SIX  shillings  and  six  pence  from  the 
Sustentation  Fund  of  his  denomination  which  no  man 
could  take  from  him.  "  I  do  not."  he  said.  °  Tea" 
out  blame  nor  pretend  to  decide  legal  quibbled.  But 
Idosay  that  the  men  who  are  responsible  for  faihne 
to  provide  a  way  of  escape  for  these  men.  are  res! 
ponsible  for  the  loss  of  sixty-three  lives,  and  for  this 
they  shall  one  day  answer  at  the  bar  of  G(     " 

Wherefore  it  came  about  that  two  mornings  after- 
wards John  Fowler  found  on  his  manse  table  a  letter 
from  the  solicitor  of  Incubus.  Romer  and  Company. 
The  letter  informed  him  that  he  had  laid  himself  open 
to  an  action  for  Ubel.  and  requested  the  name  of  his 
law  agent.     John  Fowler  had  none,  but  he  made 
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Suows'r  ^'"^  ^''  P'"'  ""^  *^^  ^"^^-^  '^^   as 
n.lhi  ^Pf  ^l"y  declared  in  my  sermon  that  I  took 

satisfied  to  m^..       ^°'  r^'  °*^^'''  ^  ^h^"  be  wholly 
satisfied  to  meet  your  clients  at  the  Bar  which  alone 

I  named,  on  the  Great  Day  when  all  wrongs  shall  be 
righted  and  all  crimes  punished  "  ^ 

When  Vic  elbowed  his  way  outside  the  throng 
he  found  Janet  Fowler  looking  for  her  father      Sh; 
was  a  plain -faced  girl  with  blautiful  eyes    and  she 

Manse.     G.-..erally  Vic  Morris,  his  head  full  of  Vida 
Bryan,   paid  little  at^-ntion   to  Janet.     She   was 

°^?T'''.  nr  °^  ^"^^*^°"^  ^'  to  her  father.  ' 

Yes      (Vic  answered).  "Mr.  Fowler  was  well  • 

m  the  West    Workings   were  saved.     How  did  he 
know  ?     Well.  he.  Vic  Morris,  had  been  down.'' 
in  .„rh  \         ^°'^^''  5^^^"  *°  ^^y-  not  noisily,  but 
eve^elv^'T^L^M^'l^'  ^^^""^^  ^^^^^^  Violei  say 
McInSh^  J.t^tf  ^.'^^S°'"^r^^^  "  (MackaposhZ 
Mcintosh).      what  for  does  the    water  run   down 

your  cheeks  into  your  neck;  you'll  take  the  starch 
out  of  your  lace  collar,  and  then  !  " 

But  as  soon  as  Janet  Fowler  knew  that  it  had  been 
to  bnng  up  Vida  Bryan  that  Vic  had  risked  his  life  she 
stopped  crying  quite  suddenly  and  went  home   drag- 
ging after  her  the  most  un>^lling  Miss  Clet   wh^o 
thought  that  it  was  "  juss  lovely  to  see  so  maiy  people 
an  the  lamps  aU  lighted,  an'  the  carts  an'  aU  .^''  ^   ' 
bhe  was  no  longer  anxious  about  her  father   * 
Neither  were  Tim  and  Alf  and  Raif.     Thev  were 
much  excited    on  the  contrary,  to  see  Mr    MoTrTs 

STheT/e' 0I  "  '^  '^T  "?  "^^  S^^^^"'  -here  Sm 

''Th.r  T  ?{  T^'r  ^h°  *^^^  his  head  filled  with 

TheGallant  Acts  of  British  Soldiers."  gleaned  out 

?  P"f«-hook  of  Raif's).  decorated  him  on  ?he 

spot  with  the  capsule  of  a  ^inger-beer  bottle  by  way 
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iLZtZ..^^^^^^^  ^"    disappointed, 

escape  their  attentions "uwa    mea^oTwrn?";  I' 
stop  and  tdl  them  all  about  it      But  whe„VV     t-  ! 

throughatelesco^/a^d^o^^^^^^^^^^^ 

right  angles    to  a  little  cottage  on  the  edge  of   a 

wood.     In  the  gable-end  of  it  !  light  h:d'bfgun  t^ 

So  he  had  saved  Vida  and  sent  her  home  and  she 
had  never  even  thanked  him  for  it.  ^ 

fh.J^    A  ^'i  "°*  know-he  had  come  away  before 
the  wonder  happened.     AU  his  thoughts  were  now 

had  held  Vida  in  his  arms.     He  had  saved  her  We 
Yet  he  knew  that  she  did  not  love  him-  he  felt  she 
never  would.     But.  having  had  her  Tife  saved  ^t 
might  seem  only  reasonable  to  the  girl  that  she  should 
m  some  way  show  her  gratitude  to  her  preserver 
perhaps  even  by  the  gift  of  herself.  P^^^erver- 

Wow  Vic  Morris  detested  ffratitnH*.      w^  u 

accept  no  "  preserver  "  busLesCr  ^^t  toS  uSf' 

W.„     ^Jf^  '^°"^^  ^°°^  *^^  "^«^e  kindly  upon  h?m 
because  she  was  grateful  for  his  having  done  anvtS 
soordmaryas  saving  her  life,  was  inexpressfb^v  an 
noymg.    He  would  as  readily  have  done  ftSa  ponv 

toSlra^r  h'?:     1°  \--^'  -<1  thLeL  reason 
to  thmh  that  he  beheved  this  himself. 

nZy      ""i^-^  J"'^^^  ^'^  ^^g^"  his  preparations  for 
quitting  Kirktown.     They  had  been  long  exoectW 

hid  from  th?'"'  "^*  ''  ^' "2^  *^^  extrToVer'he'Ll 
had  from  the  new  mines  at  Bilbao.  He  would  have 
a  looV  at  them  as  he  passed  through, 
hau^htv  i  ^^^i  "°*  know  was  that  a  fierce-eyed. 
KnS^  7.U  ""^^  ^^^  directed  the  carefully  wrapned 
body  of  the  rescued  girl  to  be  placed  in  hi^  ^Srt 
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foil ''k"^T~°^'*?^''^  ^y  ^^'  ^'^^'  ^h"e  he  himself 
took  his  place  with  the  coachman  I 

nflhTl  "^^^t  they  entered  the  cottage  and  the  wife 
of  the  nearest  game-keeper  had  been  waked  from 
her  slumbers  to  help  Vida  to  bed.  that  Vic  MoriS 
saw  the  light  start  out  of  the  sombre  blur  of  the  Gorm 
woods^  m  the  exact  place  where  he  knew  the  lodge  to 

h^H  1  ^  ^'^^^  "'u'^^y  ^^  ^°^^  fi^  it  as  well  as  if  he 
had  aid  it  down  by  chart  and  compass. 

h^rl'JI^*  ^°"?  J^"^*  ^°^^^'''  the  plain  girl  with  the 
beautiful  eyes  kept  those  eyes  opeS.    She  heard  the 
bj*^P.bump  of  Vic's  leathern  trunks,  as  each  was 
filled  and  up-ended,  to  be  out  of  the  way  in  the  coriTer 
bomehow  there  came  into  her  heart  a  pitiful  sense 

iLfVT-     ™^  ^  ^^'"^"'^  clear-sightedness  fn 
V^V  M    'f''^""™'  ^'^y  her  own  sex.  she  knewthS 
Vic  Morns  was  going  because  of  Vida  Bryan    and 
believed  that  he  did  not  think  of  her  even  a  Sue  Ut 
Yes,  I  suppose  she  is  beautiful."  she  said  to  her- 
self, moving  a  little-a  very  little  in  her  bed  so  i  not 
to  awake  Violet,  "she  is  what  they  call   beaSihii 
and  I  suppose  that  is  all  men  care  about !    No  that^s 
a  shame  of  me.     She  is  good.  too.  I  am  sure  "  (here 
Janet  sighed  long,  as  if  she  wished  she  could  con  and 
set  m  a  note-book  all  the  iniquities  of  Vida  Bryan 

rui^^ScV^rSr  ''^  '°^'  '^^ '''  p^^"^^^  ^^  ^"' 

Janet  Fowler  was  early  awake.  That  k  ch*.  a;^ 
^,t'P  at  all.  But.  ne';erthei:ss.?h:Vam  'down 
with  her  face  glowing  with  cold  water,  her  hair  neatlv 

thanThe  sk^  '"  T.'^"^  ^^  *^^  '^^  which  is  blue^r 

terse      A^lTi  ^^'''  ^  ^-'^  ^'  ^"  Wordsworth's 
verse.     Among  her  many  virtues  Janet  could  not 

allow  anyone  to  leave  her  father's  house  not  even  1 
1  ^7^fT^i  ^'^PPlyi^g  for  a  Sunday-last  and 
east  of  the  human  species-without  a  good  break- 
fast. She  knew  that  there  was  an  express  at  ti^ 
mmutes  to  six.  So  that  at  ten  minutes  pasf  five 
the  substant  al  breakfast  aforesaid  was  on  fh^  taWe' 
From  the  haU  she  had  heard  Vic's  final  preparations 
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She  tapped  timidly  at  the  door      v,v   o      u    u   ^ 

"m- *y ^"«t  in  astonishment.  )°"™«y-     «. 

he  sp"o£?ndri;  t-j^-  ..^Jl-^^^thoutmeaningit 

.otgr-T;»,i-^^^^^^^^ 

;;  But  how  ?  ■•  he  insisted. 

pair^  eyes' w2h"tJ°"'"-  '"«"«  *°  "s  face  a 
Ld  seStrp'tni^^l  ^Z^LX^Zt^:^'^^ 

in  the  corne?  win  he  hX^Ser^tlrrTtr' 
hice  the  Lr-!U°n':J''p5^^,4-*%--'  ='ea.  away 
whei  y^ZmTas"  '^''  "''■  "  """^  -*  •»<>« 

tho'!.';h^ir'ra;\;;t.%pr* -"^^  ^''^-^  --• 

time  his  eye  sweot  acro,^?hii    5°™  "°°'^^-    Each 
woodland^  thTlfttle  dot  o?  h  r^'*?^  °^^^^-  6™" 

sa/siiTntt^fSrtU':  7rr  "'^r'  j-«' 

Vic  explained  that  heTdCrtrri^ttrt;"!,':; 
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father,  about  where  the  trunks  were  to  be  sent  to-the 

nT?!u  ^a'^  ^"^*\^'-     ^^^^""^  "^^  "^°"«y  i"  the  letter 
xle  halted,  and  stammered. 

i«"nn^"^'/^^'u*''  "'^'"  said  Janet,  sharply.  "  father 
all  forTou  ••'  ''''*  °^  *^'"^"     ^  ^"^  ^"^"d  t°  it 

"  But  I  could  not  think  of  troubling  vou  "  he  siiH 
a  little  self-reproachful  (but  not  muchf 
'•  n.?  '  *^^  trouble  is  nothing."  she  laughed,  merrily; 
it  for  "oul^- '°  ^'^^*  ^^  '^  ^°"  ^'^^^  "^y  ^^t^^^  to  ^o 

And  in  her  heart  of  hearts,  as  she  turned  away  she 
murmured.  "  It  is  always  something  /  " 
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CHAPTER  XXIII 


THE   SPANISH   STAMP 

M»  coding  fri™  aXtS'ee°U„'^  thTw^^wrS- 

declined  to  ma^rfspecfacTe  o^TheirSw   ^bS 
o  it?h;i'""  ""'",  "ifferent-those  whThId  seen 

ingratitude,  or  lack  o/sympX  "^"'"' 

unly  these  Scottish  widows  wpr*.  «f  ♦!,«  c    •  x 
opinion  that  the  heart  W^t^  s1^%'tSn:"^ 
Grfvl        a  stranger  intermeddleth  n^  theremth 
thpJ^-*'"''*'  ^'  .^^  '"^^^"g  acknowledgement  That 

sorrow  ^  characteristics  of  Kirktown  s 

Pumping   engines,    newly   erected    for   fh«   i 
labour  of  emptvine  the  Pit  m!;  ^  .        ^°"S 

wnrlf      Tho  y.ji    6  tne  nt  No.  2,  were  already  at 

Jiojarij-jjiSXn^^^^^^^^^ 

It  was  a  bnsk,  bask,  chillish  day  in  the  back  end 
ate  m  November,  with  the  wind  blowing  over  B^fc 
Spii^     Sh^r^'  ^°^^^j;  ^^-eived  her  first^  letter  from 
bpam.     She  knew  it  by  instinct,  though,  hithert^ 
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faUonf  °Tt'?HV^'  handwriting  in  scraps  of  calcu- 
trembk.  ^^''''  °"   '^'  envelope  made  her 

ihK'^^A  *7!^^^ast  time.     Janet  was  in  her  place  at 
h^  H  k'^"^ J'lu^  V^^^'-     Li"i«  Tim  broughtTt  fn      He 

'•  I  wan  'the?tamn'i^i^*  the  postmln's^Vniform' 
„«*  *  "  ,  ^^^^P'  he  cried.  "  Our  Tenn  ha* 
got  a  foreign  letter.     I  want  the  stamp  !  ' '  ^        ^^' 

he  John  Fowler,  generally  felt  himself  preUy  safe  in 

nnrhnn^o^^^f  "f *.  °PP°^^*^-  "^  had^lived  a  org 
and  honourable  hfe,  directing  himself  thus  Thf 
Tartans  arguments,  clever  and  brilliant  at*  times 
were  seldom  meant  to  be  anything  but  irritating  Yet 
each  morning  dreamy  John  Fowler  read  the  conipllte 
senes  of  Tarian  editorials  in  order  to  rouse  Sn 
himself  sufficient  combativeness  to  think  out^rei 

™  Now  1? the'  h°  ""'T!^  T^^^*^  conclusions  "'" 
Now  if  the  boys  had  only  been  quiet  he  would 
have  subsided  into  the  mental  construction  of  a 
never-to-be-written  sermon  demolishing  the  third 
rar^a«    editorial.      But,    presently,    thlv  were  lu 

[hftlle°!f '\^''^.^  ^^^^  °^h^^  furtl^eirunde 
the  table,  so  much  so  that  one  stinging  "  shin-Dlaster  " 
intended  for  Master  Tim,  caught  his  sister    vfnT.. 
who  nothing  loath  lifted  ip  her^oice  and  V"''*' 
John  Fowler  put  down  his  paper.  ^ 

What  is  the  matter  now  ?  "  hp  ^^i^    Ko«    • 
mildly  through   his  spectacles.    These   ierev^f 
round  and  gave  him,  in  spite  of  his  personal  beaut? 
a ^shghtly  surprised,  though  distinVbenSt 

Then  Alf  and  Tim  exclaimed  volubly  that  Tanet 
(otherw.se  Jess.e,  the  names  being  interch^gS 
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-fnTl^al'thlf^^  ' ''"''  ''°"^  'P""  *'^*  "^°™^"S 
fo'^^l!^K^r  w  ^  ^^""  '"^^^  Spain  or  Kamschatka 
John7owJ"^''  "^"^  •  "  '^"^"^^^  *^^  ^— <1 

•'  Because  Alf "  began  Tim. 

„  i°jcause  Tim "  riposted  Alf. 

K„c/  -II"^  young  fools,  father,"  said  Raif.  who  was 
P«rh^  r^K      ''  ^f  «"legg-     "  They  are  always  kicking 

harm  and  Vi  was  a  goose  to  howl.  All  the  same  I'll 
punch  them  when  I  get  them  out-after  prayers  !  " 

There  was  a  time  for  everything,  and  the  Reverend 
John  recognised  his  son's  wisdom. 

"Ah,  do  so."  said  this  sage  parent. 

He  knew  that,  when  you  know  your  eldest  son.  there 
IS  no  family  chastisement  so  admirable  as  .lis.  Your 
own  atithonty  should  be  but  a  threat-a  sort  of  final 
Court  of  Appeal.     The  rest  can  be  delegated  to  a  wise 

.f  «f  ,?•   S^'^^y  ^^  ^""^^  o^  the  first  adjective. 
Well,  about  this  letter.  Janet  ?  "  said  Mr.  Fowler, 
looking  at  his  daughter. 

"  It  is  from-from  Mr.  Vic.  That  is-I  think-I 
beheve  that  it  is  from  Mr.  Morris  '  " 

Ja  Y"!"  ^*  n"""  hf'"  ^^'^  ^"'  laughing  out  loudly 
and  fraternally.  Then  in  his  pleasant  way  he  held 
one  of  his  fingers  up  to  her  cheek,  and  pretended  that 
it  went  off  vath  the  "  phooo  "  of  a  Vesta  match. 

This  was  Master  Alf's  method  of  getting  even— he 
was  not  particular  as  to  whom  he  got  even  with  Cer- 
tainly Janet  had  done  him  no  wrong. 

"Ah,  let  us  hear  it."  said  the  Reverend  John 
Fowler,  laying  down  his  paper.  "  I  am  glad  he  has 
wntten.     I  thought  he  would." 

Now  Janet  would  gladly  have  stolen  away  upstairs 
with  her  letter  to  read  it  in  the  quiet  of  her  chamber 
but.  of  course,  her  father's  request  was  a  command.' 
i'nvately,  however,  she  resolved  to  put  the  youne 
imps,  who  had  brought  this  upon  her,  upon  a  verv 
plain  and  even  restricted  diet  for  several  davs 
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wou  d  b/^^f  K  •      "^"^  .fy  nothing  particular.     There 
5Lo  ?  A    "°*^'"S  »n  »t.  but  still-it  was  her  letter 
She  had.  however,  one  resource.  . 

childr.7°"  ^^'"^y  f^  '^'^  hesitatingly.  "  that  these 
children— except,  of  course.   Raif— — ?  " 

bv  rvntf  ^°\  "°  ^"*^^'  ^^^"  ^^«  ^a«  interrupted 

vLfetTJIiTdtrTuolr'^^'  ^^^"  *'^  ^^"^  ^°^'^"^ 
"  PF*  don't  want  to  hear  your  old  letter— we  don't  ♦ 
All  we  asked  for  was  the  stamp,  and  that  has  bie 
black  bars  across  it."  ^ 

"Silence!"  said  the  Reverend  John,  his  eves 
sparkling  through  the  benevolent  round  goggles  and 
the  Absalonj  hair  waving  with  the  up-tifw  of  h"s 
T    1,  11  u         "^^^  ^  ^^'"^  "^ore  out  of  your  mouths 

LcSs  r-'  ^°" '"  "p  ^"*°  *^*^  ^*"^y-*«  d-  d^- 

un'fr^m  huT^'  ^^^'Jr'"  '^^^  ^^'^'  ^t^«"*  looking 

r?he      I..vf  fi!''   V^^*  ^"  °"^y  ^^«  y°"  a  head! 
ache.     Leave  them  to  me— after  prayers  '  " 

fh.  lil"^'*^  *^''  ^'"""^^^  (°^  threat)  the  reading  of 
the  letter  was  postponed.  ^ 

Of  course  it  did  not  really  amount  to  much-Janet 

r^^dfnrVl.-^'  ^'^r  l^^  ^^°"eht  it  to  a  public 
llT  ^'  1,    w^'"  P"*^  ^^^  even  altered  slightly 
and  one  she  left  entirely  out.     Not  that  any  o   these 
were  altered  or  amended  for  the  usual  reason  for  whkh 
young  women  edit  male  letters  for  home  consumpdSi 

ment'r'Xnle'. "  "'^  ""^""^'^  ^^"^^  ^^^^^  ^-"d" 

Hotel  Colon.  Huelva,  Spain. 
.«TN„^„  „       _  October  22nd. 

all  fW.  FowLER.-I  am  obhged  indeed  for 

all  the  care  you  must  have  taken  to  get  mv  trans  of? 
on  the  first  of  our  steamers  to  come  ou^t  he?e^  Every 
t^ng  was  nght  and  this  I  owe  entirely  to  your  good 
offices  I  trust  you  will  not  think  I  have  shown 
myself  ungrateful,  either  to  your  father  or  yourself- 
to  your  father  for  welcoming  the  coming,  to  /ou  for 
speeding  the  parting  guest.  6.       ^ou  lor 
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I  have  now  been  up  at  Rio  Tinto  nearly  a  month 
and  have  taken  hold  pretty  well.  I  ran  down  to  stay 
over  a  week-end  in  f  e  charming  hotel  here,  wh  ch, 
I  understand,  belongs  to  the  Company— also  to  see 
my  trunks  through  the  Customs.  All  the  formalities 
have  now  been  gone  through,  and  I  am  several  crowns 
the  poorer,  thanks  to  the  useful  but  impovei  ishing 
system  of  bribery  and  corruption  which  obt?in«  h-re. 

"  But  up  at  the  mines  I  shall  have  to  put  my  foot 
down,  I  can  see.  And  I  am  told  that  if  I  do,  some 
of  these  dusky-skinned  rascals  will  think  nothing  of 
puttmg  a  knife  into  me.  Still,  every  job  has  its  risks, 
and  on  these  sierras  one  is  no  more  likely  than 
anywhere  else  to  meet  '  The  Stranger  waiting  on  the 
Waste.' 

"  Now  I  am  not  going  to  preach.  I  couldn't  at 
any  rate.  Your  father  will  call  this  rank  fatahsm 
but  it  is  a  sound,  healthy  (if  not  hearty)  belief  to  carry 
round  with  a  fellow  into  strange  places— that  a  man 
can't  die  before  his  clock  strikes  the  hour.  If  he 
says  different,  tell  him  from  me  to  preach  next 
Sunday  from  the  text  '  My  time  is  not  yet  come  !  '  " 

Here  John  Fowler  laughed  a  little,  and  shook  his 
head,  murmuring,  "  A  little  knowledge  of  Scripture 
is  a   dangerous    thing.     He    forgets    the  context : 
"  But  your  time  is  always  ready  !  ' " 

For  practise  each  morning  with  The  Tartan 
editorials  had  made  him  a  very  dangerous  adversary 
in  argument.  Janet  read  on  without  entering  into 
this  while  her  father  continued  to  chuckle.  Raif 
lounged  on  the  sofa  and  petted  the  fox-terrier.  He 
had  just  returned  from  having  "  a  few  words  with 
the  kids  "  on  the  back  green,  as  he  had  promised 
"after prayers."  It  is  always  well  to  take  a  httle 
exercise  of  a  morning. 

"  But  so  far  I  have  seen  nothing  of  all  this"  (the 
letter  continued).  "  Every  one  has  been  kind,  and 
easy  to  get  on  with.  I  have  had  no  need  to  show  my 
teeth  or  the  men  their  ten-inch  knives.     If  you  on 
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your  part  will  enlight-n  me  on  the  doings  at  Kirk- 
town  since  that  morning  when  you  gave  me  break- 
fast, and  I  slipped  away  into  another  world  by  the 
6.10  a.m.  train,  you  will  do  me  a  great  service. 

"  How  is  old  Dick  up  at  the  Glebe  End  Lodge,  and 
Miss  Bryan  ?  Please  remember  me  to  them.  I  hope 
she  was  none  the  worse  of  her  rough  handling  in 

"  Not  a  bit— not  a  bit !  "  said  the  minister.  "  I 
saw  her  yesterday— prettier  than  ever.  I  always 
call  as  I  pass  by,  though  they  are  Irongray's  people. 
You  have  my  authority  for  reassuring  him  on  that 
pomt." 

As  her  father  continued  to  manifest  an  unwelcome 
and  pomtless  tendency  to  enlarge  on  the  beauty  and 
health  of  Miss  Bryan.  Janet  shut  him  down  with  a 
snap  as  if  he  had  been  the  lid  of  a  box.  and  proceeded 
with  the  next  sentence.  Raif  impassively  caressed 
the  fox-terrier,  which  feigned  its  Visual  cat-like 
indifference. 

"  I  suppose  the  Company  took  my  advice  and 
made  young  Calmont  interim  engineer.     With  Fraser 
and  Helver  to  steady  him  below,  he  will  aoon  get  all 
the  underground  practice  that  is  needed,  and  Incubus 
and  Co.  could  not  do  better.     Also  the  men  will  get 
something  done  for  them.     But  I  suppose  there  has 
been  a  mighty  locking  of  stable-doors  since  the  steed 
was  stolen.     I  was  discharged  for  telling  the  truth. 
Great  is  truth  and  shall  prevail.'  says  your  father 
Miss  Fowler,  and  very  right  he  is.     But  in  this  case 
It  took  sixty-three  dead  men  to  prove  it.     And  here 
I  am  in  the  Hotel  Colon  at  Huelva,  listening  to  the 
fountains  in  the  garden,   before  the  Truth  could 
finally  prevail." 

"  The  way  of  truth  shall  he  evil  spoken  of,"  said  Mr. 
Fowler,  gently. 

"  Not  by  Vic  !  "  flashed  his  daughter,  in  a  voice  so 
different  from  that  in  which  she  had  been  reading, 
that  her  brother  Raif  looked  up  sharply  from  scratch- 
ing the  fox-terrier  under  the  chin. 


THE  SPANISH  STAMP  ^^ 

scrub  Which  cuts  Uke  knives  and    tw;\ike'^redlP 

»E„v.°  ™n  'L^"'  ^"^  *•■»  blue-black  vf^t  of  the  skv 
above-all  about  queer  little  hUl  viUages  where  tSv 
d.g  up  Roman  coins  and  use  them  to^ytTZfZ 

n£;^:^rto"V2Lr's--rjf^5fe 

but  ^r^T  i°"  "^^"^"^  "°*  ^ave  cared  about  it- 
out    I    should— now.     Now  ah     ^kL    • 

the  pity.  Many  things  take  on  thdr' propW  propo" 
tions  when  one  is  two  or  three  thousand  mHes  awTv  '" 

thil  '  T  "^"'^  "^°^^  '"^  the  letter,  butfor  Janet 
this  was  the  piece  she  kept  for  herself,  making  noJ 
man  nor  woman  partaker  of  her  joy  ^ 

bhe  saw  a  chance-far  off  and  difficult    but  still 

o^^r  BrTan^'^sV'^  "?^'^^*"^^  witf  the'SLuty 
ves-tL  7v.  K?^^  ^^"^"^  ^"*«  ^  b^«er  letter.  Oh, 
yes-the  thought  made  her  face  flush  and  burn. 
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But  there  was  no  need  to  deny  it  to  herself— why 
should  she  ?  She  was  in  love  with  Vic  Morris— with 
Vic  Morris  who  had  left  Kirktown  because  of  the 
unkindness  of  Vida  Bryan.  Not  very  dignified— 
but  still—"  beggars  must  not  "—oh,  yes,  she  knew 
the  rest. 

"  If  a  man  can  remember  the  colour  of  '  another's  ' 
eyes  all  that  time,"  she  murmured,  "  well,  we  shall 
see  !  " 

And  Janet  Fowler  set  herself  to  write  such  letters 
as  had  never  before  gone  out  of  the  Kirktown  post- 
office,  while  Raif  put  an  Ovid  in  one  pocket  and 
sneaked  past  his  father's  door.  He  liked  to  study 
in  the  woods,  he  averred.  And  whistling  to  the  fox- 
terrier,  Raif  betook  himself  up  to  Glebe  End  to  see 
if  he  could  not  get  a  word  with  Vida  Bryan. 

And  the  first  thing  he  said  was,  "  Janet,  my  sis, 
has  just  had  a  letter  from  Vic  Morris  !  " 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Vida,  calmly. 

Such  traitors  are  men  !  There  is  no  honour  among 
them  when  it  is  a  question  of  one  or  the  other.  Or 
even  of  neither— for  in  this  case  Raif  Fowler  was  only 
"  putting  a  spoke  in  Vic  Morris's  wheel,"  doing  it 
gratuitously,  too.  He  wanted  to  find  out  if  Vic 
Morris  h".  also  been  writing  to  Vida.  But  he 
returned  ^  wise  as  he  went.  Vida  regarded  his 
boyish  gambols  as  he  would  those  of  the  family 
fox  terrier. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 

EDUCATION  BY  CORRESPONDEKCE 

Valley  Manse, 
••r»-.«w      «,  November  itth. 

CO  ♦?  kJJ^-  ^""^^^^  The  letter  which  you  were 
so  thoughtful  as  to  address  to  me  gave  my  father 
and  all  of  us  much  pleasure.  We  were  glaTto  hear 
of  your  safe  arrival  in  Spain,  and  my  father  charges 
me  to  thank  you  for  the  money  sent  to  his  poor  folks 
whom  he  finds  all  too  numerous  at  the  beghinini  of 

^^rJ'^^^^^T^'''  '''^'''y  *^^  mist^akS  Ind 
scnptural  misquotations  in  your  letter.     Indeed   I 

P^r^^^e  r/a^n'^"^  ^"  ^"^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  <^^  ^^te^ 

^^M  ^r-5^  'I  *^^?^^^^  Society's  distribu??on  work 
at  Madnd  who  will  send  you  one.  carriage  paTd 
But  he  wishes  me  to  add  that  ignorance  of  the  oririnai 
languages  will  seriously  handicap  you  in   your^re 

much  ft";"'   ^'^'^  '^^  ^^  ^'^^'^'^  hLsdf  ve,^ 
much  at  your  service.  ^ 

"This,  I  have  already  pointed  out,  is  not  £enuine 
Protestant  doctrine,  but  it  is  what  my  fa?he?  says 
and   I   have   faithfully  reported  it   to  you      You 
tTonft.^'"  "J^-  '^°^"^'  °^  *^^  ^^^k  of'^conve^a" 

t^y  I    *  certainly  did  not  seem  to  trouble  you 
while  here.     But  since  you  cannot  see  my  plain  face 
nor  I  your  stern  one,  perhaps  we  shall  get  on  al  the 
better,  because  of  the  intervening  distance,  you  and  I 
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At  least  we  shall  try — upon  conditions.  Foreign 
paper  is  cheap.  I  can  use  father's  ink,  and  my 
handwriting,  carefully  restrained,  will  look  as  well 
on  the  paper  as  another's — father's  for  instance,  I 
mean.  Then  the  charge  is  one  shilling  per  sheet, 
which,  if  you  find  the  article  supplied  worth  the 
money,  you  will  kindly  remit— no  more,  no  less— 
to  be  used  for  the  benefit  of  my  poor — gloves  ! 

"  Well,  Kirktown  is  Kirktown  again.  The  storm 
has  passed  over.  The  Company  has  not  yet  turned 
out  the  widows.  No.  2  is  still  standing  full  of  water, 
and  they  say  it  will  be  four  or  five  months  before 
the  poor  fellows  in  the  East  Workings  are  got  out. 

"  Phil  Calmont  is  proving  the  value  of  your  instruct- 
tions.  He  has  defied  Kahn  on  two  occasions— ^t 
he  had,  they  say,  Grindling  and  Mr.  Romer  behind 
him.  He  visits  all  the  pits  every  day,  and  the  new 
exits  in  No.  i.  No.  3,  the  Carron,  and  the  long  Dook 
are  all  being  finished  according  to  your  plans. 
Father  told  me  this.  He  is  writing  his  sermon, 
or  (he  says)  he  would  write  to  you  himself. 

".  {Id  est :  He  would  mean  to,  but  he  would  never 
really  do  it ,  writing  being  a  pain  to  him.  Not  so  to  me, 
so  to  be  just,  I  have  taken  enough  out  of  his  '  Poor  ' 
drawer  to  pay  the  postage  of  this  to  you.  If  you  do 
not  consider  me  '  poor,'  or  if,  appreciating  the 
value  of  my  conversation  so  suddenly  and  violently, 
you  are  not  prepared  to  refund  the  postage  of  my 
letters  to  you,  please  tell  me,  and  I  will  thereafter 
'  for  ever  be  silent ' !  But  the  present  fivepence 
(5d.)  you  will  never  recover — never,  never,  never, 
never  !     Not  even  by  an  action  at  law  !     So  there  !) 

"  Raif  has  gone  off  to  college  and  taken  his  terrier- 
named  after  you— with  him.  The  youngsters,  Alf, 
Tim,  and  Violet,  fight  most  of  the  time,  and  pester 
me  the  rest.  If  I  were  Niobe,  and  had  lost  my 
family,  I  should  not  be  '  all  tears.'  No,  Mr.  Morris, 
I  should— well,  it  is  no  use  saying  what  I  should  do— 
for  are  they  not  all  three  beneath  the  window,  yelling 
like  yorng  hyenas,  and  my  father  at  his  sermon  ! 
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He  will  be  calling  out  to  know  what  I  mean  by  it 
in  a  moment.  Could  you  not  export  a  good  '  em- 
poisoned  dagger.'  or  '  bowl  of  poppy  or  mLdLor^' 
warranted  to  bring  about  endurinrpeacTifa  cS- 
fer^nceT'  '"*''"''*  '""''"^  "^^"^^^  police  S- 

.n/fh!f^         Z?"''^'"''"^  "P°"  paper  with  you- 

fn  orH.7.  "°*  ^T  *°.S°  *^°  *h°"«a"d  miles  off 
m  order  to  remember  the  colour  of  my  eves  •  I 
am,  dear  sir.  Your  Obedient  Servt.,       -^     ^  =*  *     ^ 

"  T«  T   ^     -1.,     .     ^  Janet  Fowler. 

10  Ludovic  Moms,  Esq. 

*•  "■^•^'Tj^?^^  ^^P^y  *°  y^"^  esteemed  communica- 
tion would  have  been  better  and  longer,  had  k  not 
been  or  the  time  taken  up  in  looking  in  all  father°s 
encyclopedias  and  dictionaries  for  the  meaning  of 

Even  the  5n  ««mca-ninth  edition,  is  silent  on  the 
subjec       I  also  called  on  Mr.   Alexander  Purdie 
pur  village  jeweller,  and  asked  him  for  technical 
information.     But  he  only  said  that  he  was  busy 

?hf  "LTT^^  '^f  *  'i  ^^'  ^"^*^  ^^^  "months  from 
the    first   of    Apnl.    I  have  therefore  written    to 
Forget-me-not  *    to   ask    the    '  Lady    Eleanore  ' 
what  'live sapphire  '  may  be.      I  belfeve  it  "o  be 

"sTap^^hV*^^^^^  ""'''  '""^'y-  ^--  t-^y' 

Such  was  Miss  Fowler's  first  letter.  Simole 
fodmg.  I  daresay,  and  very  forward  and  uncalled  for 
But  then-Vic  Morns  had  been  looking  for  the  coming 
of  that  letter  a  long  while.  And  fvery  time  onf 
like  It  did  come,  something  swam  across  the  heavens 
bluer  than  the  blue.  It  was  not  Vida's  swarthv 
glowing  face  of  falcon  brood,  with  dark  filching 
eyes  that  he  thought  of.  But  on  the  contrary  Sf 
aw  eyes  mild  and  sweet  and  dreaming-IhZ'sole 
feature,  except  her  wavy  hair,  which  Janet  Fow?er 
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had    received    by    ordinary  generation    from    her 
handsome  father. 

The  hard  sky  of  Southern  Spain,  a  sky  which  had 
not  known  ram  for  months,  arched  over  the  brown 
hiUs  and  tawny-russet  rocks  of  Rio.  The  maU  came 
up  on  the  little  Enghsh-buUt  railway,  with  the  spiky 
agaves  and  "  Figs-of  the-Moor  "  growing  between 
the  rails.  Every  morning  Vic  Morris  went  over 
to  the  office  to  get  his  letters.  They  were  purely 
on  business,  and  sitting  down  at  a  desk  he  had  them 
answered  m  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

It  was  with  a  kind  of  joy  that  he  had  left  the  hotel 
Colon  and  the  port  of  Huelva,  to  put  himself  again 
at  work.  But  after  a  week  or  two  the  barren  wilder- 
ness of  Rio  Tmto  and  the  high-set  nestling  towns 
mched  and  pmnacled  among  the  Sierras,  palled 
upon  him.  At  the  works  all  was  going  well,  save 
tnat  he  had  had  one  first-class  row  with  his  home 
directors.  This  occupied  him  in  the  absence  of  an 
answer  from  Janet  Fowler. 

The  matter  was  this.  There  was  a  mode  of 
smelting  which  consisted  in  springing  the  ore  at 
a  particular  state  with  salt  and  water— nothing 
more  and  nothing  less.  The  discovery  was  sup- 
posed  to  improve  the  quality  of  the  product  Vic 
proposed  to  do  without  this.  According  to  him.  the 
salt  only  retarded  the  action.  But  then  a  certain 
director  was  paid  a  percentage  on  each  ton  manu- 
factured  by  this  means.     Naturally  the  director 

interests'  ^""^  ^'"^  ^^'^  ^'^  ^"""^^  *°  ^^^*  ^^^''''*  ""^^^^^ 
He  was  forbidden  to  dispense  with  it— entirely 
He  solved  it  by  sprinkUng  salt  and  water  over 

one  ton  per  week,  and  aUowing  the  director  to  collect 

what  was  due  him  on  this  moderate  out-put 
It  chanced  that  upon  another  Saturday,  a  month 
i^;,,    !f  ^°T^'  P""^^^^^  ^y  *^e  needs  of  society 

^fu  lif  *^f' ""^  ^?'"  ""^^S^'  *°°^  *he  coast  train  along 

1^  M  pt     °*'  '^°'^*°'"-     '^^^^  P^^P^se-  ^  expressed 
by  McPherson,  was  to  paint  Huelva  carmine     This 
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sounded  promising,  but  their  exploits  in  this  direction 
were  not  even  colourably  roseate 

For  on  entering  the  hotel.  Vic  espied,  behind  the 
glazed  petals  of  the  little  waU  lett;r-case.  an 
envelope,  daintily  addressed  in  a  smaU.  Widely 
detached  running  hand.  That  is.  the  letters  and 
words  were  small,  but  the  spaces  between  the  words 
were  wide,  as  in  print-a  remarkable  hand,  and  no 
less  remarkable  was  the  letter  within 

w^**"  \^^^^/V'  *.^"'"S  ^^"^s«"  that  he  did  not  care 
Why  shoiJd  he  ?     Of  course  he  was  long  ago  for- 
gotten m  Kirktown.     What  were  a  pair  of  blue  eyes 
to  hin.  or  he  to  a  pair  of  blue  eyes  ?  "^She  was  a  plaS 

He  simply  wanted  to  know  about  Vida  Bryan,  and 
about  her  only  because  he  had  (Uke  a  fool)  put  Wm- 
self  in  a  position  of  considerable  danger  o  get  her 
out  of  No.  2  Still,  it  was  all  of  a  mSnth  a. o  since 
he  had  wntten  to  the  Fowlers-to  Janet  Fowler 
to  be  exact.     And  if  they  owed  him  nothing  die 

?"^^1  H^  ""^^y  proceeded  no  farther,  when  he 

?h.  hotw  ^^''  f  'i'  ^^"^^-  It  had  bee'n  lying  Tn 
the  hotel  for  nearly  three  weeks.     Vic  made  as  mlnv 

bounds  to  the  bureau.     It  was  empty.     Hesur3 

^f  h  ^IT''/''^"^^^^'^  ^^  might  devour.  Pablo 
with  his  duster  stood  open-mouthed  on  the  landing 
in  sheer  amazement.  Vic  spake.  Pablo  had  not 
beheved  that  the  young  Englishman  cou?d  have 

o    Tnli'"'-^  ^",??'y  ^  *^^  ^i«i^^t  objurgation 
of   Andalusia.     Why-a    muleteer    from    Lefn    or 
Artorga  could  hardly  have  done  better.     But  Pablo  s 
admiration    was    mingled    with    self-righteousness 
He  was  thnce  armed.     Pablo's  quarrel  was  of  the 
most   exce lently  just.     It   was   not   his  place   to 
interfere  with  the  letters  in  the  case.     It  was  in  fact 
as  much  as  his  place  was  worth.     The  manager- 
why  ?-was  not  the  Seiior  Vittorio  himself  manager  ? 
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There  was  no  other.     There  was  no  order  to  send 
be  t:f  "iJanv''thi^°  '-^^"^^  not^verso'm^^ch 

ni'-and  claimhi:t;VtteJs-s\^^^^^^ 

to^ho^H  T"  f  "^"'"^  ^^^  ^  "^^**"^«  Of  ten  languages) 
to  hold  his  tongue,  and  Vic,  leaving  the  doctor 

servitor  out,  an^d'locked  tedL      *    '""S-sufienng 

Then  he  sat  down  to  read 

At  first  he  was  dazed-so  little  was  the  letter  what 

s^XKsrptr?ur4*^'.''''-«^-'- 
It  took  Vic  some  time  to  read  th*»   u**^^  *u 

and  during  the  first  hundred  yafds  hadftSmWed'ot; 

cop'plr^lef  apart 'fir"'  ''""•  ^  "'^P  "'P^-'" 
cupper,   set   apart   for  specimens   and  souvenirs— 

and  a  yellow,  elongated,  scrub-haired  curTith  half 
a  tail,  one  eye  and  three  Ip^c      tu^      »:"*,  wun  nan 


CHAPTER  XXV 


GORM   CASTLE 


James  Kahn 


tlongi 


, *B  "^  hearing  that  Jacob  Romer 

U«  aTS[.l%*V"r^'''^.Vn  -*  the  litUe  oo" 
tage  at  Olebe  End.     Considerin-^  the  exa^PprAtinn 

common    to     aU    small    townsr  whic^ IS^^s 

ISi 'T"'.  'f '"  ^  '^'y  *^"^  '^  become  vSa?es 
his  was  fairly  correct.  Jacob  Romer  did  nof  go 
there  every  day,  but  he  had  been  twice  in 
three  weeks  Since  Vida's  illness,  after  theTffdr  of 
No.  2  pit,  her  fnend  Miss  Nunsby  had  been  with 
her  continuously.  Rose  had  left  her  father  and^J? 
Dudley  Gardens  to  the  cares  of  Leeby  CaUum 
whom  he  daily  abused  continuously  i/ langua^; 

Leeby  CaUum  She  was  glad  when  the  "  maister 
reheved  himsel'."  It  showed  he  was  not  "  Sn' 
onythmg  up  against  her"!  seeping 

Still,  even  two  such  visits  were  too  much  for 
James  Kahn  to  consider   ^vith   impunity.     To   his 
distorted  imagination  it   seemed   that   his   master 
was  not  so  confidential  with  him  as  he  used  to  be 
He  had  noticed,  also,  that  Jacob  Romer  had  directlv 
consulted  young  Calmont-a  mere  tool  of  MoSs's 
— on  more  than  one  occasion. 
Doubts  harrassed  James  Kahn  on  every  side 
Since  It  was  his  nature  always  to  play  a  double 
garne(orindeed several  at  a  time),  he  suspected  that 
othe^  were  doing  the  same  thing-perhaps  a  safe 

populari?r  "'*  °"'  ^^'"^  "^^^"^  for  persona! 
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What  for  instance,  if  Johnemann,  who  had  been 
on  the  Good  Intent  with  him,  recognised  Vida  ? 
He  had  certainly  looked  very  strangely  at  him 
the  day  of  the  pit  disater.  Might  he  not  forestall 
him  with  Jacob  Romer,  by  presenting  the  old 
dotard  with  a  long-lost  daughter,  thus  earning  his 
gratitude?  Certainly  Johnemann  had  better  be 
looked  after. 

Then  the  Serb  fell  to  reflecting  on  the  reasons 
which  might  prevent  the  girl  from  listening  to  his 
offers.  He  even  went  so  far  as  to  suspect  a  dismissed 
servant  at  the  "  Caravanserai  "  of  telling  tales. 
This  man  had  been  working  up  at  Gorm  Castle  for  old 
Abraham  Fyfe  the  gardener,  and  Abraham  Fvfe 
^^  t  ^^^°"^«<^  guest  at  Glebe  End  Cottage. 

Otherwise  it  was  simply  incomprehensible  that 
he,  a  nch  man,  high  in  the  confidence  of  the  head 
of  Incubus.  Romer  &  Co.,  should  be  slighted  with- 
out reason  given  by  a  slip  of  a  girl. 

..i"V^*u®  ^°™^'  temper,"    he  affirmed  at  last. 

look  at  her  nose  !  The  '  Old  Jacob  '  strikes  from 
her  eyes  bke  fire  from  fiint.  I  beUeve  now  that  if 
I  were  a  poor  man,  with  my  way  to  make.  I  might 
have  a  better  chance."  * 

Like  most  men.  when  baffled,  he  never  suspected 
that  he  himself  was  the  cause. 

It  never  struck  him  that  he  might  sell  his  house, 
his  horses,  his  motors,  and  pretend  to  be  poor.  But 
this  was  too  much  to  face.  James  Kahn  would  not 
S^I  ,"P  ?,.?^*^^"6  ^e  *»ad  gained  for  half-a-dozen 
Vidas.  Vida  and  the  farthings— good  !  Without 
— many  thousand  times  no  ! 

But  all  the  same  the  distant  whirr  and  nearer 
grunt  of  James  Kahn's  motor  became  a  famiUar 
sound  in  the  little  house  at  Glebe  End,  sitting  back 
from  the  gate  into  the  wood.  And  Vida.  who  till 
now  had  known  no  fear,  besought  little  Miss  Nunsby 
to  remain  with  her.  There  was  something  about 
James  Kahn  which  intimidated  her 

"But   my   father   will  go   crazy!"    said   Rose 
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Nunsby.  shaking  her  head.  "  if  he  is  left  any  lonwr 

betUdeV'loni/'^''"^  °^"  potatoes-there  will 

at^h?7^'^^°^^?''^.^^^"^°™n»enced  his  service 
at  the  Carron  pit.  and  was  absent  most  of  the  dav 

Z  SteT  vfdi'f  „°'^  °'  *'^  "^^*^*  th/next.%lcJ 
ine  ais^ter  Vidas  nerves  were  not  what  thev  had 
been     She  was  afraid  and  she  knew  not  of  what 
The   days   were  growing   shorter.     The   tall   tre^ 

w2'the'S?ll*'r''"n  '''''  °^  ^-^-'  ^"icfu 
T^J'  S    ^  P^e^^re  to  gather  and  burn  in  the 

assisting  her.  OccasionaUy  Phil  helped  too  when 
ne  could  snatch  time  from  the  duties  of  his  new 
occupation.    He  went  and  came  at  all  times  making 

7X  Z  nre"?  ''^  ^^Z^'  "^^^P^"^  offTs'fTttr"! 
F^nno«  ^^'^P'^tence  of  going  to  consult  old  Dick 
Finnan-and  ever   ready   either   to  make   tea   for 

Cott'agr'"*  *^^  '''"^  *^^  P^  °^  gi'^  -  the' Gate 

o'ckTck  tiTMr'^T'  \*^^  ^"'"^°°"  t^^^^ds  four 
o  Clock  that   Mr.   Jacob  Romer  had  arrived     He 

marched  down  the  avenue,  erect  in  carriage^' ever 

He  hadT  L>5     ;  qmck-moving  irascible  eyebrows. 
f«!i  *l      J  ^^**  °^  pouting  the  lips  as  if  to  whistle 
b:t'ter':?it"""^  *'^"  ^^  ^^^"  -  i^  »^^  t^^ol^iTt 

Do^ch'w^fh'^v*  *^  ^,T  ""^""  t^«  ivy-Sheltered 

openedTt  ''^^^-      ^^"^"    ^^^^    Nunsby 

"I  have  come."    he  said,     "to    see    the— th*. 

tCnfV^'^y.^^^  ^"^  *^^  misfortune  to  be  do>Jn 
the  pit  on  the  day  of  the  accident." 

Ah    come   in,"    said    Rose    Nunsbv.    brisklv 
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"  my   father 

The  inforrna- 
to  him.     In 


"  Miss  Bryan,—"  he  murmured,  "  so  that  is  the 
—the  young  lady's  name.    Any  relative  of  yours  ?  " 

"  None,"     snapped    little    Miss    Nunsby,     "  my 
music  pupil  only— also  (a  little)  my  friend." 

"  Music  pupil  ?  "    queried  the  great  man  as  if 
speaking  to  himself,  "  and  you  are— 

"  Rose   Nunsby,"    said   the   girl, 
works  in  your  office  !  " 

'JAh,  of  course  !  "  said  Mr.  Romer. 
tion  conveyed  nothing  in  particulai    v«  ,«„».     i„ 
Kirktown  the  words  described  nine  out  of  every  ten 
male  inhabitants. 

Now  the  light  of  a  biscuit-dry  November  day 
is  different  from  every  other  in  all  the  year.  There 
is  something  of  unpolished  silver  about  it,  full  of 
vague  wistfulness  and  the  regret  of  the  lost  years. 
At  least  Jacob  Romer  found  it  so.  For  when  he 
entered  the  little  parlour  with  the  late-coming 
flowers  arranged  on  table  and  mantelpiece,  he  sighed 
involuntarily. 

Perhaps  some  love  for  the  old  homely  cottage  life 
opposite  Thorsby  survived  or  revived  in  the  stubborn 
old  heart  of  the  master  of  millions.  At  Gorm  Castle 
Jacob  Romer  seldom  saw  anyone  but  Gregson, 
the  formal,  the  meritorious.  Everything  was  large 
and  still  and  chill— unpropitious  for  the  kindling 
of  old  blood,  about  Gorm  Castle.  The  fires  did  not 
heat  the  rooms.  When  lighted  they  seemed  sorry 
for  themselves,  and  drooped  like  flowers  after  a  first 
frost— such  a  one  as  was  beginning  to  fall  over  the 
woodlands  this  very  afternoon. 

But  here,  in  the  little  cottage,  warm  firelight  in 
early  November  was  a  thing  to  remember  and  be 
thankful  for— even  supposing  that  the  sun  still  shone 
through  the  gable  window  on  the  bare  arms  of  Vida 
who  was  baking  with  her  sleeves  rolled  up  and 
on  the  flushed  cheeks  of  httle  Miss  Nunsby,'  who 
presently  would  be  running  to  and  fro  about  the 
fireplace  ranging  and  testing  the  girdle  cakes. 
A  long  woodland  gap  permitted  a  glint  of  autumnal 
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fhif  h.  ^A  °"  ^'^^  '  '?'*^^'  J^^^b  Ron»er  thought 
that  he  had  seen  something  like  that  before,  and  the 
warm  smell  of  the  baking,  the  good  dust  of  the  fanna 
in  the  air.  the  girl's  round  quick-moving  arms  and 

the  rolhng.pin  on  the  wooden  bake-board.  all  spoke  to 
t?J'  ^"?t"*  things-older  than  his  wife,  perhaps 

F^frih"!?  °^  ^''  y?"*^'  °J  ^''  "^°*^"  ">'  grandmother 
For  the  moment  comfort  banished  from  his  mind 

fhL  ?*  ""^  °  i?'"^'^.  "^^^"^  ^"^  ever  richer,  and  the 
thought  of  calmg  in  Miss  Georgina  Bunny  to  sit  at 
the  head  of  his  table  at  Gorm  Castle  vanished  like 
a  cloud-shadow  off  a  hill. 

He  found  little  to  say  and  when  he  was  gone.  Rose 
Nunsby  said  to  her  friend  with  a  smile.^"  I'know 
somebody  who  may  be  mistress  of  Gorm  Castle  one 

a  h^ll-Klr^^^-^-  ^''  ^"^"^  ^°"  °"e  long  moment- 
a  hornb  e  suspicion  crossing  her  mind  that,  perhaps 
after  all  Rose  spoke  the  truth.  Then  grippTg 
her  fnend  by  the  wrist  she  said  fiercely.  "  I  am  go  nf 
S  L*°  ^H  ^""'^^  to-morrow-^U  you  fomf 
fTtherT"  something  to  say    to-to    my 

•'Gracious  !•'  said  Rose,  with  her  nose  in  the  air. 
isn  t  It  usual  to  let  the  man  make  up  his  own  mind  ?  " 
lam  hts  daughter  /  "  said  Vida.  tragically. 

regarTedt^e^^S^    "'°"^'^''    ^^^^^^^    ^^^^    -<^ 

"  He  will  make  the  third."  she  said,  calmly.  "  Billy 

Bryan,  old  Dick-and  now  Mr.  Jacob  Romer      I 

wonder  which  third  of  you  he  will  take.     Certainly 

l^  IT^  ?"u  '^^'r   ^  "^^^'^  ^^^^  ^^t^er  wiU  actually 
kill  Leeby  Galium  for  another  day  yet." 

But  Vida,  deep  in  the  terror  of  a  thought,  did  not 
even  listen.  She  was  imperilling  her  home  and  Dick's 
-yet  It  must  be.  She  had  no  right  to  let  things 
drift.     She  must  go  to  Gorm  Castle  to-morrow 

The  next  afternoon  at  three  o'clock  precisely  the 
two  girls  locked  the  outer  door  behind  them.     Vida 
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took  the  exceedingly  cunning  and  never-before- 
thought-of  plan  of  hiding  the  key  under  the  mat 
so  that  Dick  Finnan,  if  he  should  return  before  they 
got  back,  would  not  be  shut  out  from  the  warmth  of 
his  fireside.  Dick  delighted  greatly  in  the  originality 
of  this  device.  He  saw  the  hump  on  the  mat  from 
far  off. 

It  was  a  sharp,  clean,  windless  day,  with  the  ash 
trees  cricking  away  merrily  overhead,  letting  go  all 
sail,  and  the  big  broad  leaves  balancing  noiselessly 
down  till  they  formed  a  sort  of  moist,  dark  green 
shadow  on  the  ground,  grateful  to  the  feet  after  the 
hard  "  Macadam  "  of  the  roads. 

It  was  real  "  back-end,"  weather,  and  from  the 
nearest  fields  (the  winds  being  "  lown  ")  the  "  Wine- 
yer—Whoa-ther  "  of  the  labouring  ploughman  could  be 
heard  mingling  distinctly  with  the  snap  of  his  far- 
flung  reins,  the  ring  of  a  horse's  hoof-iron  on  a  loose 
pebble,  and,  much  nearer  at  hand,  the  clean  trill 
of  a  robin  on  a  bough.  These  were  all  late  "  back- 
end  "  sounds  —characteristic  of  the  days  shortening 
sharply  after  the  "  way-gaun  o*  the  swallow,"  of  the 
reddening  hawthorn,  and  the  rime  lying  grey  on  the 
bracken  leaves  along  ruddy  forest  glades,  or  high  in 
wild  "  hopes "  where  the  mountain  spreads  out 
emptily  its  palms  to  the  sun. 

Little  Miss  Nunsby  limped  slightly— so  slightly  that 
it  could  hardly  have  been  noticed  by  another.  Only 
just  enough  to  make  her  conscious,  not  jealous,  of  the 
alert  springy  tread  of  her  companion.  You  may  be 
sure  that  Vida  never  dreamed  of  such  a  thing. 

Hardly  had  they  rounded  the  corner  of  the  avenue, 
walking  on  a  perfect  couch  of  pine  needles,  feet-thicki 
which  Mr.  Romer  would  not  allow  to  be  disturbed' 
than  Phil  Calmont  was  at  the  cottage  door.  He  had 
ridden  over  on  his  cycle  from  the  Carron  Pit.  He 
found  the  door  shut,  but  a  clear,  red  fire  was  winking 
encouragingly  through  the  window  lattices.  This 
told  him  that  the  nest  had  not  long  been  deserted. 
His  foot,  on  the  mat  at  the  door,  encountered  some^ 
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thing  hard-the  key.  certainly.     They  had  not  £one 

°  V**^  ^**'  i^  "^"*  ^^^^'  nor  yet  to  the  viUage  *  In 

that  case    he  would  have  met  them.     Neither  ud 

rl^:  V  J*"  remamed  only  the  direction  of  the 
Castle.  Yet  what  in  the  world-in  twenty  million 
worlds-could  they  be  seeking  there  ?         ^  " 

At  the  same  moment  the  necessity  of  calline  at 
Gorm  Castle  with  a  request  to  see  the  master  on  busi 
ness.  came  upon  Philip  Calmont.  Gregson  would  deny 
him.  of  course  Still  he  would  be  there,  he  would 
see  He  leaped  on  his  cycle  and  sped  c^stlewards 
What  was  short  to  him  proved  a  bng  w?y  to  mTs, 
Rose  Nunsby.  There  was  that  strain  of  the  knee 
which  she  never  remembered  being  without,  the  pain 
in  the  small  of  the  back  !  Ah,  if  only  she  c?u  d 
have  known  what  it  was  to  be  altogether  weU  ?or 
twenty.four  hours.  Rose  was  sure  that  she  wou?d 
have  been  a  different  girl.  »»"um 

Different— certainly.     Better— hardly. 
.J^    u^^\  saw  them  a  long  way  ahead.     But  the 
swift  wheels  shod  with  air.  even  on  such  an  uncon- 

as   l^hil  lighted  down.     Vida   hardly  appeared  to 

"  Going  to  call  at  the  Castle.  Phil  ?  "  Rose  de- 
manded.  tauntingly.  "  old  man  asked  vou  to  after- 

aZ^rd  for^'ylV^.""^^  ^"  *'^  ^"^^^  ^^^^^  ^P-^y 
But  Phil  looked  anxiously  at  Vida.     He  divined 

^ZZ  '  ^""^  "^^^  ^'^^*  6°°^  ^^"se  refrained  from 
putting  any  question.  He  did  not  reply  even  to 
Rose,  save  by  a  wan  smUe. 

He  indicated  the  direction  of  the  castle,  the  grey 
porch  of  which  now  appeared  at  the  end  of  the  avenue 
cold  and  forbidding.     Rose  nodded  back  and  then 

fdP.     ^![  ^r?- .  ^^f  "^^^"*  '^^^  Vida  had  got  an 

5:„^"^c  *^^*  ^^'^  *^^^  Present   it   was   unsffe   to 

meddle.   So  much  Phil  knew  already;  but  he  wheeled 
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his  cycle  alongside  of  them  in  the  most  business-hke 
way. 

Presently  Vida  took  notice  of  his  presence. 

"  I  don't  want  you,  PhU  !  "  she  said,  frowning  upon 

"  I  know,"  said  Phil,  modestly,"  all  the  same  you 

may  need  me.  and  besides " 

"Besides     what?"    Vida    demanded,     fiercely. 
I  am  here  on  urgent  private  affairs." 
Vida  looked  him  up  and  down  keenly,  but  he  was 
pinching  the  front  tyre  of  his  machine  with  an  un- 
occupied hand,  and  appeared  utterly  oblivious. 

They  were  at  the  Castle  porch.  Vida  was  pulling 
the  ancient  wrought-iron  "seneschal"  handle,  which 
in  turn  pressed  an  electric  bell  within  the  butler's 
pantry— a  combination,  really  Gothic,  which  had 
pleased  Mr.  Romer,  who  found  joy  in  bullying  his 
architect— a  sensitive  young  man  under  the  impres- 
sion that  the  chance  of  his  life  had  come  to  him  in 
th'^  building  of  Gorm  Castle.  Within  two  weeks, 
Mr.  Romer  had  taught  him  different. 
Gregson  appeared. 

"  I  wish  to  see  Mr.  Romer."  said  Vida,  firmly. 
"  I  am  not  sure,  miss— he  is  often  out,"  said  that 
respectable  apparition,  "  he  goes  without  disturbing 
this  side  of  the  house.     But— but  I  shall  see.     What 
name  shall  I  say,  miss  ?  ' 
"  Miss  Romer/" 

The  accurately  black-and-white  Gregson  nearly 
fell  over  backward.  He  knew  Vida  well  enough  by 
sight.  He  had  heard  Miss  Bryan's  praises  from 
Abraham  Fyfe.  the  old  gardener.  He  himself  had 
strolled  along  by  the  cottage,  merely  "  to  have  a 
look  "  at  the  wonder  ;  had  found  Mr.  James  Kahn; 
had  been  threatened  with  a  kicking,  with  dismissal  ; 
and  so  had  forsworn  "  visiting."  which  apparently 
was  for  his  betters. 

And  now  to  be  informed  by  "  the  little  girl  at  the 
gate  "  that  she  was  Miss  Romer— Gregson  had  a 
shock,  indeed !     But  Vida  was  already  in  the  hall. 
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«ut   Gregson  had  his  duty  to  do    bf  th**  /.«« 
and  his  eyebrows  were  twitching  up  and  down     l^li 

-andia^lT/""-  '^"'  ""^  «<»'  N-'by  --i 
his^rot "a^yLfwIrl^h:^-:     "'^  "^^  -"*  "> 

i^n^ojssHoWr:«7hos;^t?artSi-;::- 

behind'' her'  '^tlt^'  f 'ST"''  P""'"?  "-e  others 
Us  Ztv  Wh.ftf  V,  ''*?  '^'^^'PP^^d-  He  knew 
ms  duty.     Whether  he  stopped  behind  the  Hbrary 
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door,  whether  he  examined  the  mechanism  of 
keyholes,  is  known  only  to  Gregson  himself  He 
has  printed  testimonials,  and  the  author  has  perused 
them  without  finding  any  mention  of  either 
circumstance. 

They  faced  each  other^father  and  daughter,  the 
relationship  patent  to  the  eye.  Greek  encountered 
Greek,  and  Romer  eye  looked  into  Romer  eye.  But 
there  was  to  be  no  yielding  without  a  struggle. 

"  I  am  your  daughter,  sir,"  said  Vida  to  Jacob 
Romer.  "  I  am  ashamed  and  distressed  to  own  it. 
I  count  you  but  little  less  than  the  murderer  of  my 
mother — besides ' ' 

"  It  is  a  lie— a  lie— a  lie !  "  cried  the  old  man. 
"  My  wife  and  daughter  went  down  in  the  Suck  of 
Sannox.     Mr.   Kahn — Captain  Helstone " 

"  Lied,"  said  Vida,  gaining  confidence  ;  "  your 
wife  went  down.     Your  daughter  is  before  you." 

"  I  will  send  for  the  police — this  is  blackmail," 
Jacob  Romer  shouted. 

Vida  made  a  contemptuous  motion  with  her  hand 
as  if  putting  aside  an  annoying  puppy. 

"  Do  so,"  she  said,  "  I  shall  have  much  to  tell 
them,  of  your  brother,  of  yourself,  of  your  treatment 
of  my  mother !  Why  you  should  so  hate  us,  that 
I  cannot  tell  them.  I  never  knew,  but  you  did. 
Yes,  send  for  the  police.  Yout  brother,  the  doctor, 
will  thank  you.  It  is  only  six  or  seven  years  ago, 
after  all.  The  same  police  magistrate  from  whom  I 
asked  advice  is  still  at  East  Dene ;  the  mayor  and  his 
secretary  are  still  alive.  Though  they  have  knighted 
him,  the  Town  Clerk  will  remember  me.  Even 
Engineer  Johnemann,  I  have  reason  to  believe,  will 
not  deny  me." 

The  harsh,  rubicund  face,  generally  Peterhead 
granite,  had  turned  into  granite  of  Aberdeen.  Mr. 
Romer  was  livid  to  the  lips. 

"  And  you  have  brought  these  with  you  to  hear 
you  say  this  to  me  ?  " 

He  pointed  to  Rose  and  Philip  Calmont. 
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^VeU    ft  Hnli        Pa'-t^cularly  Phil's,  indeed 

At  once  the  tempest  broke  forth.  "  '^''''"• 

amo";?he  sSeUXape'r"  ""sfnd  '  "?.''  '"<"^«"'y 

^de^ei^r„£- vf p~ - 

myself. .  Thank  heav»  tU^'is'TTaw  Ll°^^^^^^^ 
posters  m  this  land  !  "  against  im- 

address  him  '         '°«  '""  "^  """'«•  *<> 

v7hl       ^5'"?.  equally    master  of  others)      Tam« 
Kahn  rephed.  "  I  do  not  know  if  the  p^Lnta«?n 
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has  already  been  made.  But  if  not,  permit  me  to 
have  the  great  pleasure  of  introducing  you  two — 
Mr.  Romer — your  only  daughter !  Miss  Vida 
Romer — your  father  !  " 

And  he  stood  back  a  little,  smiling,  and  rubbing 
his  hands  as  if  entirely  satisfied  with  himself.  He 
knew  that  his  life  hung  on  a  hair.  He  saw  Jacob 
Romer's  hand  go  towards  the  loaded  revolver  in  the 
drawer  of  the  desk.  He  stood  smiling,  a  bold  swift 
knave.  It  was  almost  as  if  he  had  been  at  home 
in  Servia  !  He  liked  it  so — to  play  with  life  and 
death  as  men  play  with  cards  and  counters.  His 
own  or  another's — what  matter  ! 

Mr.  Jacob  Romer's  hand  moved  down  to  the  broad 
solid  hilt  of  the  navy  revolver.  His  fingers  closed 
upon  it.  Some  colour  had  come  back  to  his  face, 
and  his  eyes  were  fixed  upon  those  of  James  Kahn. 
The  Serb  did  not  move.  He  stood  still,  smiling 
gently,  his  head  thrown  back  with  a  certain  bravura 
of  expression  which  was  as  distant  as  possible  from 
bravado. 

"  You  lied  to  me,  sir  !  "  said  Jacob  Romer,  calmly 
"  adjusting  "  his  victim  (as  they  say  in  the  abbatoirs 
of  great  cities). 

**  I  lied,  indeed,"  said  James  Kahn,  "  but  it  was 
for  your  good.  My  silence  of  five  years  proves  it. 
Have  I  not  watched  over  your  daughter  ?  At  that 
time  would  you  have  welcomed  her  ?  Then  you  had 
projects  vdth  which  she  would  have  interfered. 
Now  it  is  different.  You  need  a  companion.  I  give 
you  a  daughter.  " 

"  You  lied  to  me — you  whom  I  trusted !  "  said 
Jacob  Romer,  sombrely,  "  and  now  I  am  going  to 
shoot  you  like  a  dog.  !  " 

"  Do  it !  "  said  James  Kahn,  and  he  folded  his 
arms. 

Then  the  other  Romer  stepped  in  front  of  the 
levelled  tube,  between  James  Kahn  and  his  angry 
master. 

"  Father,"  she  said,  "  give  that  to  me  !  " 
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There  was  an  instant  battle-eagle  and  falcon, 
peregnne  and  sparrowhawk.  Vida  stretched  out  her 
hand     She  walked  towards  Mr.  Romer. 

Out  of  the  way— he  has  Ued  to  me  !  "  cried  the 
fierce  owner  of  the  Incubus  properties 

aZ^'I^'  ^^.^l'  ^"^  y°"  "^''^'^  "«  ''  "  demanded  his 
daughter  -    to   my   mother  whom  you   promised 

Pni?'?'/^*??'"'^^"'*  P'"*^^*  ^-Yo'i  sent  her  to  the 
Poor  Side  of  the  Thorsby  County  Asylum.   She  would 

pfslol !  ••  *""*  ^°'  me-now  give  me  the 

Thus  defied,  Mr.   Romer  stood  irresolute.     But 
tne  next  moment  the  revolver  was  in  Vida's  hand 
and  she  had  moved  aside,  leaving  master  and  man 
face  to  face. 

vn!!  f""^'"  ^^®  ^^^'  "  y®""  ^^'^  s«"^e  it  between 

And  she  sUpped  the  loaded  weapon  into  the  pocket 
of  her  dress  and  turned  towards  the  door 

Good-bye.  father."  she  said.  "  I  did  not  come  to 
^k  anything  from  you.  Only  I  had  to  tell  you- 
lest  there  should  be  misunderstandings  .  To-morrow 
1  will  take  my  proper  name.     But  because  I  know 

°  mJ^u  T?  ^^^  "^^^  ^^^^  ^^^"  true  fathers  to  me.  I 
will  be  their  daughter  still  in  all  affection.  Not  yours 
now— no,  nor  ever  yours,  save  in  name.  I  will  go 
to  your  pitman,  Dick  Finnan,  and  to  Billy  Bryan 
the  hghthouseman  !  I  wiU  accept  my  UveUhood 
from  them— not  from  you  !  " 

And  she  went  down  the  stairs  of  Gorm  Castle 
bowing  m  a  stately  fashion  to  Gregson,  whom' 
cunously  enough,  they  encountered  on  the  landing 
with  a  tray  in  his  hand.  ^ 
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CHAPTER  XXVI 

THE  TIDES  OF  ROUGH  ISLAND 

Six  days  later  old  Dick  Finnan  had  settled  his  house- 
hold gods,  including  the  goddess,  in  a  trim  little 
cottage  looking  out  on  Rough  Island,  whose  low- 
lintelled  doors  and  square  windows  afforded  neat 
and  commodious  views  of  Wolf  Skerry  Lighthouse. 
Billy  Bryan  had  had  his  eye  on  this  particular  "  bit 
housie  "  for  a  long  time.  He  had  made  offer  after 
offer  to  purchase,  but  there  were  "  sea  bathers  "  (as 
the  countryfolk  called  summer  visitors)  in  the  land, 
and  the  price  had  risen. 

At  last,  however,  Billy  had  closed— just  in  time 
to  tenant  his  Ucw  possession  with  Vida  and  Dick. 
I  daresay  Dick  might  have  remained  on  at  his  Kirk- 
town  post,  but  Vida  was  far  too  stiff  and  proud. 
If  Dick  would  not  come  with  her,  she  would  go  alone 
And  Dick  Finnan  went,  to  tell  the  truth— not  very 
loath.  He  was  wearying  for  the  grit  of  the  sand  and 
the  trample  of  the  pebbles,  for  clean  salt  air  to  breathe, 
and  for  the  clear  green  sea  to  run  twicp  a  day 
sweltering  into  the  coves  and  break  in  chromatic 
arches  on  the  white  stones  of  the  beach. 

For  one  who  has  lived  a  long  life  within  cry  of  the 
sea-birds,  it  is  dull  work  to  hear  only  the  toot  of 
the  steam  whistle  at  six  o'clock  of  a  morning  the 
whirl  of  the  endless  wire  cables  in  the  dark  of 
a  mine,  and  the  rumble-rumble  of  waggons  full  and 
empty.  ' 

A  dainty  spot  was  that  little  bit  of  beach  Billy 
Bryan  would  not  hear  of  rent.     The  very  mention 
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of  money  made  him  furious.     He  expressed  himself 
thus  : — 

"  Let  the  little  one  make  a  cosy  nest  for  us  two  old 
wizened  fellows,  before  she  flies  away  to  a  nest  of  her 
own— as  of  course  she  will  do— and  Billy  Bryan  will 
be  content !  " 

Billy  had  got  a  few  days  off  duty  from  the  light- 
house—out of  turn,  and  very  naturally  had  abused 
his  outgoing  substitute  as  far  as  his  voire  could  carry. 
Then  he  had  given  himself  up  unrestrainedly  to  the 
pleasures  of  sense. 

He  went  about  with  Old  Dick  calling  him  aU  the 
names  he  could  lay  his  tongue  to,  but  pointing  out 
all  manner  of  dainty  sea-going  (or  rather  sea-home - 
coming)  devices,  to  which  the  "  Ould  'Un  "  could 
turn  his  hands  in  the  brief  spells  when  he  was  not 
"  laid  up  entirely  wid  laziness." 

There  was,  for  instance,  a  spot  where  a  tall  flag- 
staff must  be  erected.  Billy  knew  the  tree  and  the 
man  that  owned  it.  Then  there  must  be  a  brass 
cannon  to  fire  salutes  with.  And  Billy  knew  the 
sailorman  who  had  "nearly  finished  wid  that"! 
(It  turned  out  that  the  man  in  question  had  neariy 
finished  with  life  as  well,  and  that  his  next  visitor 
would  likely  be  One  for  whose  coming  no  salutes  are 
fired). 

"  Brass,"  said  Billy,  triumphantly,  "  wid  white 
waterproof  sheeting  and  a  ball  to  shut  its  mouth  when 
it's  done  talking.  And  a  good  thing  for  you  Dick 
if  you  had  the  Uke  !  Then  there's  a  summerhouse! 
with  a  stand  for  the  telescope— ships  for  to  see 
and  sailormen  going  by,  hanging  out  their  shirts  to 
dry  m  the  sun,  and  me  on  the  lantern  platform  of 
the  Skerry,  shaking  my  clout  for  cleaning  the  reflec- 
tors at  ye,  and  wondering  what  you  and  Vida  here 
have  been  having  for  breakfast !  " 

Nothing  could  have  delighted  Vida  more.  She 
was  still  within  six  miles  of  Kirktown,  from  which 
Rose  came  often  to  visit  her.  The  eternal  whirl 
and  reverse  of  the  pithead  wheels  were  done  with. 
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If!^  °^    woodland    shut     them    out-with 

tufted  moors,  green  and  purple  in  the  summer,  grey 

and  brown  m  winter  I     Vida  could  have  sung  fir  joy 
only  to  look  at  them.  *       ^  * 

Vhu  ^^^i'  '^^^''  ^^^'■^  "^^  "°  o"e  to  hear  her,  she  did. 

bette^Mt'  '^"1  ^}l'  ""  ^"8el.  but  Vida'though 
better  of  the  angels  than  that. 

Then  there  were  the  birds.    Outside  in  the  great 
green  deeps  of  the  bay.  between  her  and  thf  t^ 
granite  column  of  the  Skerry,  she  loved  to  watS 

morf^f  fi!    /  *  from  Ailsa  they  came,  making  no 
more  of  the  distance  than  did  Phil  Calmont  on  his 

tS.W''"*K  ^ff^.do^  from  Kirktown  to  "  c^' 
the  crack     with  old  Dick,  or  after  church  on  Sundays 
on  ?hMv  P^^P  thj«"gh  the  telescope  at  Billy  Bryan 

and  Phfnn'ILP^l"^'"'-  li'  ^^""^^^  i"  the  momhig" 
and  Phil  m  the  afternoon,  filled  happily  enough  Vida's 

cotTaee'  ^'^.l/'^'^u^  T^^*"  '^"^  ^"  fr°«t  of  the 
f^r  ^5;-  ^^''^  "^t^  °°^y  °"«  »iarrow  port,  rugged 
far-jutting  skemes  ran  seaward.  Behind  were  liftlr 
rocky  knolls  with  cunningly  sheltered  l^nnoote 
r„d7h*\'  *?;^  >-as  emerlld.  the  ferns ^grew  Wg^ 

old^l^^lJl?^^""^  ^°"^/^  ^^  t^^  id^al  home  for  two 
^iod  Mr  v-f  ""f  •  ^T^^J^'t  ^t  th^t  moment  it  wis 
good  for  Vida  also.  It  took  her  mind  away  fron^ 
Kirktown.  its  narrow  issues  of  church  and  tradP 

from  thi^ch''  '""^"  ^*r^P^^-  ''  ^t  vol'yerfort"i^ 
from  the  chimneys  of  Incubus.  Romer  and  Company 
The  change  was  good  for  another  person  alsa   ^ 

dritfn^  I T*''/''^  spring,  through  biting  sleet, 
driving  floods  of  rain,  and  blinding  snow  M 
Calmont  drove  his  cycle  up  over  the  edge  of  The  cud 
n  which  lay  Kirktown.  out  of  the  smoke  drcle  nit 
the  raw  towers  of  Gorm  Castle,  and  so  on  over^the 
moor  seawards.  It  was  bad  for  the  machine  of 
course,  and  in  the  summer  it  was  with  diScuity  that 
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PhU  could  get  an  offer  of  ten  shillings  for  it   but  it 
was  good  for  Phil  and.  to  teU  the  truth,  for  V  da^o 
At  least,  she  did  not  object. 

DiS  w«??n'  '\^  '^^"'^  "°i^^"«  ^^°"t  h»  conning. 
Dick  was  enough  company  for  her— and  BUlv  when 

t  w^  his  shore  leave.     Dick  could  tell  her  aU  about 

Duck''f^l.7^'r7  '^%  ;;Coal-and.Candle  Ligh 
l^uck  called  Calloo— Calloo  "  like  a  ship's  svren 
only  m  a  clear  tenor  note,  prolonging  the  last  "  alloo  " 

t^dX'"*  °^  ?  suddenly  L  if  the  singe    had 
turned  the  comer  of  a  street 

of  ^hVtlL^"^'''*!'  ^K^^""  S*^""^*^  ^^"  «ke  bolts  out 

11  emulous  of  the  Skerry  tower.     Dabchicks  made 

L'Tk^'ln'Jl^f'^f'  *?\™*^^'  P^^ying  hide'and 
Dools  ?S!n  «  ^'?"'*'  °^  *^^  '^^^^^d  »«  the  rocky 
ina  i;  f  hi  50"^etimes  towards  the  lingering  gloam- 
ing  of  the  spring  days,  old  Dick  would  take  hil  litUe 
girl  out  in  their  boat,  which  BiUy  had  bought  cheap 
r.V^'/^'^  P"«^  fishermen.  Vida  liked  to  4i? 
the  breeding-places  of  what  Dick  called  contemt 
tuously  the  foolish  Guillemots.  Multitudes  of  thX 
b^ds  stood  on  the  rock-ledges  like  penguins,  in  the 

Ser  For  with  *r*^'  *^"^^^'  ^^^^^  ™  bro^h? 
.hfu  ♦  •  ^^^  ^**  ^^^*y  earnings  he  had  mide 
shift  to  join  a  circulating  library.^  A  Uttle  b^  of 

the^fficr  w  "^  «^^7  week,  rfe  had  them  sent  to 
the  office.     He  knew  his  family  too  well  to  n^vtrni* 

^IZT  ^Jt*S"^  ^"^^^"'   ^"  he  co^d  do  for  "er 

indeed,  or  let  them  go  and  find  Vidas  for  themselvS' 

Of  course  they  called  him  names  when  they  fou?d 

Thlre^enSn''  *™i^'  ^^"^^  ^"^  WifhVmrna 
nmZ  A  ^  u^  °?  ^^''^'■^  occasions  to  break  into  the 
^2.n«l  o'J'Jf  ^''^^^J'P^'  bringing  with  them  a  whole 

mstruments  belonging  to  their  father.    But  that 
unfeeling  brother.  Phil  Caimont.  warned  the  nght 
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watchman  and  the  day  timekeeper.  Whichever 
happened  to  be  on  duty  was  to  loose  the  yard  bull- 
dog upon  any  of  the  race  of  Calmont.  who  should 
approach  the  engineer's  office,  his  father  onlv 
excepted.  ^ 

After  Vida  had  explained  all  about  penguins,  and 
how  yon  could  kill  them  with  a  stick,  Dick  in  his 
boat,  the  water  dripping  lightly  from  his  oars,  paused 
to  pomt  out  the  guillemots  overhead. 
..  " 'T^l^y're  no  Uke  thae  penguins,"  he  said,  stoUdly. 
they  re  nervous  beasts,  guillemots  I  " 
"  Come  let's  scare  them  1  "  said  Vida,  and  when 
immediately  below  the  cUffs  she  rose  and  clapped  her 
hands.  No  more  was  needed.  A  beating  rush  of 
wings,  a  great  white  V  turned  with  its  apex  towards 
the  sea,  and  all  Rough  Island  seemed  to  fly  up  into 
the  air  and  pass  overhead.  Vida  laughed  her  deUght. 
One  or  two  clear  greenish-blue  eggs  would  roll  over 
and  fall  with  a  yellow  splash  on  the  rocks  beneath. 

Then  Dick  Finnan,  who  had  lived  his  life— or  the 
most  part  of  it,  on  desert  islands  and  Ughthouse 
platforms  with  a  glass  at  his  eye,  explained  to  the 
young  people  the  theory  and  practice  of  bird  life  on 
such  places.  Vida  and  Phil,  seated  close  together  in 
the  stem,  a  big  waterproof  rug,  Uned  inside  with 
flannel,  covenng  them,  were  pleased  with  the  lengthiest 
explanations. 

For  a  model  Dick  used  Rough  Island  itself  under 
which  they  were  gUding. 

..  v^P  ^}Y  ^*^®y  *°P  ^^^^®  *he  bunchy  rabbits 
botched    and  hopped  and  bent  their  ears  at  twenty 
angles  in  as  many  seconds,  were  the  puffins.     Dick 
was  fond  of  them. 

"Eh,  but  they  are  queer  beasts,  the  Tammie- 
Nomes— good  eating,  though,"  sa;d  Old  Dick. 
Up  yonder  ye  can  hear  them  deep  under  sod,  yam- 
merin'  and  chunnerin*  and  leamin'  their  bairns  the 
Catechism,  I  dootna*  !  And  what  a  bite  ye  will  get 
if  ye  put  in  your  hand  to  pu'  yin  oot— and  scart 
scart  like  the  deil,  they  wull !    Ow,  aye— they  bide 
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aye  on  the  top  where  the  rabbits  mak*  the  holes— 
but  ye  are  no  listening— you  twa  !  " 

Old  Dick  would  pause  at  his  oare  and  suspend  his 
instruction. 

,    "Ye  are  maybe  no  comfortable.     Trim  the  boat, 
laddie  !     Ye  wiU  hae  Vida  in  the  water." 

For  Phil  had  gradually  been  encroaching  (as  is  the 
duty  of  his  sex)  till  Dick,  at  the  oars,  felt  the  drag 
on  the  starboard  side.  But,  being  a  man  without 
guile,  and  of  little  feminine  experience,  he  failed  to 
connect  cause  and  efifect. 

At  last  Vida,  for  the  sake  of  peace,  and  because, 
when  all  was  said  and  done,  he  had  come  so  far  to  see 
her,  allowed  Phil  to  hold  her  hand  for  a  little— a 
harmless  amusement,  much  practised  by  the  very 
young,  but  apt  to  prove  insufficient  and  unsatisfying 
to  the  hand-holder  just  when  it  is  beginning  to  in- 
terest the  hand-held.  Still  during  these  days,  this 
made  Phil  ridiculously  happy.  He  forgot  rain  and 
shine,  snow  flurries  from  the  sea  and  the  salt  drive 
of  the  SI  ay  in  his  face— even  Dick's  bird  lore,  in 
dreaming  of  the  warm  softness  of  that  little  girlish 
ungloved  hand.  ' 

And  let  those  who  have  never  been  young,  cast 
at  Vida  and  Phil  the  first  laugh.  Why,  even  Jacob 
Romcr,  sulking  at  Gorm  Castle,  and  Gregson  the 
Immaculate  waiting  tremblingly  upon  him,  knew 
better.  At  least  they  had  lived  out  their  youth,  such 
as  it  was.  And  once  a  year  or  so  Gregson  forgot 
to  serve  the  caper  sauce  with  the  boiled  mutton  for 
at  least  two  seconds,  because  he  was  thinking  of  the 
housemaid  who  had  left  him  for  love  tokens,  only  a 
hatpin  and  an  empty  soap  dish. 

"  An'  them  under  the  eaves  o'  the  Isle  are  the 
Auks  (what  some  folk  caa  the  Razor-bills,  as  if  a' 
thae  sea-fowl  hadna  nebs  that  bite  like  razors,  on 
accoont  o'  the  fish  they  catch.).  Trim  the  boat, 
laddie  !  Or  else  tak'  the  oars  yoursel' !  And  then 
come  the  Guillemots,  and  the  bonny  wee  white  kitti- 
wakes  sittin'  like  leddies  on  nests  that  are  nests. 
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and  no  bit  scrapes  o'  cauld  stane  Uke  the  fule  craiturs 
aboon  them.  Ech  a:  e,  but  I  am  daft— daft.  The 
sun  s  gane  doon,  and  you  twa  that  cauld,  wi'  the 
sea-cloak  up  to  your  chins.  What  wad  Billy  say  ? 
I  maun  hae  ye  baith  learned  to  tak*  an  oar  apiece— 
that  will  keep  ye  braw  and  warm  !  " 

Nevertheless  Vida  assured  Dick  that,  so  far  as  she 
was  concerned,  she  was  entirely  comfortable,  and 
the  visitor  qmte  agreed  with  her. 


CHAPTER  XXVII 

THE    FIGHTING   SERB 

The  explanation  which  James  Kahn  had  had  with 
his  master  had  not  separated  them 

"  What  can  I  do  ?  "  Jacob  Romer  had  argued  with 
^^!f'  u^'5*"  ''  *  ^"^-b^g  and  Grindlin^  a 
,^o«  ♦l?'"^^'''-.  ^.°""«  ^^^'"^n*  k"°^«  little,  and 
LT.  ^H'^V  '/^l  ^*  ^"y  "a*^-  Good  work  may  be 
thrjri^  %  °°^  *^,5*  ^^  ^^^"  ^"d  fouled  itself  i!^ 
K«hn  ch*  J  would  be  no  gain  to  me  if  James 
Kahn  should  carry  all  the  secrets  of  the  firm  with 

hiSself  i"^'  ""^"^^  P^'^^P"'  ^^o  ^°o^'  "t  up  for 
Mr.  Jacob  Romer  was  far^eeing.  His  subordinate 
n»f  M?v  K  .  ^^K  *^?'^  possibilities  in  the  face. 
Jhl  i^  *  f  ^  M  "®^  '■f  ^""  ^as  on  the  fact  that  now 
the  master  of  millions  knew  that  he  had  an  heiress  in 
the  flesh  he  would  never  allow  her  to  marry  anyone 
who  would  not  prove  a  worthy  successor  of  his  own 
James  Kahn  was  that  man. 

He  grew  certain  that  the  old  man  would  not  pass 
his  daughter  by  "  Blood  will  tell."  said  the  Serb 
sententiously.  who  m  his  own  country  had  several 
unsatisfied  blood  feuds  awaiting  his  return.  Having 
made  his  fortune  he  would  go  back  to  no  inglorious 
ease,  but  with  the  certainty  of  spending  his  declininir 
days  in  the  excitement  of  continual  long-distance 
nfle-practise  among  the  Balkans.  To  such  an  one. 
human  hfe  did  not  count— not  even  his  own. 

It  IS  hard  to  convey  the  impression  which  such  a 
man  took  on  of  life  in  the  South-West  of  Scotland, 
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with  its  alternate  "  douceness  "  and  "  dotirnett," 
its  general  kindness  in  deed  and  equally  general 
inciviUty  of  word,  especially  the  tendernesses  o!  its 
reh^ous  life  which  were  as  the  foolish  plays  of  bairns 
to  him. 

Profoundly  superstitious  by  nature,  James  Kahn 
boasted  among  his  cronies  at  the  "  Caravanserai  " 
that  "  such  a  man  as  he  had  no  use  for  religion." 

And,  indeed,  it  was  true,  at  least,  of  the  land  of 
his  temporary  adoption.  He  understood  neither 
Mr.  Lamont's  easy-going  kindly  ways,  nor  the  stern- 
ness of  Benjamin  Irongray's  historic  faith.  Still 
kss  did  he  see  the  beauty  which  underlay  John 
Fowler's  mysticism—the  glory  undimmed  that  made 
bright  for  him  all  the  shadows  of  this  world,  when 
like  him  of  Mount  Horeb  he  could  say,  "  I  testify 
my  Saviour  openly.  .  .  I  am  ready  for  the  ever- 
lasting light  that  shall  shine  upon  me." 

From  the  long  result  of  centuries  of  education, 
practically  free  and  compulsory  by  the  weight  of 
public  opinion,  James  Kahn  was  shut  out,  and  never 
knew  it.  He  lived  in  Scotland,  surrounded  with 
up-to-date  luxuries,  and  they  were  to  him  but  pearl 
and  barbaric  gold.  He  rushed  hither  and  thither 
m  Mercides  motor  cars.  He  conducted  complex 
businesses,  according  to  the  ideas  of  Jacob  Romer. 
But  the  foundation  of  the  man  was  as  un-Scottish  as 
if  he  had  been  a  Norman  captain  of  Duke  William's, 
sailing  from  Saint  Valerie-sur-Somme. 

Cunning  and  ready  of  ruse,  Kahn  was  no  coward. 
He  would  turn  to  bay  with  a  snap  of  white  teeth 
hke  the  wolf  of  his  mountains.  He  had  by  no  means 
given  up  all  hope  of  Vida,  though  to  Mr.  Romer  he 
never  more  mentioned  her  name. 

He  had  accompanied  the  flitting  to  the  sea  cottage, 
though  none  had  seen  him.  Vida  heard  his  footstep, 
and  in  the  distance  the  throb  of  his  automobile. 
He  knew  how  often  Phil  Calmont  found  his  way 
thither.  And  he  was  an  unseen  "  assistant,"  in  the 
French  sense,  at  the  water  promenades  under  the 
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difft  of  Rough  Island.     He  had  the  most  powerful 

i-ondon,  and  through  it  he  watched  with  an^er  adH 
^ousy  the  Uttle  attention  which  thrySung^^^ople 

unH^^k.     %*'*^  his  suspicions,  too.  as  to  the  hands 

of  a\w  orhVr%^h.°„'^'''^^^^^     ^"^  °"^y  ^^^  '«^ 
oi  a  law  otner  than  his  own,  prevented  him  from 

.Cl7h%'ewlM*'"".f  ,™  Calmont"*as  he  rod" 

''/knJI^^7"^  ?  *5^  l°"«  *P""K  gloamings. 
K.  k\i    ^,°"*^  ^^  dead-I  thought  the  other  was  •  " 

the  sam'e^^^TH' V°  ^'  ?°™"-  Helstone  tJTo^ght 
the  same.     That  was  why  we  left  the  Good  Intent 

teleiSm'"' A.""*^*'^^-    7^^^  "  ""^y  I  «»«nt  you  the 

A«'!i^°'*'  *?*'"!  7°"  ^^'""^  ?  "  cried  Jacob  Romer 
And  he  raised  his  hand  to  strike.      But  the  Ikde 

Kbrirt?''^^'^'  ^°  ^^«^  *^«  hand  in  angir 
^n^e«*«nH  ^  ♦^l"^  *°  a  common  denominator.  He 
understood  stnkmg  and  doubted  not.  that    if  the 

power  to  be  without  moral  scruple,  without  fear 

e'S.lerto  SilThr**^ *^'^"' ""'"^ ^^^^^ holdsU muc'h 
easier  to  kill  than  to  pay  rates. 

Wi«-^^  ,  %^  somethmg  of  that  same  wild  spirit 
«t^.?^-,T^^y  /*?^  ^**^"  recognised  the  man  who 
stood  wiUing  to  back  his  opinion  with  his  Ufe.     Bu? 

hLf^a'ndnisTroier*  '''  '^'"°"*  ^^^  ^*-- 

wou  d  as  soon  have  made  Rose  Nunsby    he  obiec? 

t'o  ALfiT':  ^^.h^  ^'^^^  '^^^y  *o  condemn  Vida 
m.n  «nH  k"*^  "^^i  ^^"v^"  ""*^^^  pit  swarming  with 

ihe  plan  had  failed,  that  was  all.     Yet  he  had  been 
promment  in  the  after  search.     He  had  superintendeS 
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the  placing  of  the  new  pumping  plant  which  was  to 
empty  No.  2  pit.  He  had  been  a  large  subscriber  to 
the  Fund  for  the  Widows  and  Orphans.  His  word 
had  gone  far  in  obtaining  that  crowning  grace  for  the 
widows  that  they  should  remain  in  their  houses  during 
the  winter.  There  was  no  needless  cruelty  about 
James  Kahn. 

Only  he  drove  straight  to  his  goal.  And  whoever 
or  whatever  stood  in  his  way,  he  would  crush  without 
a  thought,  like  a  wriggling  worm  under  the  wheels 
of  his  60  h.p.  car. 

Curiously  enough  James  Kahn  wanted  a  confidant. 
He  had  a  certain  pride  in  wickedness  which  would 
be  not  sufficient  unto  itself.  Now  Johnemann  had 
also  come  to  Scotland  by  way  of  the  Ghetto,  but  via 
Hamburg.  They  had  been  drawn  together  mainly 
by  common  interests.  Johnemann  had  a  superior 
knowledge  of  machinery.  The  Serb  possessed  the 
brains  and  the  daring.  Mostly  therefore  he  talked 
to  Johnemann,  though,  of  course,  even  with  him, 
he  was  compelled  to  observe  certain  reticences. 
Johnemann  had  his  hours — chiefly  on  the  evenings 
of  pay  flight— when,  with  the  best  intentions  in  the 
world,  his  tongue  was  not  to  be  trusted. 

It  chanced,  moreover,  that  Johnemann  had  a  young 
friend,  who  had  arrived  at  Leith  on  a  Riga  timber 
ship.  He  called  himself  a  Russian,  but  the  lissom 
grace  of  his  movements  told  of  a  more  southern 
and  even  oriental  origin.  He  called  himself  Casimir, 
for  the  same  reason  that  the  Serb  called  himself  Kahn, 
and  Johnemann,  Johnemann — because  such  were  not 
their  names. 

Casimir  had  no  particular  Christian  name.  When 
pushed  to  extremities  he  was  willing  to  accept  John. 
But  this  was  only  because  on  one  occasion  a  pay- 
master, weary  of  questioning,  had  so  entered  him  on 
the  books  of  a  firm  he  was  serving.  Casimir  spoke  all 
languages  which  are  to  be  found  east  of  Switzerland, 
always  with  the  same  graceful  hesitation  and  apparent 
search  for  words.     But  he  had  a  sure  hand  with 
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E„lSlh"^Th!'r'l'  ■"*■?'  "P  '"  "»  «*"«  knowledge  of 

which  thr..      <=onc«niing  a  great  number  of  things 
Casim^rVnH   T  "^"^^t\mong  honest  Scots.     But  to 

of  thfworr        ""*"'"«  *""'  '^y  0°  '"e  surface 
This  slim,  darlt-skinned  bov  was  clever  .rith  1,:- 

he  was  re  egated  to  the  garage  "  to  &p'^"th1i. 
MrLr^.trTfTout°it'"wL'H 

S?V-  ---  ^^"^H- ^t™f s 

••  iif?  n'.^"'"  "•»'  ">"«  "as  sh"rtage  in  the 
beef^en  'sSl^nrtl  ""^  ".L""*  Cashy-mf ^ '"  ha'd' 

~?inz*aX"s'%!:rthe"assrth^- 

enemy  escaped  with  a  glitter  of  wWte  teeth  and  a„ 
IsCr,  ?"?'?""  '"  ""  unk„„^"tl"g';ef"'i„^S 

vT  , "®  "^^  better  keep  tally  of  these  himQPlf 

because  such  an  accusation  was  wha?  would  naturally 
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occur  to  the  jealous  mind  of  a  man  from  Greenock, 
who  had  learned  to  "  sup  "  in  Galloway,  according  to 
Casimir  a  particularly  stupifying  combination. 

So  James  Kahn  only  laughed,  drew  from  his  pocket 
the  Croall  and  Co.'s  invoice  for  the  petrol,  and  turning 
it  over  showed  his  own  jotting  of  those  which  had 
been  used.  But  he  showed  mercy,  having  a  use  for 
the  slow-brained  western. 

"  Go  back  !  "  he  said,  calmly,  "  I  advise  you, 
Thomas  Pagan  from  Greenock,  to  keep  sober,  and 
to  have  the  charity  to  think  other  people  at  least  as 
honest  as  you  are  yourself !  " 

Then  he  returned  to  his  talk  with  Casimir,  the  shm, 
dark  Danubian.  And  their  talk  bore  upon  places 
with  strange  names — Sarejevo,  Strani  Maidan  and 
Bittoray.  They  spoke  also  of  the  Black  Mountain, 
and  how  the  Serb  on  his  side  and  the  Montenegrin  on 
his,  cultivated  the  soil  each  with  a  rifle  within  reach 
of  his  hand.  And  they  smiled  as  they  said  it.  They 
were  in  foreign  lands  earning  their  bread  ignomini- 
ously.  But  one  day  they  would  return  and  take  up 
the  unfinished  family  quarrel,  an  arsenal  of  the  most 
recent  weapons  at  their  belts,  and  the  distance  from 
their  enemy's  house  counted  in  metres  upon  their 
rifle-sights ;  or  so,  at  least,  thought  James  Kahn. 

But  the  eyes  of  the  slim  youth  Casimir  glistened 
as  they  spoke  of  it. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 

THE    FORTUNES   OF   BILLY   BRYAN 

Rough  Isle    ™  '"""'"«'  ™'^"  «>'   ^"^  '"«^  of 

"  expayrience  ")    that'TmP  ^^J*P^"«""    (^e   said 
that's  vou.infi;.^K-     ^^^  ™^"   o^  none- 

you  S  i.aJe^lX'l:^.7u^oAt'A^^^ 
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as  it  were,  proceeded  to  extremities  before  priest 
or  parson." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  not  proceedin'  to  extremi- 
ties,  Billy  ?  "  demanded  Dick  Finnan,  not  at  all 
well  pleased  at  Billy's  description  of  him,  but  attempt- 
ing to  put  an  unstruck  match  to  his  pipe  to  hide  it. 

"  Why,  always  Ughtin'  out  for  foreign  parts  the 
day  before  ye  fe'*  that  ye  must  ax  the  girl  to  marry 
ye,  Dicky  !  T  c's  what  I  mean,"  explained  the 
man  of  experience  from  his  youth  up. 

"  I  saw  nothing  wrong  in  the  boat !  "  said  Dick, 
failing  to  light  up  for  the  third  time,  and  stamping 
the  remnants  of  the  match  into  the  sea-weed  as  if  it 
had  been  the  fault  of  Messrs  Bryant  and  May. 

"  Wrong  ?  No,  who  talked  o'  wrong,  you  old 
fool,  Dicky,"  cried  Billy,  "  only  these  two  yung  uns 
are  fixin'  it  up  to  get  married  !  " 

"  Married  !  "  gasped  Dick,  "  christened,  ye  mean, 
you  red-headed   Fenian  !  " 

"  Married,  I  said,  Dicky.  And  they  don't  know 
it  yet,  that's  the  beauty  of  it !  "  chuckled  the  man  of 
experience  ;  "  it  minds  me  of  Uttle  Molly  MoUoy  that 
I  used  to  hold  the  hand  of  in  '60.  She  tied  up  wid  a 
ship's  carpenter  owing  to  my  being  lost  in  the  passage 
to  Milford,  fell  verboard  in  the  night — 'twas  reported 
by  the  second  mate — a  great  friend  of  mine.  There 
was  fine  mournings,  they  sa;— headaches  all  through 
Tipperary  !  " 

Still  Billy  Bryan  had  not  proved  his  case.     At  Glebe 
End  Cottage  Dick  Finnan  had  known  too  many  come 
and^go.     His  "  little  girl  knew  better."     After  Vic 
Morris,  indeed,  who  could  hope  to  succeed  ? 

But  Billy  only  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  poured 
forth  the  full  bouquet  of  his  wisdom  like  a  wine-cask 
from  which  the  spigot  has  been  removed. 

"  With  girls  ye  never  can  rightly  tell,"  he  said. 
"  tis  not  as  wid  us.  Of  a  dozen  girls  in  a  row  a  man 
will  take  the  prettiest  or  the  one  that  gives  his  narves 
a  tug  like  usin'  the  curb  for  the  first  time  to  a  restive 
beast.     Or  maybes  he  will  only  take  the  one  he  can 
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get,  if  the  rest  won't  have  him  I  Or  as  Uke  as  not 
the  one  that  flatters  him  the  most.  But  at  all  events 
he  wUl  know  the  one  he  wants,  and  will  have  her  if  he 
can  Now  with  a  woman  it  is  just  contrariwise.  It 
mfii  M  ^,  ***J^,f  "»^*  they  want-praise  be  I  or 
uu  u  "u^  ^''"^y  ^^"^^  n«^«»-  have  fancied  me 
(though  she  married  the  ship's  carpenter  after  all)  • 

!iiS  \^",^^T'''*'  T^'"'*  ^^^"  the  one  she  fancied 
most  at  least  not  at  first.  No.  it's  the  one  that 
nobody  wants  her  to  have,  the  obvious  misfit,  the  roU- 

IhC  "^/V  .^  ^f  *^^*  "?^°**y  *^^"^«  g°od  for  any. 
thing.     He  s  only  got  me,'  she  says.     She  tells  herself 

(blessings  on  her  true  little  Christian  sowl)  that  she 

will  make  a  man  of  him  yet !     And  that's  what  our 

Vida  is  a-fixin   up  wid  herself  that  she  will  do  with 

this  doctor  s  young  spalpeen  !  " 

JiA^v^  ^^^  Calmont  is  no  good-for-nothing." 
»aid  Honest  Dick,  who  also  could  stick  up  for  his 
fnends.  he  is  worth  his  wage  anywhere,  and  can  do 
a  day  s  work  with  any  man.     I  have  seen  him  !  " 

Granted,  said  Billy,  "  but  he  has  no  right  trade 
to  his  fingers,  and  is  past  the  age  to  learn  one.  They 
only  keep  him  on  at  the  pits  till  they  get  a  man  iJ 
Vic  Morns  s  place.  He  is  only  gummed  on  there, 
and  the  gum  is  cheap  stuff  too." 

Dick  sighed.     He  liked  Phil,  for  which  Uking  he 
had  his  reasons.  * 

"  I  am  rale  vexed  ye  dinna  tak'  to  the  lad.  Billv  " 
he  said.     ••  Phil's  a  good  boy,  considerin'  his  u^ 
bnngin  .for  his  kindred  are  lighter  than  the  thistle- 
down.    But  he  has  aye  been  grave  beyond  his  years 
Are  we  to  forbid  the  laddie  the  hoose  ?  " 

Billy  held  up  his  hands  in  astonishment  at  the 
simplicity  of  his  co-parent. 

"  ^'^!^"!^yf.,f'"^  y^t  ^"  the  road  of  learnin'  about 
women,  said  Billy,  severely ;  "  forbid  him  the  house ! 
Is  It  that  ye  want  our  bit  lass  to  fly  up  through  the 
roof  hke  a  rocket  up  a  chimbly?  Is  that  how 
ye  would  have  her  to  be  leavin'  U3  >  No? 
WeU,     then,    sit    down,     Dicky,    and     set    your 
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brains  a-steep.     The  question  is  just  how  we  are  to 
keep  the  bit  lass  near  to  us,  so  that  she  may  look  in 
of  a  momin',  or  set  things  to  rights  while  we  take 
turns  at  the  telescope  in  the  afternoon.     To  tell  you 
the  truth,  Dicky,  I  have  been  thinkin'  it  over  for  some 
time.     I  saw  from  the  first  that  she  looked  as  cold  at 
the  engineer  chap,  as  frozen  AustraHan  mutton  when 
it  comes  from  the  refrigerators.     How  did  I  know  ? 
Why,— by  little  Molly  that  loved  me,  but  married  the 
ship  s  carpenter  (me  havin'  been  lost  overboard).   No 
Dicky  Finnan.  Vic  Morris  was  never  the  man—not 
If  he  had  been  stuck  all  over  with  life-saving  medals 
Victoria  crosses  and  such-like  Uke  a  man-in-armour 
in  a  museum.     But  at  this  one  she  looks  to  see  if 
he  has  wet  his  feet.     And  makes  him  mind  about  the 
comforter  about  his  neck  when  he  goes  away— stands 
on  tip-toe  to  tuck  it  in.     T'other  night,  she  took  out 
a  pair  of  your  socks.  Dicky,  and  made  him  march 
upstairs  and  change.     A   d  to-night  I  saw  her  damin* 
a  hole  in  the  heel.   She  h.  i  washed  them  her  own  self  I" 
Well,   why  shouldn  i  she?"  said  Dick    "she 
darns  yours  and  mint    doesn't  she  ?  " 

Billy,  the  man  of  experi  ce,  slapped  his  knee  with 
a  weary  air.  as  he  explain,  to  Dick  that  he  had  no 
more  gumption  than  the  at  her  of  a  Kerry  mule 
and  that  words  like  those  oi  Solomon  were  wast«d  on 
u '"•t*.,?"*^,*^^*  *he  short  and  the  long  of  it  was  that 
he.  Billy  Bryan,  thought  of  setting  up  the  young 
people  !  r-  J       B 

^^  "  Set  youreelf  up  first !  "  retorted  Dick  Finnan. 

you,  a  first  division  lighthouseman  with  the  prospect 
of  an  ordinary  pension  within  six  months— how  can 
you  give  away  fortunes  ?  " 

Billy  Bryan  pointed  to  the  piano  in  the  comer 

"  How  did  I  give  away  that  }  "  he  inquired,  some- 
what pertinently. 

"  But  they  can't  set  up  house  in  a  piano,  eat  and 
drmk  m  a  piano,  live  in  a  piano  !  " 

Billy  wisely  shook  his  head  as  he  looked  the  cottage 
Broadwood  all  over. 
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..  «  ^*'"'.  °ot  exactly  in  that  one."  he  admitted. 

But  wait.  Did  ye  ever  know  BiUy  Bryan  without 
two  stnngs  to  his  bow  or  two  plans  in  his  head  ?  " 

"  Yes.  once  !  "  Dick  grinned  largely.  For  it  was  a 
sore  memory  to  the  Irishman,  and  had  to  do  with  a 
scapegrace  boy  called  Sir  Toady  Lion  and  a  httle 
giri  called  Saucy  Easdaile. 

"Oh.  that,"  said  Billy,  surlily.  "  Ive  heard 
enough  about  that !  " 

.!!  ^.^"'  y°"  ^^^^'  y°^  ^^^  ^  "  said  Dick,  grinning 
still  wider.  * 

"We  were  speaking  of  our  httle  maid,  and  what 
to  do  with  her  if  she  has  made  up  her  mind  I'll 
tell  you  how  it  is.  Dicky.  Directly  I  saw  that  there 
was  no  hope  for  that  chap  with  the  jaw— the  en- 
gineer—him  that  went  to  Spain— I  got  a  httle  in- 
formation out  of  him  before  it  was  too  late." 
..  "What  about  ?  "  asked  Dick,  suddenly  ironical, 

the  investment  of  your  fortune  in  mining  shares 
maybe  !  Now  I  believe  I  did  hear  that  a  seaguU 
out  on  the  Skerry  died  and  left  you  all  its  property  !  " 

"  Might  ha'  been,"  said  Billy  Bryan,  coolly,  "  on'y 
It  wasn't.     My  uncle  Barny  was  the  seagull.     He 
went  to  America,  and  as  he  had  been  the  greatest 
fool  m  ten  parishes  at  home,  naturally  he  got  elected 
out  there  into  them  things  they  caU  legislatives  ! 
The  Yanks  get  the  Irish  to  do  that  sort  o'  business  for 
them,  bemg  too  proud— I  expect,  sort  o'  scavenger 
work.  I  judge  !     PoHtics  they  call  it.     Only  instead 
of  havin'  to  do  with  carts  and  such-like,  it's  just 
sweepm'  up  the  riff-raff  and  bringing  them  to  vote 
at  the  proper  day  and  hour.     Anyway  my  unde 
Barny   made  a  fortune  politicianing  in  httle  Old 
New  York.     Then  he  died,  and  left  it  all  to  me  and 
my  brother  Tim,   what  was  eaten  by  a  shark  at 
Colombo  on  board  the  Castaiia.     So  I  collar  the  load 
and  I  have  kept  it  till  now  ;  me  thinking  of  our  Httle 
lass  bemg  none  the  worse  of  a  few  halfpence  one  fine 
day  !  " 

Dick  had  let  his  pipe  go  out  as  he  Ustened= 
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"  "  ^^A  °S*  °'  y°"'  ^^^"y  rock  yams,"  he  said. 

bciievi^°"that?''*'*  *°  "^"^  ""^  ^^^  ""^^  *°  **'*^"  *^"'" 

wifl^o^  i^*'  dure-step  that  tripped  up  Sapphire  the 
wife  of  Ananias.  I  am  telUn'  ye  no  lie ;    not  even 
flavounn-  the  truth  with  a  little  essence  of  Blarney 
It  8  a  case  of  the  gospel  as  it  was  delivered  unto 
Moses.    And  if  you  don't  beUeve.  I'U  take  a  whack 

do  mil  '  'V*  ?\^^  "P  ^^  ^^'  Your  head  will 
do,  Dick.      Tis  thick  enough  I  " 

kniJ^  !!!!w\-?''^  *"'  }^^^  ^^^  '"o**  «acred  oaths 
m«„  nil,  {?•  ^'^^*'T  ^"^"*^  *^«  Skerry  Ughthouse- 
man,  Dick  Finnan  became  aware  that  Billy  Bryan 
spoke  the  truth.  At  last  he  sat  smoking  face  to  face 
Math  a  nch  man.     With  a  large  and  copious  gesture 

V  J£?  rilL^t^'T  ^"^  ^^'"""^  «»"y  Bryan,*'as  his 
vested  nght,  the  bigger  armchair. 


And  what  are  ye  thinkin*  of  doin'  with  your  uncle's 
American  scavengering  money  ?  "  Dick  asked  pres- 
ently, leaning  back  and  puffing  at  his  pipe  with  the  air 
of  one  wealthy  man  talldng  stocks  with  a  companion. 

Buy  a  second-hand  hghthouse,"  said  Billy    as 
gravely,     plant  her  down  on  the  point,  and  set  you 
to  the  keepin  again,  you  oily  old  potterer  !  " 
The  old  man  grew  suddenly  red,  and  then  paled. 

.  rii  Q°°°^  "^^^'^  y^'  ^^y-  "  ye  f^ve  got  aS  uncle 
a  nch  Scavenger,  to  make  a  jest  of  such  things  ! 

iTcH^"    !1°  '^!?°"''    }  '^'""^^  ^^«  that  most  ever- 
lastin   well,  and  you  know  it !  " 

«,r.**^  1*°°'"  ^^^"°^^edged  BiUy.  "  once  a  lighthouse- 
man  always  a  lighthouseman.  I  suppose,  Dicky. 
Mayhap,  one  day  when  this  is  off  my*^mind.  I  may 
speak  a  word  to  the  Commissioners,  and  get  them  to 
sanction  a  hght  out  on  the  point  yonder-not  to  keep 
^r^^X  T  5^^' ^^e^y  «ight.  you  know,  but  just 
something  fixed  and  easy-with  maybe  a  little  engine 
to  compress  the  air  for  the  syren  on  thick  nights, 
and  a  gravelled  walk  down  from  the  cottajje." 


^'^w^.. 
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"  Oh  Billy  I  "  was  an  that  Dick  Finnan  conlH  .,„ 

The  streS.  n/'  ^f  ^^°T'*^^"&  "^^'^^  comforted  hhn 
"  fiJZ     /   ^  ^'^'^  ^^  ^^^  "«t  been  brought  up  t^ 

it  w^re    MHthT^P^^i^^^'^'^^t^^dy  flashes,  as 
"  were,  with  a  mild  and  steady  beam      AnH  *hl 
chaps  out  yonder  there  would  be  sayinr''  Ave  von 
ders  old  Dick  anH  Rtii«  *k  4.  I  K  \^      -'^ye,  yon- 
Wolf's  Skerrv    nr,H         ^  ^^^*  ^"*  '^^P*  ^^is  here 

gon',t!^?J^',-^^S«hH:/r^^^^^^ 
^^dZJ:Zf  ''  if  ■■"=  h-i  heard  ir.hat  tt^. 
house,  t^UeTLCe'™ 'c^,rc£'^'  "  ^fP  a  light- 

-.d  no.  cnuugh  water  within  miles  to  arown  a  kitten/' 
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But  he  wouldn't  mean  it.  not  he,"  said  Dick 
aloud,  once  a  lighthouseman,  alwayt  one.  In  a 
naonth  he  would  be  hanging  about  the  coastguards' 
station  pestering  to  see  the  Ueutenant  and  show  him 
the  state  of  his  service  !  " 

"What  may  you  be  maunderin'  about,  now. 
Dicky  ?    asked  the  man  of  means. 

"My  thoughts,"  responded  Dick  shortly,  "are 
m^nly  about  a  fellow  who  swore  that  as  soon  as  he 
had  done  with  lights  and  reflectors,  he  would  set  up 
a  pubhc-house  a  hundred  miles  from  salt  water  I  " 

Shame  grew  on  Billy's  face.  Memory  reproached 
him  that,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  he  had  given 
vent  to  such  sentiments.  * 

T^":  u*^^*".*  °"  ""^«  Kirl."  he  said,  "you 
wouldn  t  have  her  tell  her  eldest  to  toddle  over  to 
grandfather  s  public-house  for  the  dinner  beer! " 

Pshaw,"  said  Dick,  always  jealous  of  any  pater- 
nal assumption  "Mr.  Romer  is  her  father  now; 
she  does  not  call  herself  after  you  any  more  " 

"  Ah.  doesn't  she,"  cried  Billy,  "  that's  all  you 
know      For  she  signs   herself  Vida  B.  F.  Romer  I 

„  V  °"  *  ^5°^  T^^*  '^'  F'  ™eans.  I'll  bet,  Dicky  ?  " 
No.    said  Dicky.  "  something  she  was  christened, 
1 11  Wttgcr. 

"  It  means  Bryan-Finnan  !  " 
"  No  !  " 

Old  Dick  stopped  smoking  and  blinking.  He  saw 
an  objection.  ** 

A  ?u  *'"  \V^^^  suddenly,  "  if  we  get  the  lighthouse, 
and  the  path,  and  all.  Vida  won't  ev-  want  to  get 

iTghThouse ?"  ^'''''   ""  •'     ^""'y   ^"'"^"    ^   P"^'**^ 
Billy  gave  his  senior  in  service  a  slow  glance  of 

••  I  ?!if^*^  ^^^"'"  ^^  '•emarked.  with  bitter  point, 
wizted  d'lireT"  ""  '"^  ""^"^  ^'^"^y  ^"  y-^ 
"  No,"  said  Dick,  "  if  there  had  been,  she  wouldn't 
have  mamed  any  old  dockyard  ship-shaver  I  " 
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"  Richard  Finnan."  said  Billv    ••  #!«-•* 

Skerries,  all  silver-plated    electri^fittVa        7'"'? 

^ri"irii'",  ""'"V'  bS"h«":Lrk.er^ 

rhy^rrHa'[7c4Tn.SirjuirrK'uM 
.TniewU;^..™"'  ""^  y'»"-'"eeCrr::;'j!.iSJ 

taIki^'s™J;"^'"'='5;  "  '.  !«""'  ""  »"«  you  are 

"Know  Portogarten  ?  "  he  inquired, 
pick  almost  snarled.  ^ 

"u/^^'.A^J*®^   ^y   °^    name?"    he    erowleH 
Wasn't  I  bom  over  ther**  >     Tc«'*  *.u    n  o^°T .    • 

s*S&j!iP  o,  a  .::.*&He;n;sV^rt  ^tt 
"we"ll^' «^H*R^,*'r"°"  '*'*''  "»  «"»*• 

wi;h?„:,'p^.:s  ?i^f "« ' "  '■"•"'«'•  o"  ^ic" 

aUy  regarded  him  with  severe  attention. 
1  warn  you  if  ye  take  to  it  this  late  in  \iu  ••  k» 
r.mark.d_n.agi...riaUy  ;  "  it  will'f  wo^ th'4  t^e* 

"  What  will  be  worse  ?  " 

"  Tryin'  to  be  funny  when  nature  never  int^nrl-/! 
aught  o'  the  sort !  "  said  Billy  Bryan  ^'  But  T^lw 
tVerflv  bH-f'""H?'  ^"  ^  paper-pills  it  were  Tnd 
and  vou'^i;  ^iV  "  y'  persevere,  success  is  sure! 
t«timnni5i  i  f  yo^r  jnoney  back  in  return  for  a 

gkdTo  J-1  f    ^""n-  P^°f°g^aph-     Tussauds  'ud  b« 
giaa  to  get  yours.  Dicky. 
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san^tv  o  hfc  T  ^^^^^l^ed  upon  the  improbable 
ft  roT^^n  f  ""^^f  •  "^  ^^^'  '^  appeared,  observed 
to  tZt^"  ^'''  ^  ^°"^  '^"^^ '   T^^"  ^«  ^«°  attempted 

eLii";  top  doT""''""'  '"^  ^^  *^^^  ^^-  ^ii^y  -- 

"  Coal,  ye  said  ?  " 
beMtkent.""^'*  ^  '''■'^^"     ^*  ^^  ^^^^  '^'  *<> 
qui'cldy  °  "^^^  ^''^"'''  ^''"'  ^'^  •  "  denianded  old  Dick 
c  -"id"//  ^  gentleman   by  the  name   of  Morris" 

lookm   at  the  rocks  down  there.     He  gave  a  bit  of 

he  ledge  a  kick  out  with  his  foot.     He^looked  at  it 

through  a  glass.     Then  he  smelt  it-tasted  it  too. 

"  But  what  did  he  say  ?  " 

m^i/n^r-'^^''^  ^^  "^^'^  •  '  "^^^t's  the  same  as  the 
r?^fA\T^^^^  ^'^-  There's  iron  there 
^nlZl  ^^^^^"1^"'  says  he.  '  maybe  coal  too.  I 
wonder  how  it  got  there-must  have  broken  its  back 
and  come  up  again  ! '  " 

''  .^i^^u.^t^^'f '^  "'"''^y  ^"  ^t  ?  "  says  I. 

Might  be,  says  he, '  only  I've  no  use  for  money 

with  *  'i^TXlTVtl    ^'^^  ''  ^^^*  ^^  finished  up 
with)    If  I  had  all  the  money  that  is    I  wouldn't 

l^o'unV.  •'••""^  °'  ''  °"  ^^^^^-'  -  a'hoi:Tn't"he 

oMp'&S^^-^rtlSgh,^?^^^^ 
Ltta^n^i^ng^^^^^^^^  ^"^  ^^^  ^^"^'  -ngs^JhooTh^ 

the'  wtd'fj;'?^''^/^!^^'  "  ^"*  ^*h  the  Babes  in 
tne   Wood  to  provide  for— and    any    other    babes 

Se-  t"s°  noT  '^  ^'"-^  "P  ^^^  ^"  *h-^  iSe^  Pilgri^^^^ 
Hferhood    noft'  "^"^^  '^^'  ^"^  afford  thim  a 
"  «;?.  .     ^°*  *°  P^y  mcome-tax  on  !  " 

wif!,^''^     ^^^\^"    '^^^    ^^ck.    bending    forward 
with  his  palms  between  his  knees  "^wara. 
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"Well  Dick."  said  Billy.  "  I  have  had  a  little 
work  going  on-just  a  man  or  two  scrapin'  and 
howkin'  up  on  the  brow  of  the  cliff  where  t^he  hazel 

iVon  ton  '^v*^M^°!''-     ^"^  '^''^'^  ^°^1  there  and 
iron  too— Vic  Morns  was  right  " 

"May  be."  said  Dick.  "  but  are  they  yours  ?  " 
Billy     Bryan    nodded    his    shaggy    head     now 
Venetian  russet  sprinkled  with  grey 

PnrJ^^'l'  ^^  ^^'^'  "i  ^°"S^*  *^^  "^oor  yonder-all 
Portogarten  cove  and  a  couple  of  miles  back  !  Or 
at  least  my  Uncle  Barney's  money  did.  And  that 
young  fellow  has  got  to  quit  his  present  job.  and 
ouHgafn!"  '"'^  "'  '''  Uncle  ^Barney'^  money 
"  What  for  should  he  come  ?  !" 

of  n,VvVnM-  "  ^^'^  Billy  with' profound  contempt 
^Pn  At  f  ^"i^^'l  ^"^  ^^  indicated  with  a  move- 
ment  of  the  head  where  Vida.  humming  a  tune  was 
hanging  out  the  dainty  washing  which  she  pref;rred 

S^Vh  "/  ^'^  ?7A^'^i""y  laundress-one  Emma 
Smith,  wife  of  old  Admiral  Tree-eyes,  down  on  the 
Kirkanders  shore-a  capable  woman,  but  one  with 
a  heavy  hand  on  what  she  called  with  disdain.  "  them 
irilly  things. 

"And  what."  mourned  Dick,  as  he  watched  the 

"  loT"^  T^?  "^^^^^^  complaisance  of  ignorance. 

shall  we  do  for  a  housekeeper  ?  You  will  be  out 
at  the  Skerry  and  it  won't  matter— but  I— I  shall 
miss  her  horrid  !  "  " 

"  Horrid  or  not,  we  have  both  just  got  to  miss 
her  !  "  said  Billy  Bryan.  "  and  if  yoii  figu^re  to  y'ur! 
self  that  I  am  going  to  allow  the  marriage  one  day 
before  I  get  back  from  the  Skerry  with  my  pension 
and  my  sea-chest-why.  you  have  got  your  arithmetic 
wrong  m  the  additions.  Moreover,  when  I  move  in 
nere— me  that  has  done  all  the  housekeeping  in  a 
lighthouse  ever  since  I  was  a  little  nipper  with  a  red 
head,  tied  to  the  coat-tails  of  a  lazy  worthless  old 
man  called  Dick  Finnan,  do  you  think  I  cannot 
manage  this— this— pigeon-cote  ?  " 
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o«!i  ^^?,'  ^^^^  1^®  continued)  you  have  had  your  dav 

aSouTfhe  ZS  ^°'  ""n  ^^"^'  **^°"S^  notTnoZ' 

°  c,     .   "management  of  women,  and " 

bhip  s  carpenters  !  "  put  in  Dick    whose  lokes 
never  wore  to  the  quick.  ^ 

Ril'i'/  ^"l.^°^"i  *o  look  after  these  young  people  " 
f  hi^K  T*'"r^/?.l"^"^y'  "  i"^t  to  see  that^Vida  gets 
Pnrfn''*.°"*  °^^^"'  ^^^  Pl"l  the  best  out  of  The 
Portogarten  pit,  in  which  I  liuve  sunk  Uncle  Barney's 
money  as  was  an  Honourable  Wigwam  in  New  York 
and  abused  by  all  the  papers  in  a'way  that  must  have 
made  him  pleased  and  proud,  dead  or  alive      The 
things  they  said  about  Unc  Barney  after  he  deceased  ! 
i-aix,   tis  me,  his  rightful  heir,  that  felt  hke  takin' 
d^wn  my  bit  o'  blackthorn  and  startin'  ou   to  rSson 
wid  them  tumultuous-but  I  reflected    that  Ser 
all     twas  a  kmd  of  honour  to  the  family    all  that 
reading  matter  about  one  of  them,     iwver  1 

old"  vi"Th  ""^  ""'^'  ^^^"^y  ^^"^^  I  ^as  two  ye'ars 

old-yes,   the  very  month   my  t'other  uncle   was 

hanged,  owm'  to  a  dispute  with  the  landlord      So 

tis  possible  that  Barney  was  all  they  said      Bu? 

some 'of  .r'  ^''  "'"r^  ""  "S^t,  which  was  hand- 
some of  them,  considerin'.     Well,    so  long    Dick 
I  will  go  and  see  that  young  coal-heaver  to.mo;row  ! '' 
^^  And  Vida  ?      inquired  Dick.  "  what  of  her  ?  " 

I  ;  /.•*  "i^,""^^  ^^ter  !  "  said  the  confident  ex- 

lover  of  Miss  Molly  Molloy  """uent  ex 
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THE   THIRD   JOINT-STOCK    PARENT 

what  he  was  doinR  over  there      H^S.V      .^  ^^"'"^ 
laughed  at  the  fxS^itt"^™^"!  ^^^^  ffc 

onlf  „*:  k°  (""lu^th  *?  ^'h"  1="'"8  point,  it  l„ 
v^iiiy  necessary  to  buy  the  land  about  the  Dit-mnnfK 

and  make  a  deep  enough  hole  in  the  ground         ^^ 

Chief  of  those  who  laughed  was  James  Kahn 

He    and    Casimir    made    exceedingly    me'vCn* 

^ndllng"  ''"''   '''   "^^^^^   ^^™  -"  WalS 

Bryan  ^^id'^Z  Tr*  ^'T^^  interested,  after  Billy 
Rn"^r'f-f  x.^°^°^  *^^"'  example.  Mr  Tacoh 
Romer  did  not  laugh.     He  informed  hir^lif.Zt 

tim^'^Znt''''^  ^""^'^  ^^^  ^^e°  occupied  for  some 
time  with  a  great  operation,  having  for  its  ohi^J 

d.ec|"  Tlfe\at''"„r^or»i"  -  ^pTa? 

c^°s„f.7-ro,  i^o:tiirhi7r^,^S 
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live  with  a  couple  of  old  lighthousemen  on  a  rockv 
promontory  a  couple  of  miles  away.  ^ 

Eased  of  the  daily  care  of  his  own  affairs  Jacob 
to°  watcTtP^^^^^T^  ^'  ^^^^^""y  spaced?nt Jrvals 
PortTgain.      ^"""'^   °^  '^'  "^^  installation  at 

From  the  first  the  little  house  on  the  Rough  Isle 

ff  the't'htr  ^"^  ^ii^  ^"^^^^-     The  founlations 
liM     ^'f  ^^^^'^se  Oil  the  point  were  cut  out  of  the 

Att?t'eT'':''\^'^^^^^      fi"^d  "ke  a  puzzle 
At  last  the  damty  white  shait  began  to  rise.     Uncli 

t^oT^BuT°nn^.^"'.^r^  ""'^^'^y  "^  that  di?et 
cauJd  h  th?  ''^  *^'  ^""  °^  *h^  h^"gh."  as  they 
calitd  it.  the  wary  experienced  eye  of  the  ancient 
pit-master  saw  that  all  was  not  going  so  well  TwI 
muc^^r^T'  '^^^'"J^  °^  ^^^  C^^"^°"t.  who  haWng 

2e  a  H  ffi*^^H'  "^"J"^'^  '^^^y  ^"^  ^^t^-  But  "  sinkers  " 
are  a  difficult  and  exigent  set.  and  must  have  their 
money  on  the  instant-if  not  some  time  before 
Otherwise  what  the  local  police  call  "  di  turbances  " 
and  those  concerned  "  ructions."  are  apt  to  ariU 
with  cyclonic  suddenness.  ^ 

AnltZ  ^""^^^i^^^  Uncle  Barny's  dollars,  though 
doubtless  on  the  way.  failed  to  connect,  and  the 

of  ailinr.V^'  '%'^  '^'  ^^^*  "^"gh  ^^  in  danger 
of  failing  also.  It  was  when  these  crises  wire 
Rowing  more  frequent  that  Mr.  Romer.  havfng 
left  his  carriage  below,  strolled  up  to  the  new 
wakings  to  see  the  manager.     He  liked  to  talk  to 

Some  who  had  worked  for  him  over  at  Kirktown 
affirmed  that  "  there  was  bound  to  be  a  laugh  sonS 
where  under  the  old  man's  waistcoat  •  "  ^ 

f.»r  *  t^y  '^^'"^  '^''"S-     J^<=ob  Romer  was  merely 
feehng  his  way  to  a  kind  action.     He  had  not  often 

?o  telf Thf  "\T  '''  *1^^  P^^P^^*^  ^"""g  his  Se  anS 
to  tell  the  truth  was  a  Httle  out  of  practice. 

Indeed  he  went  clumsily  enough  to  work.     First 

he  bemoaned  his  own  loss  of  an  occupation.      le  had 

not  even  a  hobby,  and  he  refrained  from  "  language  '' 
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"  I  L^yZ^n-f'L:r"''"Ti  "<'-•■•  ^e  said, 
here  somettoes-kLw  vlrVth„  '^^^  .^"'"S  "P 
our  lives.  i„  fact-gl^^MLir,  *"**/"  that-aU 

but  each  time  he  came  held^Tt  iwi       ""•■'-«t, 
was  kindly  too   and  aft.,\     •  •■     '"*  '"°''«-     «« 

became  mJre  and  more  1  fad  toseXZJ"'"'''  ^"' 
grey  suit,   the  tiirht  ^i„  ,  "'"^  ■"*"">  the 

shaven  face^om  i^J"  C^  ?;„'?f '"'^"'1!'^''^"  »"d 

hazels  and  birchTfnthT^XiTefslotn'^"'' 
times  he  would  send  hk  ^.,,m,  ^  ^'"P*-     Some- 

at  the  Port  telW  him  Z^^"""  *"  ">^ '"««  «" 
he  would  falk  o  #hU  oil  ?h^'"™- '"  ^"  '>°"-    Then 

■•  I'm  not  here  in  UL  ■  .   '="^">8«  «me  back, 
you  know  "  Mr  V  ""'wests  of  Incubus  &  Co 

you  Know,  Mr.  Romer  would  say,  "  I  leavp  ■,»  th'i 
to  Kahn  now.  But  I  knew  your  father  ,„h  i  ^Y 
an  mterest  in  these  good  foirdo^'tt^e-JT.'  '*"' 

t^Stle^rfi^  :;.  "•'  "^'"-°-'  -«•  '-ere  was  a 

th^sIme^rme,""i'^;:?J^?°:";?"<^  .t'''"^  "  P"  >' 
(what  is  it  p)  ■'sa?r^'beStI^ru'nTe5  t^e^t^^ 
ioS'mThr Tuti  r„r"',rK'  'he'tiXte 
of  Pit-sinktag%,d  it '  ets  °d  ^tl,'""^*,*,"^  ''"="=» 
than^skimmlng   thenftto^ttanr  1?^^ 

ma^' sa^dotn  on^th:  ^f"*'  "",''  "'  "*  '^e  old 
bottomed  r^my  and  m"i^h*'"^'i"^  '='"^''  <=^«- 
you  knew  its  w^a^^,  romf^r^^ble""'"'''-""'-  "'■"' 

its  w^ rnd^[pS^L^Vofca'-"^^^  ^Lt  '^Z 
havegonehead-over-feels.    OfSt'ejTcobVomer 
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would  have  exploded  furiously.     But  some  new  influ- 

thnf  n  "  ^  f  '^'^^  '^'^  resettling  himself.  "  it's 
that  near  foreleg.  But  I'll  be  ready  for  her  tricks 
next  time-skittish  little  thing  •  " 

had  ynrA^'n'  '  "  '^*^  ^^'^  '^"P^^^y-  For  if  Mr.  Romer 
had  turned  a  somersault  in  at  the  door,  he  could  not 
have  been  more  astonished  than  at  this  style  of 
conversation  proceeding  from  such  a  mouth  ^ 

Now.  Master  Phil.  '  he  continued.  "  I  supoose 
you  have  a  few  shares  in  this  undertaking  They 

Yes  weS^  ^?V  ^T'  ^  ^^"^^^-  Wharfs  then^ 
Yes.  we  shall  put  it  at  shares.  Now  I  am  interested 
-exceedingly    interested    in    the    success    of    th^s 

Master  Phil  !— And  if  you  see  your  way  to  make 
vou'nn'  ""'  T^P'^*  "^  y°"^  «^-^^«'  I  would  give 

over      I^rnoT^  ^  ^°"t  ?"'"  ^°^  ^^^"^  '     Think  il 
.u  /^  "°*  ^ '"^'^  *o  ^orce  anything.     Only  be 

undo  'a  1     h'r  ^I  T""'!  r"*  *'^  "*--*  g-^  -^" 
unaer  all  this      I  began  late,  and  you  will  say  that 

I  have  a  good  deal  of  lost  time  to  make  up     True 

wTtve  "a"f  ™  •     ^I'F''^''  --^-^^^  that"? 
doe^tTatrer  !  •'    "^'^   '^'°"'    ^"^"^^^   -"-t 

on  Ms'sfick"hi?fi""''  ^"*  ^"^^^^^  °«'  ^^^"i"g  heavily 
on  his  stick  his  figure  growing  less  through  the  trees 

Ji!.""^'  f  idently  ageing,  and  Phil  said^  to  hir^self 
that  wonders  would  never  cease  mmseii 

li^y  had  understood  in  a  moment  that  Jacob 
Romer  had  begun  to  speak  of  his  daughter  but  that 

o    Tacob  r"°"^?'  ^'''"^'  ^"  expressfon  can  be  usel 
of  Jacob  Romer)  courage  had  failed  him 

would" notT^rh'^r^'^'r  ^"^  "distrustful  than  Phil 
would  not  have  beheved  a  word  of  all  this  The  old 
hon  scented  something  good,  and  meant  to  have 
his  finger  m  the  Port  Pie— a  little  rln,,^  oV  a  I 
bigger  than  Phil  Calmont's  ha„"^X'coS"^n- 
?h"„/'X"\'°  -'-hadow  ,.d  control  every, 
thing.     But  when  a  man.  after  years  o{  bitter  selfish- 
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And  Phil's  feminine  sivfh  c  u  ^'  ^"*  completely, 
stand  the  mas^  ^  of  Germ  cTs'tle  tf  ^J?.*«  ""der- 
believe  in  Jacob  Romer  r/r.  •■~;^^  P'"^  ^^"^  ^^^o  to 
Port  Pit  urgently  Teedc  1  snnn"^^  *^  ^^^''  «^  ^^e 
than  that  of  Uncle  film v^h'*  less  inconstant 
matter  to  his  prindpal     ^^     "^   '^^'^^^   P"*    t^e 

saf^'^arst^L?];ol°^^^^^^^^  ,^^d  you 

only  don't  go  botherin'  m.  ^'^-  °'  ""■'se. 

Only  get  thf  „es°  tamortlilslt."'™^.'''  ??  '""= ' 

settle  that  part  first  But?""  ^^"^  P«f"«d  to 
Rough  IsleVs  so  iusy  litHLTfr"  «  ♦''^ 
model  lighthouse  (the  out ZL  """"'"e  of  the 
woefully  curtailed  his  wa«?K  iT  ^''P'^"^  of  which 
that  he  saw  but  littl^  ^  v'^     '  "?  °"  ">«  '  he^gh  ') 

Jatlt-— "^^^^^ 

w^rhtTrh^e^rdrXr^L'-'r''-     «« 

c'oL"::r{:S];^rose^f^te^^^^ 
them.  Thus  he  wouS  tide  over  th.  '?"*  «"  '<" 
of  the  building  of  the  modtS.i,  ""'^t-the  time 
the  lantern  inftallaVfo"a„d  s^o^  "tk  °"  '"'  ?<""*• 
Uncle  Barny  would  be  availfw?-  ?^^"  ™«  ^O" 
perhaps  by^that  t?me%such'tWn«  td''!.""*^-" 
the  mine  would  be  paying  its  way  ^  happened) 

airy  clilirytl  Jn^d  b^rSe'^r /^^;:  ^''"  "^--^  "■« 
the  copsewooi  A  shTrt  collo?  ",  ',^  "^'^  beneath 
the  carriage  drove  on  piS?^ '°"''^'''' ^"d  then 
It  was  now  or  never  if  he  H-^  ^^"^  *>'«  heavily, 
-at  least  some  S„Dora,t       "".'  «"  """'^  <=apital 

garten  Pit  w?uld  b?rfS^r'|,"?f'  **"=  ''"*''■ 

icuiure.     btill  worse,   they 


I! 


r1 
» - 


276 


VIDA 


Tad' a  free tnd  p'  ^?^  .^''!^  '"  ^^"^*-     "^<^  »^«  "^t 
mon..,     TK       u     ^«'"*ainly,  except  with  regard  to 

Zu!^'  J^a""  T^'J^  *°^^'  ^°^"  on  the  poiSt.  the 

fakl;'.troftJar^'  lighthousemen's  fLy/ had 

a.n,?°°u '"°''"*'l^'  Master  Phil."  said  Jacob  Romer 
Porr'nf  '  ^^'  ^^^^^^^  J°^°^^  ^^^^^  ^e  dme  up  to  the 
allowed  himself.  Besides  he  could  look  down  on  the 
XT  ^*  ?«"g.\I«If  nd  and  see  his  daughter  movng 
about  with  quick,  determined  steps  on  the  whTtf 

whit  k"*  ^T""^  *^"  6^^^"  *"^^  o^  the  "  linkr--! 
while  beyond  was  the  to-and-fro  of  the  workmen 
among  the  scaffoldings  of  the  Point  Light 

He  laughed.     Then  he  moved  on  a  few  steps  to  a 
new  point  of  view  and  laughed  again.   No  S  the 

i^TtS  tr.'  '^' ''''  '^"^  J^^°^  ^--  ^-^i^ 

.lo^H*  J*T>vM^  ^y  ?°  '"^^ns  <^«>ne  ill-naturedly.     He 

whfch  fh!^'*  °"  *^'  ^^^^  ^"^  P"*  the  ques  bn  "r 
which  the  young  man  had  been  waiting  This  was 
Friday  and  there  was  not  enough  money  in  the  Brnk 

BiirU'tw'^\"'^^^  >"^  H^  h^d  spoken  "o 
Billy,  but  that  care  ess  capitalist  had  only  answered 

Oh.  sure    many  is  the  time  I  have  had  to  wdt 

three  months  out  on  yonder  light  for  my  mo^ev 

Uncle  Barny  has  failed  to  connect  again.  tha?s  all  I 

And'^^tf  tLTh  °'  '^"/'  ^'i^^y  -me'botherinl^'. 

And  with  that  he  made  off  to  superintend  the 

msUlment  of  a  new  patent  steam  syreS  down  at  III 

•'  If  we  can't  beat  the  Skerry  in  light  power  we  will 
out-bellow  the  old  lady  bv  miles  »  "  w^c  «,w^ 
confided  to  Dick  Finnan'.  wL'fhough  noTs^d'eLl' 

"Astr  V^rt"^'  Ti  «q"-"y  enthusfastir^' 
AS  lor  Vida.  she  cooked  and  swent    anH  c««-,;« 

tended  the  operations  of  Emma  aXv^r^  mornZ" 
of  the  week,  when  she  remained  to  dean  up  and  do  th« 
rough  work.    Vida  made  herself  pretty  of\ft«noons 
and  played  on  her  cottage  Broadwood.     And  if  she 
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of  all  of '.he  pe"  on^cWefly'm"*'  .h  .".h"^'^"* 

go.  ?"  "aid  Jacob  Rrer""-"""  """"^  ""«  V" 

hims^nn  pjrchai7:f  '  h'  ?'?  l^""'  ''^»""'"« 
the  secret.  '  "'  *'""=''  ''"  •"»<!  now  learned 

•"  We'n  "  .°',?°«'"i°"'"'"  '*'<•  Phil, 
a  huITdred  a'^fif.'y  ofc  "  1  "<?"  '"<«  '  -"  «»"« 
till  the  stuff  vou  take  n„.'T  r^~''"P  y""  80ing 

working  expenses  aid  leaves  vo^2T  ^""i  """■'* 
to  the  good  I  •■  y""  *  '""'dred  pounds 

gufh 'Jjf  clnTdte  ?:  ,:rtha?r^  T"";,    '"  ^ 
the  empty  treasnrvanHifi    "'*'''«  """^t  tell  about 

.0  sell  oVnl7Zye"ten«s"«'"'  ""■*•    «*  -"«««' 

"  Tha?:  aU  {frtt'-^'r"  -""«y  ■"-interpreted. 
Purves.  He  knows 'n^Tr"";*^.-  "'  *'"  »« 
him  before  We  shS?' neeH '"'  ^^-  ''"'*""8=  «"> 
is  all.  And  by  the  w,v  ut!  r  T"  «gnature-that 
you  had  better  let  £•      '  '  ''"■«"■  *""  *Ws  week 

way  at  first.  But  I've  been  w!^  ''  ^^"^.^^^  *^^ 
indications  are  good  You  li  t  '"?,  l^""^'  ^^^ 
only  hang  on  to  h '  J.A  /  t  l"^'"  ^^*  »*.  if  we 
eh/Maste?  Phil  >     H7re^«    ^T^  ^"^^^  lighthouses. 

to  tide  you  over  pfv  dav'  w^".'  -^^  *^°  ^^"^^^^ 
it  P  „      •J'       °^er  pay  day— a  fortnightly  one.  isn't 

''It's  only  a  week."  blurted  out  PhU   with  i.. 
m  his  eye.,  which  shamed  him.     For  weVe Tey  „^^^^ 
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donc-SnIy,  sir  „„"';  "^  r.'^'  ""d  eigl„y  would  hav, 
j, , ,.         y'  "r.  oniy-l  did  not  know  where  to  gei 

ohlcw.-d.'l.nr.L'""'',^'!,.':;"!.,  '."T'"'  "■" '"". 

sinker,  and  I  hid  it  r         ,  '^'"''  '  ""n  "n  oW  Pit- 

But  an  e,,ra  hundred  in  ,'h»H''''r  '°  ."'«'"'  "i^'- 
pay  in  through  Puri«  oZI"\  T"  *  ''"f«  ""  I 
»«kl.v  balance  shelt   eh   l"l,V?""  ' '"«"'  »•"""  ">e 

pleasurable  sonle  or  eaunht      H  ""^"^'^   """>    » 
once.  equality.     He  cheered  up  at 

••  i'k;o:-:ndrsa7so'""'R  ZS"^  """••■  •■«  "id. 
and  iron  m  "st  be  Lepared  to  n",  """J  *"«  "P  "»' 

up  saw  pSwSTful  Ja.fP'  ""  '"™'<^'  "">  '"oking 

If  I  were  you."  he  •sairl  ••  t  .      ,j 

thing  to-theVopledown^hLK^^"°*  '^y  ^"V- 
our   little    arrLeementT    v'^  ^^°"*--^«"' about 

can  consult  a  lawyeTir^^^  understand!     Yoa 

the  best  medicine  for  vonr         k/"^  ^ork-that's 
reading  i„  the  Ck  the'^otK  X    h^^^  ^  ^^^ 

set  me  on  to  it-thnrV.  ?T^°"^^"°wvnat 
heart  sick.  Ah  hptn  T^  "^^^^^^^^  '"akes  the 
wrote  that.  He  set  ^o  wVJ°^*^\°^^  ^^"°^  ^ho 
of  silver  and  goW  and  tL  ne-,f  ^^!^'''^  ""*«  him 

and  provinces^-someth  ng  ifke  that  »'' w  1,"^r  ^^"^^ 
pose  it  just  meant  fVnlT  i>         V*^*  '—Well.  I  sup- 

themagiin.i?'rw"reyr    ^^refe^alt'^hT''"  "^"^ 
fellow  can  chew  th/r,,j  „,  •  "A* '"' ""a' a  young 

hadn-t  lookeS'nto  the  tLi  /"  'ii?"  ''"^"^-     I 
And  I  had  cot  to  thi^i; -i^  ^'"  "^'y  year-if  ever 

parsons.     B5fl*o°p«J'dVt*,rp='"  '"f  ""'■^«»  a^d 

I  keep  ™yse„  ,air.?  it  '^^^^itt^J^^^^^^^, 


TT^. 


of 
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being  u:^,n:;;,;"''.,!:'"i;,;;;i;;',r  ■■■.i'r'"'-',  ^•'  ^•"■' 

turnedtothcchooucin  his      „d     I.  J""     ,"  '^»'™ 

Oorm  Castle      To   .n^fr  '"  '"^  ""^^  ^*"<'y  '-^t 

Phil    thS    would    hTn''  '""^^'^°P''i«ticHtcd  than 

hard.  bold  eye  grow  "ofT  H.  »  t^l  ''''^'  '^"^^  * 
perious  voice  falter  He  knew  th?  ^'''^  ^"  ^'"■ 
broke  off  unfinish  d-it  warbec^use  a "  r  T*'"^^ 
was    ascending    a    white    mfhu  i'^"'^'^'"  ^'^^ 

because  h,  w/s  so.:;'res  Xn  Z  w^'S'^ 


II 


CHAPTER  XXX 

In  the  office  of  Incuhne  ft.  r       r    , 

Where  everything Tktwn  he^fire  ithf  ^^^'*°-"' 

were  two  opinions  and  onlv  tlT    1   ^W^ns.  there 

the  Old  Man."  ^  ^^°  ^^  ^o  the  motives  of 

facta.  "  P^""^^  '"^^  •  "  -id  James  Kahn  and  his 

f^^'A^^'l^^^^'^^  and  Hector 
two  square  miles  of^moo?     T  n  ?'*  ^?*  ^"^  t^^^e 
thought  of  it  in  time.     But'we  nn?\^'^  ^«  ^ad 
existmg   interests.'     TWs   is    ^  ^  ^°"^^*  «"*  his 
Old  Man  ^an  no  more  help  it  th/'"^   «^^"^^-     The 
ftealmg  fish,  or  rolling  in  mint      T?  ^,  '^*  '^°  ^^^P 
ation  for  its  own  sake      ItTJhl  -^.^  '^"^"^  ^  specu- 
X:^"  that  takes  m!^!!!^  'ttron^'tt 

caSr-  S"ei^e'  DeblU'/.-'^aSiTr^'^T™'  ="<>- 
Hand."  ^     ^nd  the  other  the  "  Dyer's 

/4ri^.  ^er>  r  ter '-?  «>»  wise 

Portogarten   coal   at   „?„e   i'^?:"  ">  '^^e  the  new 
""'"""^  o'  «.e  hght  on^ugf  Se-foinTtoX-ij? 

38o 
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Rnnw'  °IT^  ^^y^"  *"■*  '■''""'Of  assistant  Dick 
rmnan.     it  became  also  the  tallr  nt  *u^     ••»"«•  a-'ick 

hood,  and  the  laughter  SDre^tio-    ^  ""g^bour- 

But  for  that  at  leSt  Uncle  S.   ^''^°"'  ""r"* 
sufficient.     There  reX  wi«  i       ^7  P'''''^^  *°  ^^ 
on   the   spot     the   chlnrHt^''^^^'^'^^^^"^^^ 
difficult.     So    after    mil        ^*"?   frequented    and 

we  -nd  one  ?     Boys™-'';,     a^^'      -.I'  '*'"'•'  "=*" 
unanimity  tliey  comnarpH  ♦!,•        .  *'*''    fraplete 

i?iSaT/isr""-^-"^^^^^ 

"  Thi  r     '°PJ      "^^"''"^^  the  faithful  Dick 
you~^''"  °°'  *"  "'  "^-^  "  'hat  one  that  calle 

^ut^j^si^rarn-K^r^^^^^^^^^ 

face  of  th"p  H  "If  'i '"''''  »'  *''''»  that  up  on  the 
eft  a  certdn^^ho'^"'  'h^.Portogarten  they  had 
reii  a  certain      boy      considerably  short-fimH.j 
In  mining,  perhaps  more  than  in  any  other  hum»„ 
?oTc:L"'  ^tT'rf  I't  "''-''■''^J-ce  is  nec'e^a  ; 
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&h.Tf   """'y-Pa^'iciariy-  Thirsty,   v^"^!,   a 
money,  no  navvy  »  "***  ^"'^  '*^'»-     No 

Jafo^b  R^Trlf  fhTC^^^^^^  '''^  "-^  °^ 

in  by  ••  Philin  Calmnnf  the  cheque  handed 

Chief  with        "fishier  showed  the  bluish  slip  to  his 

t™e.^  B„t  liirUTld  Phllt7/iTe  K 
trifle     Utl-T'  ""'"'""^  ''™  ''bout  eve4   fttFe 

but  au  tL  STy  thal'htd'b1S'se„rbyThr^:t- 
alone  with  hi  "sinker!"  a^H  ^.^  ™  ""  "'"S^. 

asi^S-'thftierrhl  ^^k'^plef  ^''^  »' 
b.°.S^w^/^altrI^trdb«y--^^^ 
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bethought  herself— yes,  of  course  it  was  a  her— of 
poor  semi-abandoned  Phil  Calmont,  keeping  his  end 
up  as  best  he  could  among  the  rough  pit  lads  and 
noisy  "  sinkers  "  on  the  heugh  of  Portogarten. 

The  little  white  cottage  sat  low  down  in  a  cove, 
where  of  old  time  they  had  landed  many  cargoes  of 
Isle  o'  Man  brandy,  Hollands,  eau-de-vie,  and  other 
potent  waters.     It  was  closely  beset  with  high  cliffs 
on  the  one  side— those  in  which  Phil  was  sinking  his 
mine,  and  packed  in  on  the  other  by  a  sea-worn 
jungle  of  caves  and  arches,  sandy  lanes  and  passages, 
m   which   children   could   play   half  the   day— but 
through  which,  twice  in  the  twenty-four  hours,  the 
green  Atlantic  water,  hardly  checked  or  altered  by 
Its    passage    through    Paddy's    Slap,    roared    and 
spouted.     All  this  part  was  of  sandstone  and  had 
worn  readily  to  the  lash  and  suck  of  the  water. 
Phil's  tall  heughs.  however,  stood  up  invincible  and 
ungapped,  with  the  deep  green  water  leaping  etern- 
ally beneath  them. 

A  path  wimpled  up  the  face  of  the  cove  in  easy 

gradients.     It  was  easier  now,  because  it  had  been 

designed  for  the  heavy  lorry  loads  that  came  from 

the  little  construction  railway  to  the  lighthouse  on 

the  point.     At  the  top  stood  a  little  old  mill,  long 

abandoned,    the    wheel    slimily    green    and    weed 

bedropped,  the  iron  bars  wrenched  away  for  purposes 

undefined.     The  much  maligned  boy  had  been  busy 

there.     Evidently  also  he  had  had  a  good  time. 

This  mill  was  contained  within  the  two  square  miles 

of  Portogarten  Moor,  but  did  not  add  greatly  to  the 

selling  value  of  BiUy's  purchase.     Behind  the  mill, 

however,  a  little  perennial  stream  tinkled  and  sulked! 

Then  it  sped  underneath  the  suck  of  the  broken 

wheel,   and   brattled  down   the  cliff,   crossing   the 

winding  roadway  two  or  three  times.     It  was  the 

same  in  which  Emma  Smith  washed  her  clothes,  and 

from  which  (if  she  were  not  carefully  watched)  she 

would  slily  abstract  the  cooking  water,  instead  of 

gomg  three  hundred  yards  farther  to  the  little  spring 
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sombre  a?s.'"oMhe  fe  '  """'"'''*  *"*  ^*«' 

an?xc„"    ■Vfgtg  "•  ThlrSd  °*  ?"'  ^"f'^'''''^ 
trouble  her.     When  Mr    pL?     "°'  '"  *■>«  ''^st 

Rhodora  in  the  woods  ";„hT-?.'"''      t''*  '''^h 
that  ■•  i?  woods,    and  decided,  quite  corrprtlv 

.t:tica'l1an?e1.r  r U"'  ^ ^ '=""^    *" 

She  was.     The  watcher  was  not  .     .kiable      H^^t  ' 
not  even  looking  her  wav— 5,n  ^m  '^^^°^®-     "«  was 

pnmrose  to  stick  in  her  dress,  su-^Led  J'^l  h.* 
head  on  one  side  dpriH*>/i  fK^4.  *  "*^^>^*="  "  with  her 

shanlc-b«!des  wS  the  colo^'S^H  '°°.  "'°'^.'"  ""« 
complexion.  Then  she  putd  a  ,tran/LT'  *"; 
the   broom   blossom,   wi^-h     tal^s^^t'  ^  r  7ong 
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fn  hpfV^^'  '"*  ^"  ^u^'  ^"^*'  ^"^  ^«t^»"«d  a  branch 
m  her  hand  against  the  flies.  It  was  too  early  in  the 
year,  really,  for  flies,  but  it  looked  nice,  and  one 
never  knows  when  one  may  need  a  weapon  of  some 

She  was  going  to  see  Phil,  since  Phil  had  grown 
her  Ifin;^'''!?"^  ^'^:''\  .^f  •  P^^^^P^  >*  ^^^  been 

Phil  .  mVi  ""^^  ^  ^^?  *^^"S  *«  "«gJ«<^t  y""r 

S  c  t''"  P^'P^'^-  "  ^^  6°^s  "«  and  plays 
Thnt  r^*^??  or  somebody  else,  then-if  you  care 
about  him.  It  ,s  time  to  take  steps.  And  you  will 
care  about  him  as  never  before  » 

so^nn^^P'pvflT  T^^y  Vida's  patience  had  been 
so  long.     Phil  had  only  played  with  his  mine. 

♦  *  ♦  •  ♦ 

Indeed  he  was  looking  at  his  balance-sheet  when 
a  certain  shadow  appeared  among  the  trees  by  the 
window.  It  was  a  source  of  some  considerable  pride 
K  J^'J^T  ^^  balance-sheet.  For  the  first  time  Phil 
had  had  enough  to  pay  the  men.  without  caUing 
upon  the  cheque-book  of  Mr.  Jacob  Romer. 

1  he  old  man  had  just  been  there.  He  had  said 
some  kind  words-going  his  way,  however,  with  a 
sigh,  because  he  felt  that  the  time  of  his  Uttle  provi- 
dence was  drawing  to  a  close.  He  would  soonfif  all 
went  well,  be  reaping  where  he  had  sown  and 
gathering  where  he  had  strawed— operations  with 
which  he  was  sufficiently  familiar  for  them  to  have 
lost  all  novelty.  His  kind  friends  of  Incubus  &  Co 
were  quite  wrong  about  him  on  this  occasion. 

But  the  figure,  mounting  higher  on  the  sprinkled 
sunshine  up  on  the  long  folio  of  paper  which  had 
earned  the  applause  of  Mr.  Romer.  startled  Phil  at 
his  accounts.  At  last  Vida  was  coming  down  the 
track  of  the  sunbeams  towards  him.  out  of  the  pine 
alleys-the  same  into  which  he  had.  ten  minutes 
before,  seen  her  father  vanish. 

She  seemed  a  reward  of  merit.  Joyous,  gay  the 
light  of  afternoon  misty  and  luminous  about 'her 
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^i^^^^Tl^^Z^^y-  "'  the  young  .an. 
the  embodiment  of  rhfnn/  ^^".?  ""^  S'^^s-like 
made  for  other  destinies^  ^oS^'^'^^u  ^''^  '^'"^'^ 
first  at  a  ball  mTlo7llltJlAl  ^''  ''''^  ^'"«^ 
sheaf  the  annhimp  '"f^"^'^  balls),  to  garner  as  in  a 

horred  the^t'r^  ^   Yet  fo^""? fh.i'?*T  /^'"'  •'^*'- 
see  him.  the  yellow  of  til  ^  ''\^.  ^•'^''  ^""^^  *" 

the  black  of  her  h^ir    th'    '^""^  ^''^^  ^''^  ■'^^''^^"•"t 
broom  in  her  h!^^    no  r^    ^'V  ''"^'  ^''^^"^  "^  the 

kissed  her  land  dn  nln  '/'"l'^"~'^''''  '*  '"^  ^''^''^rn  ?- 
lattices  of  the  little  wnn^H*''  ""!;'>^""Sh  the  meagre 
office.  Pe  1  an  PhTl  toM  ^'^l"'^'"^'.'^'''^^-^'"t-half- 
webs  that  tlfe^wood  snider.  ;'"T^^'  '*  '''''  ^"*  *'»« 
wafted  themsel^s  aero  s  T  .  if  """^T  ^'"^^  ^^d 
to  see  clearly  "*  ^^''^  ^°  ^'^'-^t  be  failed 

s'^rmthSerXlTe''  '°"  ""^^'  ^^^^t^'' 
thought  tLt    he  Hrl  n."  "r"'  "'^^^  ^^  '"'Stake,  or 

and.  in  addition,  he  had  tte  J^f??f  TT-"^"  '^? '^"^^• 
exactly  to  himself.  whrVwo'^n*  1"/^^*"^  *'^  ""'^ 
notlJ^^^^ti'lSit^tohimsd^^ 

little  b,,iy  ,,-i^/^";  alfsr^fo^s'lVn^^^^^^^^   ^ 
bhe  has  come  un  fn  foii,     •      ,'  "  ^  told  her. 

is  empty."  JNunsby,  because  her  heart 

fortrT^^BTbefat'he^d'^  "  ^■'  '  -'"  «>  " 
think  it,  his  chance  „f!l-  "°'  ^'''y  ="•  "«  y«t 

greater.  °'  ^°'"^  ^°  """^  so  much  the 

in'w"S";«!'h''i!,rmt„ef^'?.i''  ^*  *-«  "-■ 

cohor.  ^r  th'o-uiT  C?"'  — "  -™x^ 

this  man  '  Go 'and  to  T.    IT  f?-  ''"^>'  ^''^ing  «» 

had  not  found  ^e  To  Z  t^n  anTsee^I^.^  ^°" 

^ou  forget."  said  Phil,  gentl/'puL"/ o„t  his 
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•'tfv.wr  '•  'c"^""'^'  ^'^  '■'"'  t'"-  'J'-^y  of  the  week 
.!  «;u""'  »!  Saturday  afterncon."     ^  "' 

Why.  what  difference  does  that  make    Phil  ?  •• 

though    hey  did  not  know  it.  their  fate   Hke  thaT  of 

rest.ve  canc-chair  „„    which    her  father  had  sa^t 
Some!,ow  that  seemed  to  be  insufficienrac'ci^^^l 

So  they  went  out  past  the  uely  eash  whirh  tl.. 

'rir'r  "-^  •""""ched  cSfde  u^de  Va  0^ 
the  big  mdigo-grcen  pines.  "' 

Virt.  .•■''J""'r'^  •''""«''  '*'«■  ""d  'he  bird  cliffs  <  " 
gumiWt'h.m'"""^  ""  ''»<'^-     -r'-  ^•■e^'.o'Sced 

•■.ogo°"amr/ou7ther:T'::  '"=  ^""""-O-  "-'"V. 
BesiL- J" '''•   "'  ''""  '^"'-'^'^k,   too,   is   busy. 

And   he   paused. 

"  Besides  what  ?  " 

''  Oh,    nothing  !  " 

"  V.^"V^  "^"""^  *"  know— I  te-i//  know  !  "  cried  Vida 
-I:"olSTrien"d^  '^'''  *°  ''''  ^^^^  ^-^s  Trt 

ever^'l'/n^„'r'"  '"^1  ^^"'  ^^^^^V  ^"d  gentlv  as 
ever.      I  don  t  come  because  the  last  time  we  went 
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;  i' 


to^.the^bird  cliffs    the    waterproof  rug    „a.    W. 

Well,  I  did  not  want  vou  to  dn  if  f  "  «i,-       j 
wo»a„.     That  i^rfertrndlX^rtt 

but  ^:  L'.jsMi'e  sisr.r^"""'"- 

she  ex^ldntd""*  "'"'"  "">'  '°"S'r.  you  know!" 

he  cjy^  ^'!  ^1  ^^^"*  ^°^t  i"  the  woods,  /ou  and  I  " 
I^artate    u^/o^u  Z^'  "-  ^^J^  -  o«ej.^s.  to 

S.'SaV'"'  "■*"  *  ""■'  «"6'«  '»  ".  hiSTy  cot: 
instinct,  every  turn  of  the  Ss   mfnrt    ■•  r       '?'' 

wJ^'SuM't:eo^rd!si:rou^^^^^^^^ 

Der,?Ph'^r  ''"°"  "''"  *hat  melns,  Vida  J  "  "his 
pered  PhU,  removing  his  glance  from  ihe  slow,  w«my 


m^i, 
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crawl    of    the    white-and-green    sea    beneath     and 
^^."8  **  J"^^  ""der  the  brim  of  her  hat.  ' 

That  you  are  one  silly  and  that  youaretrvinc 
o  make  me  another  !  "  cried  Vida.  making  a  mot  on 
to  throw  away  his  hand,  without,  however    prc^ 
ceeding  to  extremities  with  her  intention        '  ^ 

nnni  f  7^  "^  "'^"^^  ^°^  °"<^  another-that  we 
understand    one    another!"    continued    Phil.    sUll 

shafl  ouT  vnin  "^  °^  '^:  "oP^^^^  P^^Sress  of  the  wh'iJe 
shaft  out  yonder  on  the  Point,  for  all  of  personality 
there  was  m   his   tone.  i9uiid.iiiy 

"  l'^?'!'*^'*  ■  "  ^'"''^  ^^d^'  musing  also.  "  I  suddosc 
we  shall  find  out  in  time."  suppose 

PhV-'^w  ^^^'  y°"  T''^*^  ^"^  °"t  no^!  "  said 
''W  .  ^''"?^  ^^""^  '"^'^  a  lot  of  trouble." 
Ihat  IS  either  unlike  my  Phil."  she  said,  "or 
else  you  mean  something  I  do  not  grasp." 
hnf  h!  iT"""  Pf«^/o"ndly  grateful  for  the  adjective 
but  he  knew  be  ter  than  to  risk  what  he  had  gained 
by  saying  so.     "  Sufficient  unto  the  day  is  the  ad- 
vantage  thereof."     Which  is  a  good  Jnough  love 

"  It  is  something  that  you  do  not  yet  know  " 
he  said,  gently ;    "  the  building  of  the  manaprr's 

thrcVrVe:'%'tT'^  V'"  "^^'-     '^^  --^  ^-"--d 
tne  corner.     It  has  begun  to  pay." 

been'^a^ingt "'  ''^'''  ""^^^""^'  "  ^^^ ''  "«*  ^^^y^ 

off'l*  *^^^P^il  Whed  a  little,  and  answered  in  an 
off-^hand   tone.    "Oh.    well,    we    have   settled    our 

interested.       at  least  I  hope  so.     For  I  see  that 
TxLtranceT"^^"^"^   ^  "^^  '^^    ^'    ^^^^he'sl 
PWl  passed  from  this,  as  perfectly  uncalled  for 
.1..  •        njanager  s  house  will  be  in  this  sheltered 

Us  bTcrtoThr  •'"  '^°^^^«-/'"  -id  Phil.  '' w?th 
Its  back  to  the  pine-wood,  and  a  peep  of  the  sea. 
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paper,'' they  J  S  °b"o  r^^Ao'sfls^'^'eiraf 
the  waterproof  rug  in  Old  DicW«  h^oV     t    f-      .     ** 

the  world  forlniocenTroungT  i  X>K  l^"?-  '" 

bJd  ryot'h'rr.dfov.*"™"'  """  1"''=''-beating 
the°worw'"i?  It.'^T"*  '"•™  "-^  to-morrows  of 

very  g?od"'  cTrtat4TH?Sr"HVco"fd  f " 
seen  nought  purer  n^r  be«ertha„tSse  twain   ™ 

strtJ.ge°r.?jl^rh:i::^::rvr::^^^ 

tZ     ''L'°r'l*r  "'"j-^-y  "'  «>eseTonty  A  ^e': 
thought  "^f  it   *'°™  '^*^'"-  ^'"^  ^huddere'd  as  sh" 


'Here  are  t.u.,lans/     Instinctively  thev  loaned  ne. 
to  each  other. 
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But  who  was  "  he  ?  " 

I        Vic  M„rri.."Tow  ,h  •  SZTV'Vl^,  ■";«'"  ■« 
a  capable  man      Rn*  «k^  X j  better.     PhU  also  was 

was  a  leader  of  men  ^Lv-  "JJ  '^"  '^^  *^^t-  He 
care  for  thaT  hTw  J ''L^PhTr'^as  fh'\''?  "°* 
-weak  or  strong  rich  or  nnnr  i  •  """  ""^^  ^^"^  ^^'^ 
task  or  honoured  of  alLrwa.Th"^  '*  '  ^^P^^^'^' 
could  touch  her  nature  m.t  k  u^^  °"*  "*^"  ^ho 
she  thought  of  him    and  h-K*''''.*'"?''*  ^^'""^  ^^^n 

so  that  sh'e  wanted" oXawUaw^v  *'".5lf'  ^%**^^*' 
The  plans  of  the  hnn«!.  a  *?   ^  T*"*''  ^^**'*^  «o/  / 

tried  to  stop  them  *^Xi?  "'''^  ^°^-  Neither 
each  other's";  th"y  cIulTnTv"  7"  1^'^"^^  "f 
robm,  impudent  like  all  his  frfhA  enough.     A 

his  dapper  head  and  nilVi!'  ^^^^  '^  "P'  cocked 
paint  with  whkh  Lh.  ^.  ^-^  ^"'."''"^y  ^*  the  red 
[he  various  Tooms  t'dTa^'^es  ^^f  ^.^tinguished 
house.  Thev  were  the  rIk  ^  .J  ^^^  manager's 
and  there  aLn^astve^r-o  '"  ^^'  ^°°^  ^^^^^d. 
seated  on  the  coun?frW  ^^^^^^'  "^^^  ^^^'^  robin 
prepared  for  them  ^''''"*"^'"*  °^  *h«  ^helte; 

PhU  r-  she"t^""  together-then  their  lips.     "  My 

lea^'^as^a^rn^^lV^e'"^-^^^^^^  *»^«-  ^t 

him.  made  a  man  of  him  ^t  ^'''.  ^^^  ^^^"ged 
initiative  into  Ws  soul  P.~?"*  ^'"'^°"'  ^^^o^ve, 
something  of  the  re^iv  w/il^P''  ^^°'  *^^  ^^^  ^^^t 
becoming^  conq^erLTa^rmr^^*  ^"  ^^"^ 

sun^^Ve^ ^h^^^tTs  S^.  t"!  i?  *^^  ^^-*^n^ 
op  before  them  ereat  »,^rf  „       ^™*     grass  started 

of  each  as  lonHs?  man  rr""""™*'  ""^  shadow 
edge  only  t:rg\ri"thJtt''e''''^'„t^U'''tr''"t 

oTer  L^h'oVd:^ -!f  to  J'°4r'™^^^^ 

Phil.     CaU  youKel'f  a  2"  ""l''*  *°  >«  shamed 
come  up  herra'd'U  yo'„"  th"^t'/-'J^"  '"  "«  «'^ 
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;;  That  you  what  ?  "     Phil  was  keen  to  hear. 

s^r^fl^^'s.^-^-^^-^^     How 

A^Ve  Ihorht'ir ^aV   ^''' ''  '''  ^^"^^  ^^^"^•" 

kisspH  ^r^!  ^T  P^^^°"'"  said  Phil,  sweetly.  "  you 
kissed  me-which  is  not  the  same  thing  at  all  -  '' 

Uh,   you  great  horrid  story  !  "   cried  Vida     "  t 
"T,^„did  !     Never  in  this  worM  !  "  ^'       ' 

as  ever      '"  "''"'"  °*^''  '^°'^^'"  '"'""^  ^^^'  g^^^y 
But  all  the  same  she  smiled,  and  after  she  was  no 

Tvlnit"   '.h""'.'-  '^"^   ^^^^^   exclamatron" 
moving  over  the  white  paths  towards  the  lighthouse 

Sf  'f^?^^.  ^'^""^'  ^^  ^*i"  s*°°^  smiling  to 

waTted  for  vfd^^^";'"  n'!?;  ^^"  '^^'  ""^^^^  ^e  had 
waited  for  Vida  to  do  all  that  of  her  own  accord  it 

might  never  have  been  done  at  all. 

*  ♦  ♦  » 

''  This."  murmured  Phil,  as  he  waited  for  the 

shut.      IS  the  absence  that  makes  the  heart;  if  not 
fonder,  at  least   emptier  !     Good  boy,  Phil  '  "    (he 
congratulated  himself)  "  Useful,  wise  child  !   Go  up 
top  !   She  wanted  me  to  be  worried  by  her  stopping 
away.     And  I  wasn't  !  "  ^"PP"»g 

And  with  his  eyes  where  his  heart  had  long  been 
on  the  httle  whitewashed  house  in  the  Cove  he 
whistled  a  bar  or  two  of  a  childish  air- 

"  Mistress  Mary—    'tite  contrary  !  " 
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MISTRESS    MARY— QUITE    CONTRARY 

Next  morning,  however,  Mistress-Mary-Ouite- 
Tif'^'^.u^'r^''^"^'^  ^^  ^^^  "*t^e  chamber  vvhUe  she 
yet  breathed  the  thin  keen  air  of  earliest  day  com! 
mg  and  gomg  by  the  open  window.  It  was  as  if 
the  room  itself  were  aUve  and  breathing  off  the 
sea-clean  pure,  salt  respirations  of  the  vast  unquiet 
desert  to  the  west.  ^ 

Vida  awakened  slowly,  her  consciousness  return- 
ing  to  her  bit  by  bit.     The  call  of  the  sea-she 
understood  that  m  a  moment,  as  all  must  do  who 
dwel    a     the   Cove   of   Portogarten.     It   does   no? 
affect    sleep,    that    fine    solidified    roar-not    even 
when  It  rises  to  the  hammering  of  the  tempest  upon 
the  great  heughs  which  Phil  Calmont  was  so   busy 
piercing,  mingled  with    a   shriek  as  of  compressed 
air  driven  through  the  passages  drilled  in  the  softer 
hmestone  and  sandstone  of  Portogarten  Cove  itself 
The  ear  soon  got  used  to  all  that.     It  was  the  silence 
which  awoke. 

As  in  the  narrow  old  street  of  St.  Leonard's  where 
for  years  I  dwelt  (and  of  which  in  dreams  I  am  still 
a  habitant),  we  slept  like  tops,  my  comrade  and  I 
till  within  ten  minutes  of  "  class,"  with  all  the  coal 
traffic  of  South  Edinburgh  thundering  under  our 
window— carters  shouting,  wheels  gritting,  and 
clattering  engines  snorting.  But  on  Sunday  morning 
prompt  at  six.  we  awoke— because  that  day  the 
great  gates  remained  shut,  the  carters  were  them- 
selves asleep,  those  who  had  wives,  with  wet  towels 
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oMhei  *Rriefs'''''BuV  t'  '"'''"   ^'^     unconscious 
the  dS'of"hat  sifeSceT'  "'"  ^"""'e-because  of 

hadsat  wa^invSwe       ™  '^'  ^°^  °"  ^^^^^  ^^^^ 
stood  the  little  stand-telescope  Billy  had  bought 

the ; J.?'  "pSirh*S'<5l^1o°  n^oJL^^^^^^^^^^  ''^tt-  than 

repeat  something  she  conside?^  tplUn  *  .^«"?*°*  Vida  would 
But  if.  to  proveipoLt  he  mSe  ut  ?.f  °  *he  threadbare  point. 
eyident_as  that "  ctow^  „t  Sack  n^  ^l^^^«  Perfectly  self- 
of  the  diificulty  by  cr^g  sSfX"i?'^"h  TI'  "^^^^tout 
before,"  or,  "  If  you  haw  nn+i,j«»  ^'^  '  ^  "^^^  heard  that 
nothing!"  whichrSf  SJrL  w^?^"'*,"  ^^^'  ^^^  ^'^  better  say 
becausl.  as  it  has  (lertaiS^nlvJ  hanST'  Jj?°*«  *^»  ^«-« 
ought  to  be  recorded  for  t^e  bSt  o??n^°  anybody  but  Phil,  it 
m  the  mentality  of  wS^SikS  ^       philosphers  interested 


^T=r- 
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long  ago  with  his  first  sa\angs.  She  carried  it  un- 
steadily enough  up  the  stairs.  Three-legged  things 
are  a  bore.  They  wobble  and  hit  out  without 
regard  to  Queensberry  rules,  unexpectedly  and 
meanly.  '^  ^ 

She  had  learned,  after  much  labour,  the  art  of  ad- 
justmg  a  telescope.  For  Phil  had  remarked  that  a 
girl  who  on  a  cycle,  could  pass  between  a  four-in- 
hand  and  a  hay-waggon,  ought  to  be  able  to  see  her 
way  through  a  plain  tube  of  metal  with  bits  of  glass 
in  It.  So,  alone  of  her  sex,  she  had  learned  the  art 
And  certainly  th-  teaching  came  in  useful  now. 

She  adjusted  the  eye-piece.  It  was  difficult  to 
look  away  up  there,  but  young  people  were  lithe,  and 
she  soon  found  a  position  on  her  knees,  with  the 
telescope  held  at  a  very  acute  angle  indeed. 

Yes,  yonder  is  the  clump  of  trees— beyond   the 
off^the\urP  "^^~'^*"  if  they  were  not  already  taking 

And  a  fear  feU  upon  her— a  strange  sudden  awe  of 
the  Unknown— the  manager's  house!  Her  heart 
beat !  Her  house  !  Hers  !  Yes,  that  was  what  he 
had  meant— what  he  had  taken  for  granted.  He 
took  too  many  things  for  granted.     Kissed  her.  did 

fi!  *  ,  ^«.^^«^^.  *^**  she-had  he  actuaUy  said 
that  ?  Well,  she  would  show  him  !  But  there  as 
the  long,  brass  tube  swayed,  trembled,  and  settled 
into  crystalhne  clearness,  her  startled  eyes  beheld 
as  a  marvel  the  feUed  tree  on  which  they  two  had  sat 
No  mistake  about  that !  There  was  the  short  bough 
which  had  come  up  under  her  arm,  and  prevented 
her  from  getting  any  farther  away— as  she  had 
wanted  to.     Of  course  ! 

^^iJ-Jt^?'  strolling  leisurely  down  the  brae-side 
was  PhU  Calmont !  Instantly  Vida  snatched  herself 
away  from  the  eye-piece  with  that  curious  fear 
which  comes  to  those  unused  to  telescope  and  hieh- 
power  binoculars.  She  could  not  rid  herself  of  the 
notion  that  Phil  could  see  her  as  plainly  as  she  could 
see  him.     It  seemed  Uke  prying,  taking  an  advantage. 
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X:/'^^  ''  ^"'^^^  ''^  -  in  war-why  not  then 

a  f^r;  ofT^er^u^aii^-?^  ^T  .^-y  -i*^ 

dress  finds  himsdf    at  ?h^'  °"^  "^^^  ^^  ^^^rnival 

church.     VidTthL^LllT 

when  he  prayed  SnlvHiH.Pf^y^"^'  ^"^  P^il. 

She  looked  again      she  warL"^;  '"  ^'^°^^  "^^n- 
course  not.  but  the  men  cuttW*^   *  curious-no.  of 
up  there,  seemed  somehow  to  uni^'      -      *^'  ^''"'' 
to  a  point  for  Vid^Inelrer  bTt^  ^-  .*'" '""°"^^^ 

seemg  through  the  telescope       Wer^H!'' Tu'  ^^' 
a  right  to  see  what  Phil  w?s  doi^g   h'e  f  ""  '^'  ^^^ 

Again  she  put  her  evp  fn  +k1  i*x,     ,: 
her  emotion  had  blurred  't      H.   ^^*"%<^^^^  ^^  glass  ; 
for  something  on  the  g  ound    bura?f  V  '^  ^'"^^"^ 
were  seen  indistinct  as  thrnn..>         1  ^'^  emotions 
She  took  a  fine  linen  Lm^^'  ^  chromatic  haze. 

was-and  wipeV^  littTly'^cT  s'^^^  '"^^  '' 
warded.  He  had  found  what  £  '  f  "^^^  '■^- 
yellow  flower  she  had  worn  at  her  hf  ^"^^^"g^-the 
He  kissed  it.  glanced  ran^HK,  "^^^^^  yesterday, 

sure  that  no  one  was  lookW  '"'T^u'^^y  *°  "^^ke 
carefully  in  an  innrbSp^'cSf . ^'^^^P^^"^  ^* 

out  o^note^p^krh^'rodu  ^r.^-^-ness. 
began  measuring  fhf  f^Cttnk  '5^""^^  ^"^ 
movmg  on  the  slope  above  Vid.  ^^  ^omeone  was 
come  down  towards  Phil      At ^.u''"^'*  ^^^  a  man 

in  the  shadow,  but  presently  h./'*  ^'7^^  *^°  "^"^^ 
spyglass  field.  P'^'^n^y  he  came  clearer  into  the 

It  was  James  Kahn. 

Instant    fear   glued    her    eye    ^o   thp    f.i 
She  did  not  think  of  movine  anv  m^   ^^^    telescope, 
ashamed;  she  even  Dushed^lf "    •  7^  '  ^^e  was  not 

up  so  that  she  co^ld'Teelhe'LTt^r^Vr/ '"^'^^ 
saluted  each  other.  How  clearlv  .hi*  ^I  ^'^^  "^^^ 
Phil  did  not  offer  to  shake  h.nH=  T^u  '""  ^^'^^  ^ 
Vic  Morris's  faction  and  the  Khn.  ^?  ^^^  ^'  «^ 
MorrisianSamaritanUaVnte^stt^T^^ 
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I  '^\P^^  ,saw  very  well,  through  Billy's  lighthouse 
glass,  that  James  Kahn  was  holding  Phil  in  discourse 
They  walked  to  and  fro,  Phil  the  taller  by  a  head 
( Vida  was  pleased  to  notice  the  detail) .  They  seemed 
to  be  agreemg  well  enough,  though  the  vibration  or 
the  moisture  m  the  atmosphere  kept  her  from  seeing 
the  expression  of  their  faces.  ^ 

The  telescope  moved  a  little  ;  perhaps  Vida,  still 
inexpert,  had  shifted  the  stand  ;  perhaps  the  loose 
old  screw  had  swayed.  At  any  rate,  when  she  looked 
agam  the  two  who  had  been  promenading  up  and 
down  her  field  of  vision,  as  if  they  had  been  but  three 
scor-^  yards  away,  had  passed  with  the  silent  and 
a  mosL  mdecent  swiftness  peculiar  to  high-power 
glasses.     They  had  been  and  they  were  not 

Instead  she  saw  the  grey  stone  dyke,  which  once 
upon  a  time  had  edged  the  pine  forest  of  Portogarten. 
The  timber  was  mostly  gone,  sold  by  impoverished 
or  improvident  landlords,  and  but  little  of  the  old 
dyke  remained— long  useless,  ruggedly  built  of 
old  moor  stone,  broken  down  in  places,  but  affording 
ghmpses  of  the  dusky  solitudes  which  extended  awav 
down  her  hill,  and  beyond  the  mine  that  Phil  was  hew- 
ing out  of  these  still  beautiful  reUcs   of  primaval 

Behind,  the  wood  stretched,  a  wash  of  cool  green 
shade,  and  something  glided  athwart  it— not  by 
any  means  a  green  thing.  Vida  first  caught  the 
glint  as  it  shd  between  two  broken  down  and  crumbly 
sections  of  dyke.  -^ 

Something  that  glittered— something  that  bent 
low.  something  that  took  pains  not  to  be  seen  She 
searched  for  Phil,  found  him,  and  then  looked  back 

The  to-and-fro  of  the  two  men  down  on  the 
braeface  swung  farther  along— away  out  of  sight  of 
the  busy  foundation-diggers.  And  parallel  to  them, 
loot  for  foot,  moved  the  tracking  shadow  behind  the 
dyke!  Once  Vida  could  see  the  man,  though  dimly 
from  head  to  foot.  In  the  dusk  of  the  wood-shade  he 
placed  his  knee  on  a  low  part  of  the  dyke.    The 
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at  Phil;  ^a  little  puff  of  whfPP"^'?^  *°  ^^  ^^"^ing 
the  trees.     There  was  nn  ..    ^  'f  °^"  ^""^  ^6^^"^! 

window  and  sc?eam  d  a  o^.  to    * 

emptiness.  °"^  *°  *he  sea  and  the 

her""  vt'e'  f^tac'h"'  °'  ^°""^-  ''  ^^  *-  far  for 
Billy  and  Dick  were'Xadv 'h*'  °'  *^^  ^'''^-<^' 
lighthouse.  Vida  dLsed  h^  .  ^'^  t*  *^"^^  "^«del 
about  her  shoulders   and  ^Jf^^^y't^^^w  a    shawl 

"heughs."  SturnS„  •  ■  ^^  °"  *^^  road  up  the 
againft  rocks  Sfi  S '^'T'  "j;"^^^"^  ^-«'" 
over  her  shou  deS  fhe  rT^f^r^V^^' ^^^'  streaming 
ground  utterly  worn  out  Phfl  *  k'  '^SF  °^  ^^^^^^^ 
killed.  She-she  I?nn!i,  J^^^-^^r  Phil  had  been 
derer.  ^^  ^^''"^  ^^^  ^^en  his   lurking  mur- 

anI:l;t"fci^VeX'^^^^^^^^  to  the  smoother  turf, 
there   were   the   fU     ^    "  ^"^^  °^  ^^^  cliff-edge 
tanking. ffn^^^hii-J^w^^^ing  together.   a5d 

Instantly  Phil  ran  to  Vidi  f^S     i. 
her.  she  fell  exhausted  inlitis  art  "  """" ''"""« 
could  sa"y."'   "'"~^°"  ""^  "°'— '  "  was  all  she 

intte'' Hlr'^rdeVthtrH''  *^'^"^'  f™™  *"'» 
plunging  in  the  set  He  couj^be  f ""!','  "'<*  '"«• 
occasion-for  a  moment  Stwo  tL^t™"""*."  "P°" 
seen  of  men.  "•  *"at  is,  and  to  be 

roIyZu'^JttCts!^  "Vf^.^"^  ■•«  face 
throueh-ves  thrm.„h    rfJi      ^'"^  ''ad  been  lookine 

not  to\avI?ichSs^'''u  ii^frp;- ,  ^'"y  °«ghf 

had  seen  some  one  foe  ai  Phfi  v*""'     ^"^^  =he 

Hemust  be  in  tte  wood  e^venTo^"  ""'"='"  ^'^^'y- 

some  surface  blasting  L"'!"*'''  *""f-     There  is 
opening  up  new  grou1.rio°:bS:S^u"tardI'e?! 
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They  have  been  at  it  all  the  morning.     Nothing 

Then  he  turned  to  his  visitor,  who  strangely  enoueh 
seemed  to  regard  the  matter  much  more^sei^ously  ^ 

he.^l^'Z^'^'Tl  <f  ^"  ^^'^^^^^  ^t  the  word)  "has 
been  frightened  by  the  firing,"  he  said.  "  She  and  I 
are  engaged  to  be  married  !  " 

James  Kahn  took  off  his  hat  and  expanded  himself 
in  congratulations,  as  he  knew  very  well  how 

I  suppose."  said  Vida,  reluctantly,  with  a  glance 
at  her  torn  attire.  "  it  must  be  true,  or  I  woufd  no? 
have  been  such  a  fool !     But-I  mist  ask  you   fo 
the  present,  to  say  nothing  about  it !  "        ^     ' 

not      MisfRol^'?"'  ^^^"'  thoughtfully.  "  certainly 
not.     Miss  Komer— you  can  trust  me  !  " 

knew  th.''/^.°^  them    for  quite  different  reasons. 
no^Mn^'alitr  ""''"  ^°"^'  '^  *^"^*^^    ^«  -y 
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CHAPTER  XXXII 

THE   GIRL'S   COMPLETE   LETTER   WRITER 

B?lh.^°'''''5  ^^^  '^^""^  ^''  <=^"^P  from  Rio  Tinto  to 
Bilbao,  and  it  was  to  that  latter  place  that  iVnl? 

more  '  ^  ^^""^^^  manifested  a  desire  for 

„.'S  ^i"^""^ "  ^"^'"^^  *^«  minister's  daughter)    "let 

Kahnu"'"'''*'  »to  a  Limited  Comptf  JamS 

tliat  he  thinlts  is  thirty  t  ••  ™"  '"'  *"^  «ven 

iat'ie^cj;  yotsV^^sric'ffi;-  '^jt'™^'  '"^^ 

a\'rwht':^°-     "  """"-'^  '-  e';:ftraS"oM 
fi^rj'"!''  ^1^'''^  ^^'^  ^^^a  has  got  a  new  father  • 
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letting  at  that  rate  she  will  never  be  a  limited 
company—'  The  Vida  Finnan  Bryan  Romer  Co., 
Ltd.  ! '     Will  you  take  shares,   mister  ?  " 

"  Your  father  never  said  anything  of  the  kind, 
missy  !  "  growled  Vic  Morris,  gnawing  at  his  long 
moustache,  and  smiling  grimly.  "  Curious  how  I 
always  thought  her  a  quiet  mouse  of  a  girl  with  eyes 
on  the  ground  !     She  isn't,  though  !  No  !  Oh  no  !  " 

And  he  read  on,  thrusting  his  long  legs  farther 
through  the  window,  so  that  the  Spanish  and 
Basque  workmen  passing  underneath  stopped  and 
grinned. 

"  El  Senor  Capitan  of  the  mine  is  going  to  heaven 
wrong  end  first  !  "  they  said,  and  passed  light- 
heartedly  on.     As  did  he  with  Janet's  letter. 

"  Two  of  her  fathers  are  building  a  patent  light- 
house on  Rough  Island  Point,  and  Phil  Calmont  is 
making  a  deep  hole  on  the  top  of  the  Portogarten 
Heugh  above  them  ;  I  suppose,  as  a  sort  of  second 
exit.  You  had  better  come  home  and  inspect, 
if  you  feel  that  this  is  now  in  your  line  !  " 

"  What  a  wretch  of  a  girl !  "  growled  Vic,  but  all 
the  same  he  went  on  reading. 

"  And  they  are  building  a  house  for  the  manager 
up  on  the  Heugh,  between  the  new  pit  and  the  sea. 
They  are  not  quite  sure  who  the  manager  is  to  be  ; 
yet— some  say  Phil  Calmont,  and  some  Miss  V.  B.  F. 
Romer.     Knowing  both,  I  bet  on  the  lady  !  " 

"  The  .  .  little  .  .  vixen !  "  laughed  Vic. 
And  he  did  not  refer  to  Vida.  "  Who  would  have 
thought  it  ?  "  He  meditated  a  while,  and  then  said 
sc  tly,  "  But  after  all,  I  like  'em  better  that  way. 
I'll  wager  her  eyes  sparkled  when  she  wrote  that — 
and  she  a  minister's  daughter,  blaming  the  worst 
things  she  can  think  of  on  her  innocent  father  !  " 

Again  he  contmued  his  reading.  He  was  now 
sitting  on  his  shoulder  blades,  and  part  of  a  damaged 
flannel  collar  twisted  about  his  neck,  while  his 
legs  stuck  out  like  stove-pipes,  half  way  up  the  moun- 
tain. 
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ne:t„n:iV^?eJ''7„»^i /"e^ no.  recop,i„  His 
through  Mr  Phil  roi«,  *  Y.*  ,  **"*  "®  owns  her 
He  goi  up  the  hil^to  tTe  'oh^f,  ?  "«^*  ^^^^  thing! 
grey  suit,  grey  whiskers  anifh.^  '"'"'"y  ^^y'  ^^  ^ 
of  a  Jife-time  Then  h«  ?1.^^  ""^P'^'^^^  ^^ection 
kisses  him.     PhildoSttr:]?  '"   "^'"'^  "^<=^  -"^ 

the  busTneV  par'  to'sitist'"*  ^"?.^^  -"-"^-^ 
of  toil.'  Mr.  Ludovic  Morri?  T"  ^^^^  '"«^^^  ««" 
It  doesn't  carry  so  far    vin  t     "  """^  "°t  frown. 

^u^/^p  Sn^nis"r::^f  •  ^-^'  -- 

not  aty'oSThot  .n^,'  e^'elt  J^^T,  ^^"^^  ^ 

only  one  fX^owever    t^^^^^  ^  ^^^^ 

renders  me  uninteresTw     th    '^""^  °"^'  ^"^  this 
left  our  choir  lately  to^o* an?  ■''  ^^7^  "^^"  ^ave 
I  sing  in  the  aban'^oL^d  choir   ani^'''• 'r^^^'^^ 
you  whose  pew  there  is  l^nnH-      ^A  °^^^  "ot  tell 
You  know^  AU  the  vST'^^^fro"^  the  other, 
because    of   consc  entious   /   ^T"^^  Cameronians 
preaching.     I  hope  you  a^wavsT^^^^^^^^        1°    ^^*^^^'^ 
foreign  land  and  amoni  h.^i  If  i  i"''^'  ^^^" »"  a 
father  says  that  he  hones  th?.*'^    ^^P^'*^  '     % 
newly  acquired  fluencv^fn   tit  T"  ^"  "^^  y^"^ 

than  the  Reverend  Beniami^    Z  *  son-in-law  more 
damp  and  there  ^^^^'LTin  ^^0:1^0]^'^^' 
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Benjamin  is  bereft  of  a  mother's  care.     '  Weep  for  the 
orphan,  lone  and  lorn  '  as  the  poet  says.     I  would  go 
up  and  comfort  him  myself,  only  he  doesn't  like  me- 
even  enough  to  write  to  me  as  '  Dear  Miss  Janet ! '  " 
.   Oh,  the  sweet  angel !  "  muttered  Vic   Morris 

f^JJ  i"A  ♦''  i?^°"^*^^.h^  between  his  teeth  so  hard 
that  he  bit  off  an  end-the  one  he  was  best  pleased 

He  became  conscious  that  he  had  lacked  that 
suppleness  of  pen  and  expression  possessed  by  his 

her'as^^np'"  M-  ^?'  ^?.  ^"^  ^^^"^"^  -^dressed 
with  tha^ ?"  u'"  -^^"'^  -""^  ^^"*  ^^^  *^«  '"^"er 
ZlV^f  L  *'^^'  ?  P^^*"'  respectable,  respectful 
™w  5?/^2res^»ng  a  lady.  But-confound  the  girl 
what  did  she  mean  by  laughing  at  him  ?  He  ?ut 
down  the  letter,  turned  to  a  file  of  indents  and 
invoices  bills  of  lading  and  so  forth,  sighed  a  deep 
sigh,  and  picked  up  Janet  Fowler's  letter  again 

.n,  IVl  ^  fool."  he  said.  "  perhaps  it  is  because  I 
am  out  here  all  alone  !  " 

H.fcf  ^?"  ^^'^^  *^^  ''^'*°"  °^  J^"et  Fowler  veiling 
her  sapphire  eyes,  hypocritically,  with  the  corner  of 

af'tZlTM^ A^''''''u^''i  '^"*^"S  ^°""d  the  corner 
of  folded  Madonna  hands.  "  Weep  for  the  orphan, 
lone  and  lorn  "-moved  him  to  helpless  laughter 

Its  no  use  getting  wrathy  with  that  girl— or 
pretending  to  A  fellow  likes  her  letters.  No  mis' 
take  about  that.  She  tells  you  things,  and  Tou 
vour^^r°"  ""^'^  '^'  ^^^P  ^^  S«^"g  t°  ^^-<=k  abou? 

yuxxT  cdiS. 

There  was  not  much  more  of  the  letter  at  any  rate 
and  involuntarily,  in  spite  of  the  crack  of  the  whip' 
he  mourned  that  there  was  so  little 

How  would  she  end  it  ?  He  always  thought  of 
ttn^  H^^t  ""J  Janet's  letters.  They  were  nice  to 
thmk  about  down  m  the  mine,  or  out  on  the  great 
open  ledges  of  the  mountain,  whence  the  big  loaded 
to  ff^K  'E'^'l  themselves  down  from  the  heights 
o  he  banks  of  the  slugg  .n  Nervion  some  thousand 
teat  below,  as  easily  as  a  monkey  comes  down  a  rope. 
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This  is  how  Janet  of  the  plain  face  and  beautiful 
eyes  concluded  her  letter  to  Mr.  Ludovic  Morris, 
l-irst  there  was  a  crack  of  the  whip. 

"  I  see,  and  hear,  a  good  deal  of  the  healthy  family 
these  days  (she  wrote),  the  Calmonts.  I  mean, 
isxcepting  Plnl.  who  is  busy  digging  his  way  through 
to  Miss  Vida  B.  F.  Romer.  I  declare  I  can't  keep  them 
off  our  doorstep.  I  have  to  '  shoo  '  them  out  of  the 
hall— or  set  father  on  to  them,  to  explain  church 
history.  Then  only  they  will  go.  Church  history 
and  hunger  are  to  them  the  extreme  penalties  of  the 
law.  But  Aaron  and  Hur  are  dabs  at  holding  wool. 
I  taught  them."  ^ 

"  In-deed  t  "  snorted  Mr.  Morris,  fiercely  ;  "  about 
all  they  are  good  for  !  " 

But  somehow  the  thought  did  not  comfort  him. 
Then  after  a  pausi  and  with  an  air  of  disgust  which 
may  have  been  uue  to  the  slang  or  may  not.  he 
added     Dabs  indeed  !     I'll  dab  them  !  " 

He  had  crushed  the  letter  in  his  hand.     Somewhat 
too  hastily,  it  appeared,  for  it  cost  him  the  trouble  of 
smoothing  it  all  out  again. 
The  end's  the  thing.     And  he  wanted  that. 
He  knew  very  well  that  she  was  teasing  him,  but 
som.ehow  that  did  not  seem  to  help  matters.     He 
wondered  what  a  girl  like  Janet  saw  in  the  Calmonts. 
Phil  was  well  enough.     There  were  the  makings  of 
a  man  about  Phil.     But  as  for  the  rest— a  cloud  of 
butterflies  in  a  garden,  a  flight  of  wild  geese  alighting 
with  a  splash  in  a  lonely  pond  and  then  with  a 
squawking  taking  their  way  again  the  next  moment— 
to  these  and  other  things,  less  savoury,  did  Vic  Morris 
compare  the  Calmonts. 

"  Janet  ought  to  know  better— and  she  does  !  " 
he  murmured.  And  the  reading  of  the  letter  con- 
tinued. 

"  You  always  ask  me  to  tell  you  more  about 
myself!  Well,  there  is  nothing  to  tell.  I  rise  at 
six  of  the  morning  to  see  that  Susy  Mitten  does  the 
grates.     Sometimes  I  help  her.     Then  I  wake  Raif 
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(when  he  is  at  home),  and  we  two  brush  the  shoes. 
(You  call  yourself  an  engineer  and  yet  can't  invent 
a  machine  to  do  a  simple  thing  like  that  !)  Breakfast 
follows  prayers,  which  makes  one  hurried  and  the 
other  cold,  but  what  can  one  do  with  a  father  who  is 
consumed  with  doubts  as  to  eternal  punishment. 
What  does  he  care  about  cold  eggs  at  breakfast  ? 

"  Then  I  do  my  house-books,  count  the  linen  for 
the  wash  (when  there  is  a  wash,  which  is  mostly). 
If  I  have  a  spare  moment  I  go  to  the  piano  and  play, 
'  Where  is  my  wandering  boy  to-night,'  till  Raif's 
fox  terrier  Vic  scratches  at  the  door  to  be  let  out." 

"  The  daughter  of  a  minister  and  tell  such — 
humph  !  "  broke  off  Vic,  aggressively.  "  I  wonder 
why  I  care  about  getting  such  letters.  I'm  made 
different  from  other  fellows,  I  expect — ah,  well ! 
so  is  she  from  other  girls  !  " 

And  he  returned  to  the  subject  in  hand,  secretly 
vexed  to  see  that  so  little  remained  to  be  read. 

"  Dear  Mr.  Ludovic,  the  roaring  winds  do  blow — 
on  the  Bay  of  Biscay — 0.  And  you  ar<^  just  at  tho 
far  side  of  it,  sitting  up  aloft  (I  have  looked  you 
out),  like  the  little  cherub  mentioned  by  the  late 
Mr.  Dibden.  So  I  beg  you  to  pity  the  fate  of  poor 
Miss  Janet.  Susy  Mitten  has  just  broken  a  cup  and 
saucer  out  of  our  only  afternoon  tea-set,  and  you 
can't  send  me  another,  because  you  don't  know  the 
pattern.  Otherwise  I  would  not  say  no  ;  thank 
you  very  much  all  the  same,  but  keep  them  for  a 
marriage  present  to  your  friend.  Miss  V.  B.  F.  Romer, 
who  has  not  yet  annexed  any  more  fathers.  I  don't 
think  she  will  claim  Phil  Cv '  nont  as  one. 

"  Dear  Vic — was  it  mad,  then  ?  And  did  it  stride 
to  and  fro,  and  shove  about  those  long  legs,  in  the 
boots  with  spurs  I  saw  on  the  photograph  you  sent 
(what  do  you  do  with  spurs  up  a  mountain — I  have 
heard  of  mountain-spurs,  but  it  can't  be  that  ?) 
Well,  I  know  there  are  people  who  would  make  a  fuss 
about  you,  and  tell  you  how  noble  and  be-medalled 
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enjoy  IhL  lette  s?„ '„„eh   VeTwou^""  T""'' 

"  By   the   way,   Aaron   Calmont   ha«;   i,ic+   k.^ 
over  with  a  bunch  of  roses  and  Hnr  w*  ^         ^^^" 

do  !     If  vou  h Jvp^         i       ■   ^°"'^'  y°"  know  you 

UD-a  v,Vf?.  ^"^'^  P°'"*  ^t  is  that  of  owning 

~Now  i^r'^  "^?  ^"  "^^"'  ""known  in  women^ 

out  So%tl^r„''S„*aT.«e'"^\'  "l^^^'^PP'" 
(where  vou  utlTi^  !".     ^?    *V^  "°°k  which  I  love 

sister,  vfolet,  ^^'Ss  WorrseSVS.^^''  '*  *°  "^^ 
I  am,  dear  Mr.  Ludovic, 
"  Yours  truly. 
"PS  — Affpr  oil    T       ,j         Janet  Fowler. 

wen.'^fn  selrch  o  '  h'ert'khs  fhe'  7"'^'  "'""  ' 
Does  it  matter  ?  ••  ^  "''  '""^get-me-not. 
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One  by  one  Vic  Morris  removed  his  legs  carefully 
out  of  the  open  window.    A  mule  v.-  iiuiffing  at  them 
and  there  are  few  things  that  ..  Spanish  m:Ai  cannot 
eat— nothmg  whatever  that  h     ^  ill  not  1  -y  to  eat 
Vic  was  just  m  time  to  save  gr*>d  boot  iea.her. 

"I  wish  to  Christopher,"  he  said,  cro..sly,  "that 
that  girl  would  say  what  she  means,  once  in  a  way 
I  would  give  a  month's  pay  to  know  what  happened 
to   that      forget-me-not '    when   she   couldn't   find 
Violet  ! 

Science  is  great  and  no  doubt  shall  prevail.  Vic 
Morris  was  a  scientist.  Phil  Calmont  was  rapidly 
becoming  another.  Now  it  is  curious  how  similar 
the  actions  of  one  scientist  are  to  those  of  another. 
Each  of  these  two  learned  men  had  a  crushed  flower 
in  his  pocket-book  kept  with  the  utmost  care,  doubt 
less  for  future  classification,  analysis  and  consign- 
ment to  a  herbarium.  Yet  neither  knew  anything  of 
botany,  and  this  fact  only  deepens  the  mystery.  Even 
Janet  was  wrong.  The  flower  was  neither  a  pansy 
nor  yet  a  forget-me-not,  but  only  an  innocent  unsen- 
timental httle  spray  of  speedwell !  But  it  did  just 
as  well  to  keep  Vic  Morris's  mind  in  a  state  of  suspense 
and  uncertainty.     He  knew  no  different,  bless  you  ! 
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about  money.     He  has  hand.eVi,*i„'^t  fiS 

to  see  Mr    l-.i^     If;     Johnemann  had  been  down 
Cabell  of  t^f^^f"^-^^'""  "'"^^-     Within,  the 
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They  were  all  instinctively  watching  the  pale  lilac 
strip  of  road,  sparsely  bordered  with  brick  cottages, 
down  which  the  big  automobile  was  vont  to  rush 
hkc  a  mustard-coloured  bolt.  The  road  icnia^ned 
open  and  empty.  Certain  children,  removed  by  care- 
ful mothers  at  the  hours  of  the  master's  passing, 
trickled  out  and  began  to  play  about  again. 

"  Got  something  the  matter  with  him  ?  "  said 
Hector  McKill,  tentatively. 

The  second  acting  superintendent  cast  a  glance  at 
him  out  of  a  pale  blue  eye  so  deeply  trenched  in  his 
chubby  face  that  its  position  seemed  the  result  of  a 
surgical  operation. 

"  Something  wrong  with  the  till,  more  likely  !  " 
snapped  Grindling,  who  had  been  late  up  for  three 
nights  running  (Hector  treasured  this  innuendo 
for  future  use).  "  I  give  him  till  twelve  o'clock  and 
then " 

"  What  ?  "  said  Hector  McKill.  hoping  that 
Gnndling  would  give  himself  away  yet  more  and 
worse. 

"  I  will  get  on  a  horse  and  ride  to  '  The  Caravan- 
serai.' "  said  Grindling,  who  had  a  kind  of  stubborn 
courage  of  his  own.  "  Kahn  has  been  extra  careful 
this  while  back  that  nobody  should  see  the  books— 
not,  that  is,  to  make  anything  of  them." 

Punctual  to  his  word  Grindling  mounted  his 
chestnut  mare  and  rode  off  through  the  village  of 
Kirktown ;  taking  the  road  aforesaid,  a  pale  lilac 
shaving  set  at  an  angle  up  the  opposite  brae,  he  was 
at  "  The  Caravanserai  "  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  He 
rang  the  bell,  and  began  to  question  the  boy  in 
buttons  who  appeared  at  the  door  in  answer  to  his 
summons. 

"  Mr.  Kahn  ?  "  he  cried,  out  of  breath,  "  can  I  see 
him  ?     Most   urgent !  " 

"  Mr.  Kahn  left  yesterday  afternoon  in  the  motor 
sir,"  said  the  boy. 

"  Was  Casimir  with  him  ?  "  panted  the  stout 
Grindling. 


} 


I 


310 


VIDA 


i 


A  I, 


(Merc.des);.rot\trg"s^'et '*"%''« '""^'" 
He  grazed  the  eate-nn<;f  ^ff  *'  ^"^  ^et  off  to 

a  hSrry  !  "        ^^^^'Post  going  out,  he  was  in  sue 

said  GriLlint'^^^^^^^^^  ^,^"-  -tor  P 

..  :  Don't  knL  fhTsIr?''  sa'^  ?h flf" '-"T^^"' 

cept,  p'raps  he  was  mnJ  ?  ^"^  ^"  buttons 

one,  as  it  were.     He  wasn't  If  ?vf*°"^'^  *°  ^^e  oL 

Mr.  Casimir  had  come  ?"  be  sTr^^^  ^"^^^  *^^ 

vish,  to  my  thinking  i  "  '     ^*^  ^^^  ^oo  ner 

;;  Then  Casimir  wasn't  nervous  ?  " 

mad^'us";^^'  sirnrLt^d"'"* -^^'^  ^^^^  ^^ 
about  the  place-aJwpvcr  "^  sick-everybodv 

up  iron  targets  thl^fz?  K^ ^  f  ^j''^^'  -"^  AxiV 

then,  this  Mr.  Casimir  "?'  *"  ""'  PoP-^ar, 

recSi  •;h?Sse,fhe''aTded"-';  ^^^blv-"  «he„ 
thmg  to  say  against  anv  nf         !  ^^*  ^  ^^^^  any- 

yourself.  sir.^aHeen  LVse^eS?  '  ^^'^'^-yo^ 
sure  you  would  not  wish  tnf?^  *'"'^''  ^"^  I  am 
trouble !  "  ^^^  *°  &et  a  poor  boy  into 

hazaSftTmake  his  pSn?  "?^f  l^'.^^^^^^^"^  ^^  all 
your  face-son  of  G^eSon  h^i""^  *^^*  ^  ^^^«  «««« 
are  you  not  ?  "        "'"^^^S^on'  butler  at  Gorm  Castle, 

'^^Tu^^tT'^^^^^^^^  ierked  a  bow. 

''  if  you  want  to  keep^our  fSher^in"^"^'  ^''^'y' 
had  better  tell  me  aU  you  know  about  m'  ^v^l"'  ^^^^ 
Mr.  Casimir  !  "  ^''°"*  ^r.  Kahn  and 

''What  has  that  Casimir  been  doins  sir  ?  " 

>  =»  ^ace  was  the  best  certificate 
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of  the  unpopularity  of  Mr.  John  Casimir.  Strangely 
enough,  nothing  whatever  was  said  about  Mr.  Kahn 
who  among  his  other  arts  had  that  of  making  him- 
self Iked  by  his  personelle.  This  was  chiefly  a 
calculated  layishness  in  the  right  place,  together  with 
a  certain  habit  of  firmness  and  justice  in  small  things. 
You  knew  when  you  had  Mr.  Kabn  !  "  his  servants 
Castk         comparing  him  with  the  master  of  Gorm 

"\.^^^'}  ^"°^  ^^^'^'  beyond  what  I  have  told 
you,  said  young  Gregson,  "  I  only  wish  I  did.  if  it 
has  anything  to  do  with  my  father  !  " 

"  Well  tell  me  everything."  said  Grindling.  "  I 
will  be  the  judge  of  its  value— miss  nothing  !  '' 

Well,  Mr.  Kahn— he  lunched  here  yesterday" 
said  the  boy.  "  he  didn't  eat  much.  His  appetite 
IS  noways  grand.     I  took  up  his  meal  on  a  tray  to  his 

room.     The  door  of  the  big  safe  was  open " 

Is  It  shut  now  ?  "  cried  Walter  Grindline  "  let 
me  see  :   "  ^' 

But  the  boy  was,  thus  far  at  least,  faithful  to  his 
trust. 

«r^^  ^°JE  *^^  ^^^^  sufficiently  close  to  click  the  chain 
Walter  Grindling  could  get  his  foot  in  but  no  more 

borry,  Mist'r  Grindling— very  sorry,"  said 
Gregson  Junior.  "  but  though  in  a  way  you're  a  friend 
of  master's  I  haven't  the  right.  Put  it  to  yourself 
now  have  I  ?  I  am  left  here  in  charge  till  master 
gets  back,  or  a  proper  officer  of  the  law  comes  along 
with  a  warrant.  Oh.  I  know  all  about  warrants 
and  '  open  m  the  name  of  the  Law  !  '  They  are  aU 
in  the  story  I  am  reading  in  The  Boys'  Thriller,  price 
one  penny,  and  free  if  you  get  other  six  subscribers. 
I  get  mine  free." 

j-I^!^'  ^°  °"'"  Grindling  curbed  himself  with 
difficulty  There  were,  he  knew,  only  men  in 
this  bachelor  establishment,  and  no  doubt  the  butler 
and  the  valet  would  have  taken  the  opportunity 
to  be  off  to  the  town.  Grindling  knew  as  well  as  if 
he  had  been  on  the  spot  where  he  would  find  them 
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He  had  his  big  motor  rn^^\u\  °^  *"^  <^oor 

heeU   alU„„y  Vnfo'^rrctir!!!.^''™  to  his 
"  V^J  =■  '^"l  **"'■■  Grindling. 

It's  shut  not  ■•  *"«  "°°  safe  was  shut. 

••  ?"J:opeV:"ihrjJfdTh"' sirf  ^^h'*"H*'"«- 
out  after  him.  ^    '  "^  '^     *^^  ^oy  called 

'in7'^r"L"fave*t'%"'"l,'  "  ^^'O  Walter  Grind- 

«n?X"iatote'hL";oa;;'^"^^T'-""«-<'- 
rode  straight  afhe  cfuW  .h"""."'"""" '"  him, 

Kirktown^eav,^g'the  'works"";?  **"'  "^«'  »' 
so  took  the  hill*  road  3h  i,  ""'  ""*'•  and 
WM<^^  conducted  hi -fhro^uf,  ^  Ss  tTctS 

son^rpet™  t~irth"^',^'  "r^-  But  Greg, 
his  «4loyer,^S  from  «r?l ™nr''-''  '""'*'''^«^ °' 
coachman,  Mr.  Grindling  wo,5d  ^'"7'  "1*  '"« 
to  find  Mr.  Romer  on  ?he  He„i  ^f  d "l°"   '"" 

w.  bidi„g^rp!!i:t''o?trcfh?^^  ^-- 

4 Tnd^S^eSr  "^1  ,^r'«  . 'sn5u'e%espect. 
opinion  that  hi!  Ser  fouW  IT^  '"?'""''  °' '"e 
mining  speculation  in  s„m,l"°*  *=''?  ""mself  from 
according  to  Gre«on  ".T.^^k," '°™-  "  "as, 
l>ave  aU  !„r  fam";:gT:;erb:tTe'A'"'  *'^''°--  We 
histrs  ?eaT^^ut<^™^^r„- S.he  J-™" 
Portogarten.     Hitherfn  Vk/  ?  *^®  direction  of 

mirth^at  the  e.^I^r^^-L'?^™  -^ 
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controlled  their  half  score  of  pits,  and  their  whole 
regiments  of  men.  But  if.  having  sold  out  of  the 
Kirktown  colleries.  Mr.  Jacob  Romer  was  inclined 
to  mterest  himielf  in  Portogarten.  the  affair  took  on 
quite  another  aspect  for  Walter  GrindUng. 

What  had  been  but  the  f^Uy  of  a  couple  of  ignorant 
old  lighthousemen  suddenly  became  worth  looking 
into.  But  in  the  meantime,  however,  something 
was  still  better  worth  looking  into.  As  he  rode 
Unndhng  had  before  him  the  hasty  toilet  of  James 
Kahn.  the  scarcely  touched  lunch  tray,  the  door  of 
the  big  safe  first  open,  then  shut— especially  the  great 
motoring  coat  flung  over  the  sofa.  He  knew  that 
coat.  It  was  full  of  inside  pockets  in  the  lining- 
pockets  which  buttoned  down,  each  with  its  great 
flap  of  skin.  If  James  Kahn  had  disappeared, 
what  did  these  pockets  contain  ? 

As  Walter  Grindling  lode  through  the  birchen 
glades  which  clouded  the  moor-edges,  he  became 
conscious  of  the  subtle  change  in  the  atmosphere 
which  comes  with  the  nearness  to  the  sea. 

But  the  great  Heugh  of  Portogarten  stood  up  before 
him  shutting  out  the  view.  Only  little  railway  cars 
trundled  by.  and  Walter  Grindling  examined  the 
piled  ore  with  a  professional  eye. 

"  They've  struck  our  Carron  main  lode  or  I'm  a 
Dutchman  !  "  he  cried,  slapping  his  mare  with  the  flat 
of  his  hand  so  that  she  dashed  away. 

But  the  next  moment  he  had  something  else  to 
think  of.  Above  him  at  the  top  of  a  little  hill  was  the 
well-known  Gorm  Castle  turn-out.  Grindling  knew 
it  afar  off.  Once,  before  the  days  of  Kahn.  he  had 
often  been  asked  by  "  the  Chief  "  to  help  him  choose 
his  horses,  and  even  now.  though  in  a  way  passed  bv 
he  still  took  an  interest. 

He  checked  his  horse,  still  inclined  to  dance  a  little. 
The  coachman  was  on  his  proper  side,  one  wheel  in 
a  nook  vacated  by  a  stone-breaker.  So,  like  a  well- 
bred  Jehu  he  never  once  turned  his  head  as  the  sounds 
approached. 
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ling      ''  I  hrve  rinr  '''  ^^°"*  •  "  ^"^"i^^d  Grir 
"  Yessir  •'  said  7ht     '"^f"  """*  "^^  °"  here." 

his  lower  waistcint     "  !J?V"'"''^"€:  comfort 

the  hill-s^me  S  abZfW  f^"^  ^''  ^°"^^^  ' 
•'  n„*     u  X  ®  'ioout  that  there  new  nit  f  " 

I  might  miss  him  ••  *"  "^'  """"•  "'J'  'he  Co. 

over|e^^if«n;tt^a'i-fe»rr 

ougM  "r eTv  "'V"'  '  ^°.'  "*">  "orses,  sir,  you  didn't 
that !  "  ^'^^  *  mare— and  chestnut  at 

GrX."SsUr^tere»ea'dfff"'^^''S"' 

old  "  chief  "^"1  the  ?"^  *^'  5  P'ot  against  his 
Ka'in     ArJ     •         i^*      "*■"  hands "  were  in  it 
Ka.m,    Cas.m.r,  and  now  this    Phil   CaSon?  ^Z 
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holding  his  master  in   talk   while  his    accomplices 
got  away  with  the  booty. 

Accordingly  as  he  came  on  the  levels  of  the  moor 

he  quickened  his  pace  to  a  run,  and  arrived,  purple- 

visaged  and  out  of  breath,  before  the  cool,  quiet  figure 

of  a  man  m  grey. 

/•Mr.    Romer— Mr.    Romer-sir !  "    he    panted: 

we  have  been  robbed— yua  have  been  robbed— 
robbed,  sir,  by  a  gang,  a  gang !  " 

Here  words  failed  him,  and  Jacob  Romer  turned 
on  him  the  bold  hawk's  beak  and  dominating  eye 
of  other  years.  °    ^ 

''What  is  this.  Grindling  ?  "  he  said;  "out 
with  It,  man  !     Don't  stand  stammering  there  ?  " 

For,  indeed,  the  poor  acting-superintendent  was 
swaying  from  side  to  side,  wringing  his  short  plump 
hands,  his  uUy  ruddy  complexion  faded  to  an 
ashen  pallor,  with  fine  reticulations  of  purple  running 
through  the  flesh  tint  like  rivers  on  a  large  scall 
physical  globe.  * 

Mr.  Romer  waited  a  little,  in  order  to  allow  his 
ancient  subordinate  to  recover  himself.     Then  he 

^^»T?.''*T^°?^*'''^^y-     "Now,   Mr.  Grindling!" 

It  s  Kahn— Kahn  !  "  he  gasped,  and  could  say  no 
more.  •' 

"Well,  what  of  Kahn  ?  "  There  was  at  least  some 
anxiety  in  the  mind  of  the  master  of  Gorm  Castle. 
Kahn  had  much  in  his  power  and  this  Tian  was  in 
earnest. 

•    "  ?-®  ^^^ /one  away,"  said  GrindUng.  at  last  steady- 
ing  himself.  ^ 

"  Gone  away,"  cried  Jacob  Romer,  his  face  now  as 
S^f  ^'  .vf  f"P^"«tendent's  ;  "  Why,  what  makes 
you  say  that  ?     More  jealousy  ?  " 

"Oh."  cried  Grindling,  tortured  in  his  conscience 
of  a  man  of  all  sms  save  those  of  i  s.  d.  ;  "  he  does 
not  owe  you  anything— the  purchase  money  ?  He 
has  paid  It  to  you— oh,  say  he  has  paid  it !  " 

Jacob  Romer  leaned  heavier  on  his  stick.  He  put 
his  feet  wider  apart  so  as  to  stand  firmer  on  the  earth. 
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his  head.  ^  *  **"P'<1'  toppling  feeling 

but  ^hit  is  nofhing!  "°l7  is'  ^'1  "°*  >"^*  P^'d  " 
matter.  It  takes  time  fnJZ  '^""^^  '''"^  diffici 
"  You  have  trultTd  him  .n"^f '  ^  ''■^'  't  ^"'n  ' ' 
groaned  GrindJing  '' Oh  vo?  ^°"8^'  ^r.  Romer 
nie.  As  an  office?boy  Ihe/^^J17  ^'  ^"^^'^  ^^ 
whatever  I  have  doneVnd  been  Tn  ^''"'  """^^'  ^" 
I  ever  defrauded  Incubus  &  "i^Ji  *=^"  ^^y  ^^j 
copper."  *ncut)us,  Romer  and  Co.  of  a  sing] 

master  of  millions  to  pu'I  him«u  .  "^l ""'  'or  tli, 
"  This  much  is  tr^f  ■'  I  ™"""i<'S'="'"  also. 

was  to  meet  me  f;,d  mvl*™'y'.""^Kahr 
yesterday  afternoon  i„  7,  'S? '  "';.  «'^«". 
make  over  to  as  the  J.„i,  ''"°*"  Bank  to 
founder's  shares.'^  P"""*''  '""'"'y  and   the 

them^t!th'?jrottri','  tl^'^-Jlmg.  "  he  has  sold 
Co.-oh.  the  villarthLl't,'"',*."!- '"'"•"«  »»d 

getting  at  the  facts  <^^oss-examining  advocate 

"  They  have  been  in  Mr   K-oKr,*    u 
years  !  "  "  ^'^^  ^^hn  s  hands  for  many 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Romer  !  "  cried  Cr^r^Av 

h.mse,f  inagony.     •■  And^r  wt"tt"fu  t^t  "i^rof 

"  one  thafwas'tr^ulht' loTheTTl'^' ••  "'  -<>. 
while  we  waited,  ft  exDk?n.?^«'"'X  *  "^^'^g" 
to  oome-as  it  seemeVtrrisTsaSft;;^^'.'' 
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He  found  the  crumpled  piece  of  paper,  smoothed  it 
out,  and  read  it  in  the  hearing  of  his  late  acting 
supermtendent--for  Phil  Calmont  had  discreetly 
betaken  himself  to  a  distance. 

n  w     !'  ^^®  Caravanserai."  Thursday  3.30  p.m. 
My  dear  Friend  and  Honoured  Patron  ('  humph,' 
said  Gnndlmg  who  always  addressed  his  lord  as 

^*^''•.  ..  ®,  "  seized  with  a  painful  sickness, 
a  palpitation  of  the  heart,  which  makes  it  impossible 
for  me  to  be  at  the  Bank  to-day  as  promised. 
I  am  well  accustomed  to  this  disabling,  but  happily 
quite  temporary  illness.  I  have  just  taken  the 
remedy.  Now  I  shall  go  to  bed.  and  twelve  hours- 
sleep  will  make  me  my  own  man  again.  I  shall 
be  at  the  Bank  with  all  money  and  papers  at  the  same 
hour  to-morrow.  Or  if  I  am  still  somewhat  suffer- 
ing would  It  be  too  much  to  ask  you  and  Mr.  Rivers 
to  drive  up  to  my  house.  I  expect,  however,  to  be 
all  nghi  long  before  that  time.  I  have  succeeded 
in  everything  you  have  committed  to  my  care,  far 
beyond  my  expectations  or  yours. 

Regretting  the  unavoidable  trouble  I  am  giving, 
"  I  am,  dear  and  Iionoured  sir, 

"  Very  faithfully,  your  obliged  servant, 

«« T    T      V  A-         «  "  James   Kahn. 

To  Jacob  Gorm  Romer.  Esq." 

"  Well,  sir."  said  Walter  Grindling.  grimly,  "  when 
that  letter  was  dated.  James  Kahn  was  a  good  two 
hours  on  his  way  with  the  booty.  Do  you  know  sir 
who  brought  the  letter  ?  "  '      ' 

Mr.  Romer  had  put  his  hand  to  his  head.      He 
seemed  to  be  suffering  there.     At  any  rate  he  was 
not  attending,  for  Grindling  had  to  repeat  the  ques 
tion  more  than  once. 

"  Casimir,  I  believe,"  he  said.     "  Yes,  I  think  I 
saw  Mr.  Casimir  at  the  Bank  !  " 

"  Well,  he  also  has  taken  his  hook.     He  followed 
his  master  !  " 
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dow  through  Billy's  spy-ifass"!'"'  ^'^'l'  ^''  ^»' 
his  head  and  muttering  *^  m"'  ^^  '^'^^  «*»"  ^oldir 
full  five  minutes  S  „^"  ?'  T\'  *°  ^^^^  ^^ 
hght  and  shade  of  the  bircL  ?k^  *?**  ^^^""in 
small  flittini?  figure      r..*  •    !  ?"  *^«  ^^opes  came 

he  ran-a  LTin%utttrand''lr^'^'^ 
than  such  usually  do      He  cnm»^,^^'"«'"°»"«hast 
Mr  Grindling  stood  and  Mr   P.'  '^°''  "P  *°  ^her. 
^  "Please,  sir."  he  began   ^.M^o  '^*  °"  ^^^  ^og 
head  to  look  at  him -'  ;i     *^'--  Romer  raised  hi. 

boy~yourGregsoni^i;,ie5\\TJ/^  ^'"^  ""'^S^on-l 

as  easy  as  anything.     There  wa'u°°^^^ 

except  just  this.     I  think  Mr  ^?k  \^^nhmg  in  it. 

,.  He  handed  the  old  man  '"  s^ri      *.°°^  *^^  ''''  •'  " 
hke  a  cheque.  ^  ^*"i^  ^^  Paper  shaped 

theX\{^^'/^jtoT&  °^T  ^^^^  K-er. 
or  Romer.  his  wife    ^     °"'^'  ^"^  ^^^^h^e  French 

.ripjfdt  r  fiiTgrVhiii^  Sd^'-  *^^  p^p-  «tm 

whatcorone..j„.estlll^/-h:^^^^^^^^^ 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV 


A  father's  homecoming 

Phil  came  running  at  once.  He  thought  it  was  a  mere 
faint,  the  result  of  some  bad  news,  but  the  heavy 
hfeless  drop  of  the  limbs  of  the  left  side,  the  open' 
stanng  eyes,  the  slight  drawing  of  the  muscles  of  the 
face  soon  convinced  him  of  something  more  serious. 
•     •      /  they  thought  of  the  carriage,  and  Gregson 

ITI'^'a  It  ?  ^""'"^  ^^''^"S  '^^"  it.  though  he  had 
passed  that  very  way)  ran  to  make  sure,  but  the 
coachman,  obeying  instructions,  had  gone  home. 
If  Mr.  Romer  did  not  return  before  a  certain  time 
It  was  understood  that  the  carriage  should  proceed 
,-n°?,f'  ""^.r"^  ^^^^,^°  ^^^^  ^^  "P  ^t  a  certain  hour 

irnJi%  r°°"u  ^"  ^°"^^^  6^^^  his  servants  no 
scope  for  thought. 

ri.'t  r'"'U^i"!^  '^  2^^y  2'^^'^'  ^"^  ^  ^"  take  the 
♦him  jit\  .  ^^^"  ^'^  ""^^^  i"  dealing  with 
LoTk  i^^^e'-t^nately.  on  this  occasion,  the  coach- 
man  had  taken  him  at  his  word. 

There  remained  Grindling's  chestnut  mare,  but  a 
second  glance  at  the  sick  man  told  them  both  that 
tnis  was  as  impossible  as  the  other 

hA^^T^^^  ?"'^..*^  ^^^'  ^^  ^"d  Vida  had  a  code 
book  of  signals—"  Commercial  and  Universal  "— 
m  the  use  of  which,  either  of  her  interim  fathers  down 
beow  were  proud    and    anxious  to    initiate    her. 

11^  s  buntmg  message,  which,  of  course,  was  also 
seen  from  the  lantern  platform  of  the  new  lighthouse- 
Billy  and  Dick  keeping  at  all  times  a  bright  look-out. 
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and  Hmmentfshelou^M'^  ''"  "'^^  "^^*  ^^  bandages 

thought    orLurseo'^r'^'"^  and  procure.      She 

She  knew  what  tl!:  SL     /T^'"*  ^"  *^^  <=o»iery. 

crushing  uncertai^tyfeTt  ll^'^"''j  1°^  *^«^^'  t^e 

Little  haste  couW'h^^^'  '^^  "^^^"  ^^^^e. 

Junior  (who  Ld  neter  nTounted^  '^""^^    ^^^^^^" 

proposed  to  ride  for  the  doctor    Vh^'''^  ^^"^""^ 

good,  but  not  the  person      Ph  ^"f g^^^^on  was 

Grindling  •    he  stood  i.      .  , '^  ''^'""^^  *°  Walter 

as  if  he^dt'^hiS  r";itb  ;"foVjhe"*h  ^^^'^ 
news  had  brought  ^^^^P^nsiDie  for  the  harm  his 

gormack  ;  any  one  will  Jh^.  ^o^na.  that  by  Inch- 
got.  Tell  hi.^  to  com  to  the  ITtttr/"'  '^  ^^ 
there,  at   Roueh   Tci  "!i  r  *^^^  ^°^  ^^low 

house."  ^     ^'^''"'^  ^°^^  "ear  the  new  light- 

"  But '  "    h  n 

was  going  to  sugg«fo",hfr7lf"s  LrPhn'"'"'^-  "^ 
command.  ^       '  ""'  ^'"'  "as  now  in 

is  IlTa^ial  paraT/sis'inra^  l"*"'^  =»  '^  "  " 
and  the  sooner  he  i  ta  Ted  the  L»  ""  ^'*'i'  °"*' 
ter  wiU  take  care  of  him."  *"""•    ""^  ^augh- 

•  *  •  •  .  '         , 

form"ed^'Tl,n"",!  f ""'  """  P'o^ssion  was  speedilv 

hand  Which  g^ppe^d  .hXtr^erhtTa^/aJ^ 
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<;h.  o  1,  A     ^""^ .  ^''^^-     Vida  said  not   a  word 
She  asked  no  questions.     Phil,  as  he  replaced  it  told 
her  ma  low  voice  all  that  he  knew.      ^  ' 

all  t^eYhinTs  ou"  ^'^  '  "  ^'^  '''^'  ^^"^P^^'  "  '  *-»^ 
and"that°?;tTK  '  k"«^*hat  the  room  was  her  own. 
been  rP«H  p  ^u^"  '^^^^  ^'  ^°°"  ^^  ^^^  signal  had 
Wn  A  ^°'.^''  P^^'"^^*  P>tn^an  it  would  have 

been  the  same  as  for  Mr.  Jacob  Romer  of  Gorm  Castle 
and  her  own  proper  father  ""nv^asue, 

tra^ctYv  whl^h  ^^"'  T''^'^  '*"^^"y  '^^^  the  very 
track  by  which  on  a  former  occasion,  Vida  had  gone 

up  to  advise  with  Phil  as  to  the  domestic  affectfons 
'•^to7m"T^^^^^^^  ^'^T^  thepitandgrolTn, 

hii  I  af;:rpriiXr"^^^^^^^^^^ 

thf  «fif  ""^  ®- "y  "^^'^  ^*  *^^  ^°°t  «^  the  hill  to  receive 
the  slow-moving  party,  the  four  bearers  in  front  the 
four  pitmen  of  the  reserve  a  little  behind   march  W 

t  nanc'e.*"'  '"^  *T  ''  ''  ''  ^  funeral.  tCcoun^ 
tenances    composed    and    serious.      Behind    were 

~"%?^\^T"^'  ^*  *^^^  P-"t  the  way  wi: 
narrow.  They  had  come  by  the  old  footpath  into 
Portogarten  Cove,  in  order  to  save  time. 

At  the  sight  of  Mr.  Romer  thus  borne  inanimate 
into  their  very  haven  of  shelter.  Dick  and  Billy  looked 
at  one  another     They  would  rather  it  had  b^een  any 

to  succour.'"      "  ""'"'^  '^"*  '^'y  ^'''  <^^"^d  "P"n 
They  were  at  the  door  of  the  cottage  now  on  the 
httle  white  plot  of  picked  stones,  the  dSght  of  BiUv's 
heart   the  solace  of  his  idle  afternoons.  ^ 

mured  ^' '  .lil'™  '"'  ''^  '^^"  ^^^^  her  ?  "  Billy  mur- 
mured  .  certain  sure  we  shall  lose  her.  He  will 
take  her  back  with  him  to  Gorm  Castle.  I  wish  he 
had  broken  his  neck." 

wh?i!**r  ^^^y  '*°°^  '■^"S^^^  about  the  stretcher 
while  the  men  were  preparing  to  lay  their  burden 
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MTRompr?"^'"  to  straighten   their  weary  bac 
whon  '•     Th.rt""  ^'"  ^°^'  ^  Bi"y  said.  "  mth 


"  Hemiplegia,  affecting  the  left  side  nnf  o 

These   were   Dr.    Calmont's   ordinances    r.r.;^7 
dehvered.     He  was  an  o««,„  T-  "*"*"»"ces,    rapidly 

young^lady  down  stai.  win  looLftrhfri'mat 

Ah.  indeed,"  said  the  Doctor    accu^fnmo^  * 
family  mysteries      Thpn  o  ♦!,  "^^"*'    accustomed  to 

hin,,  LdL  S  luT'/onU'irrL^-te- -'^''' 


^j-iigf^ 


^:^-^^ 
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daughter  or  nTl  mean  r '        "''"  "^  "■■•  «°"'"'» 

f.:fa?"c:it£;  ^fthfyL^S'  .f"  ">:•  "■' 

exce  lent  chance  nf  w  t  -  '"*"°'  ^^ere    s  an 

yourself  with  a  care^r^Vh^  f  '  ^°^  '""'^  Provided 
is  not  my  businei  tf  v^'S^fV"''  «""'»^'"ce.  It 
Good-day,  Philip  ?••  ^      '*°  **"  '*""«  »"*  »  wife  I 

A'^d?™  in  thf^an  :rr"""-"»y  -0 

Covet^  But  at  least  thTn'tln^ ''°'"" '"  Portogarten 
which  in  itself  is  to  tCveD?7'r""/*°™' 
faithfully,  but  not  more  soTh,n  v  ^^"'P"*-  "sited 
to  whi/  flags  fficC?lU"ed"aird.l'';"™ 
:rS^r''"''^*--*''«-an1t&^^^^^^ 

to  Bmy'^tSrwatche'lt'  ;f^«-<l  ^ck  Finnan 
I.0US  Jtheir  pL:?e*t;operty    "'  '"'"'''''^  "«"*- 

know     Kck"'"he''ali'ded"'  'TP"'?   y°"   "°""t 
ne    added    apologetically,     "but 


between    sweethearts   thifn  ^P-^"*^^^"-^'     "but 
eaves-droppingT-'  ^^'^  *'  something  Uke 

"  Well,  I  never  did.  what  npvf  >     r«   .x  t 
a  string  of  bunting  ^nnfn'g":?  t'hat^i;*  '■  ?^?^'' 

^^^..well-hoWs  yourseff  ?  P  ornoSing^^Tkl 


began  to  grow  up  and  the  I  J*'  °"'5'  "''™  °"  Vida 
ever  hearf  a  wr Sf^r  tlTy^I -^^^^ 

°-T--  '""  »&P^ut?oiThafn'a^^ 
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CHAPTER  XXXV 

THE   CONVERSION   CF   GRINDLING 


served  him  long  ! 

oX^sef -T?-  "'"  '"'^  *«  thrown^i„to'°he  dlep 
■•  McKiU,"  said  Grindling,  "  there  are  times  wlien 
|fjou  were  of  my  age,  I  could  gladly  pu„ch7o„"; 

J  M.;;  said   McKill.  "  there  speaks  the  man  of 

"  Wrath,"  cried   Walter  Grindlinfx    "  ,q„„'* 
start  any  of  mine,  or  all  the  f^ftSg  in  the  w^riS 
^nt^keepyou  out  of  hospital  when^°m*t'h;::g? 

"  1  meant  no  offence,    Grindling,"  said   McKill 
Wtmg  up  han<b  of  shocked  innocence  "  butyoucan^ 
deny  that  m  the  days  when  his  horn  wi  exalted 
Jacob  Romer  over-rode  us  unmercifully-lwaoh 
and   lus   chanots-yea.  Pharaoh   and  L   m^gh?? 

O^^X^  "^ntU°ew^'-;;^,  ^. 

u^ted-crprnyr-^"''  °'  "^  ^  -  ™<^"  -y 
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horse  countenance.         ^  ^^^^  J°y  on  his  lo 

GrindlL''g\';rsU^^^^^^  he  could 

he  has  speculated  wth      Ae  ./.h       ?"^^"'*  ^^1 

n  ?h      ^  '^"'*  *^i"k  o'-  an  i'setT  1"^  ""  ^  ^^ 

in  the  world-the  purchase  mnrT      •   ™^''  ^^^  ^a^ 

receipted  for  by  the  Dron!;"'*'"^^  '"  ^^  Paid  ar 

vendor's  shares  We  sSle  TnT""^"^"  ''     ^I 

They  were  sold  there  by  he  person  in'  ^^'^  "^^^^^ 

-Kahn      But  where  is  Kahn  ?     Wh  '^^'^ J  °^  ^^^^ 

The  pohce  can't  find  them      tJ^^^''^  ''  ^^^^n^ir 

finding  the  automobiles      v;«  ,     n^^  "^^^  ^nd  b 

not  so  much  as  a  farthfng  .^''  '     ^"*  *^^  '"oneyJ 

-Jj'i^n/P^^^^  Cried  McKill 

nev/rt'rwTsm'iVs^t.^^^^^^^^  "1 

basketsfuU  might    n^t  be  X^^i"^'^  care  some 
IS  a  big  one  and  no  m^taL^^*^'^^^^^  But  this 

'^Ah''''"'?^"^^"*^  for  years  m'"^"  ^"^  *^^  ^^^^e 
Ah,    said  McJfiii  "  4.U  i        . 

«ttle  '  ConfidentiS/ '  so''ol?t^  'p'  "^*  *-^  t^e 
^'Slhei^'n.^^^  -s  /is  tira^.et^y^£? 

W  rti:^^^^^^^^^^^  %  on  his  daughter's 

tVT^htS-^^S^^^^^^ 

Hugh  Calmont  approved  If "?  ^vf"^^'     ^^en  D " 
of  he  whiteness  sh^aSd  soft  of  th"'*^"'  "^^""^r 
of  the  soft  sough  of  the  sea  «. w '      ^^  ""P^"  window 
;A«sA"  upon  its  pebbles  ousT^  '^^.^^^^^^  "  ^«^^/' 
the  June  momin|;   above  S„Vf^^  the  freshness  of 
bed.  dressed  in  close-fitHnl         V^^  ^'^^  beside  the 
white  apron,  who  stood  fiff^  "1"^  ^^^^^'  -"da 
structions.     Yes,  Dr    Hu^h  ?!,  ^""^  *^°^    ^s    in- 
these.  ""&h  Calmont  approved  all 

"  How  do  you  keep  evervthina  c 

y  cverytning  so  quiet  ?  "  he 


^5^fc;?n»p^. 
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demanded,  suddenly  turning  upon  the  nurse.  "  mv 
own  place  is  like  a  rookery  !  " 
^    "Besides   Mr.    Romer,"   she   answered   smiling 
there  are  only  my  two  foster-fathers.  BiUy  and 

wv    V 1"^"-     ^^^  *^^y  ^re  "mostly  down  yonder 
at  the  lighthouse.     Also  up  on  the  cliff  there  is  Phil  " 

,,       ,^^    f^^^  P""-  Calmont,  grimly  for  him.  "  up  on 
the  chff  there  is  Phil.     You  mean  my  son  ?     WeU 
what  have  you  to  say  to  me  about  your  prosects— ' 
you  two  young  people  ?  " 

"  But  for  me."  said  Vida,  frankly.  "  Phil  would 
have  been  part  of  the  '  Rookery.'  " 

The  Doctor  winced  a  little. 

"  Not  quite  that,"  he  said,  in  a  more  serious  tone 
than  he  had  yet  used.  "  PhU  was  idle,  but  alwavs 
quiet  !  "  ^ 

''Well,  sir  "  said  Vida.  "  if  I  marry  Phil  I  will  see  to 

It  that  neither  of  us  asks  anything  from  anybody  '  " 

"  Not  even  from  me  ?  "  said  the  Doctor,    "  now 

I  can  at  least  give  you  some  good  advice  'without 

charging  for  it,  and  I  will  begin  now." 

They  had  passed  out  together  and  now  stood 
the  long  rocky  peninsula  of  Rough  Island  glister- 
ing before  them  in  the  white  sun,  and  the  chffs 
nsing  high  up  about  the  cove.  There  was  a  pleasant 
wash  of  cool  water  all  about,  the  lisping  splash  of 
long  sea-weed  m  the  pools,  Uke  clothes  lifted  and 
let  drop  in  a  washing  tub,  only  cool  and  salt  and 
June-hke;  above  all,  the  tall  lighthouse  tower 
andtwn  httle  dots  moving  about  upon  its  platform' 
Dr.  Hugh  smiled,  and  then  he  sighed. 

"  It  is  the  ideal  Ufe,"  he  said,  "  I  envy  Phil  But 
do  you  know  that  in  taking  Mr.  Romer  like  this 
you  are  as  hkely  as  not  to  get  him  to  keep  ?  It 
seems  that  nothing  can  be  recovered  of  the  estate 
and  for  my  part  of  the  business,  I  forsee  that  he  may 
be  somewhat  better,  even  perhaps  be  able  to  walk 
about  a  little.  But  he  wiU  be  a  charge  to  someone 
aU  his  days  !  In  the  days  of  his  riches  he  denied 
all  about  you.  why  then  should  vou  ?  " 


i!^ 


328 


VIDA 


t»/  co«f5tf  pj,y  ..."  *^n"  thinks  as  you  do  P  •■ 
indignantly     "  h"    ,     ^^  as  I  do  !  "   saiVi  f k      • 
"Oh.    Sacred    f  ^^^y^  ^^^s  I  "        '^'^  *^e  §irl 

Doctor,  and  s7umU°SrunsV  ".  ^'""^'"-eci    the 
hastUy  out  to  th?  fl      f  °"'  *«  eone   VM=. 

Which  asks  ,^  f;^«^**«-"^flew^s:•  st'LTi* 

chafed  betwl'n"    """  ^""J'irA  reS  *,L  ,"  And 
■»eV^aip"o°ol't*  "'"  -y^"    pfal°  '"4*'°">- 

cTf:;us?-*   -^^    -a„tad'4e"/    T„,t  '^''^ 
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'•  Nonsense,  man."   said  the  wiser  Dick     "  It  dnp« 
not  need  a  course  of  Molly  Molloy  to  tell  me   hat  1 

f^nt'o^fM,""""*^^  "^'  '^'  ^°»^Jd  h^ve  run  down  to  he 
foot  of  the  garden  and  shouted.      Besides-the  fla^ 

«h«  lhe\Jr'f;r^^'}?'''      Now  which  of  us  doe! 

she  want  ?  I  have  the  more  knowledge-you  have 
the  more  conceit !  No.  depend  upon  it  the  little 
girl^o_nly  feels  lonely  and  Sants  a^alk '  ^Ifth    her 

of  yo^'uSeu'Dic^Ffn'n^^^  ^'"y*  "  ^'t  y°"  "«*  ^«^-"^«d 
anS  of'the  Kir"?  • "'  "'"^  '"''  words-and  you 
Dick  Finnan  laughed  with  the  unceasing  chuck 
^fLTy!^  ?/"  unhumorous  man  who  Xr  years 
•  "r  n^^i?'*  "P?.n  a  good  thing  at  last.  ^      ' 

.  ^  Z-  S^ya'^'  he  said,  taking  his  "  ancient  " 
confidentially  aside,  "you  are  youne  and  hpIh 
expenence.  You  trust  an  old  fellow  wlioSas  kept 
his  eyes  open,  even  if  he  never  had  a  girl  that  sent 
him  to  the  right-about  for  a  ship's  cobbler  Watch 
the  opening  of  the  woods  yondfe^for  a  short  quarter 
of  an  hour-that  place  where  the  grass  is  weariiS 
thin-you   pick   it   up-like   the   track     o  T  fieM 

ouf  o^Vh  "^"^  "  y°"  ^°"'*  '''  ™  Calmont  comfng 
out  of  those  pmes  at  a  harvester's  trot  call  mf 
Dutchman,  and  I  promise  to  submit  to  Molly  Mollov 
oUn'eVef.^'  ™^  "°^^^^  "^^  -*^-*  thS!n^ 

intSerof'"tt^I^'f  -^^   ^^   ^"^y   ^th   ^«n^e 
thelSfkfnf  i         '■evolving  apparatus,  but  never- 
theless kept  an  eye  on  the  prescribed  spot.    Presentlv 
in  quicker  time  than  Dick  had  foreseen    Phil  rlT' 

^Zief''''f:.T\''r'  ^"  triL  knitted 

jumper      and  flannel  trousers  of  his    workadav 
life,  was  seen  loping  easily  down  the  steep  Track      ^ 

'' whl^X^^eryou'^j^?:'''  '^'  ^^^^'  ^--P^-tly. 
Billy  Bryan  growled  something  unintelligible 
If  you  want  to  do  anything  in  the  oilntW  w^v 
-If  you  still  hold  the  opinion^  that  it  was  yfuThe 
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yea„  reomt''yo'2%'iuCrb?-  ';  "»'  '"  »""« 
hand  on  that  clockwork  »„?       °"  *°  ««  anothei 

Dick  FMnan.  yo„:S'L:?eV-""^"°"'  °""-'  «"»» 

same,  and  whate/er'  ye  think  i,iu  ^"*  '^  '"e 
truth  about  Molly !  fve  Swav,  k  '*«"«>'»  own 
away  I  "  J       •  ve  always  been  sorry  I  ran 

TirhTt!^"  '•  *'•'*  *■'**  '■ack."  said  Dick     "ju  a 
.        '^us°  tr ;^ea«^  ,:- ";  "t  "f-tLs  ,  ?.  """■  - 

same  time  VidrhavinTm1dei!.''r:'''  JJ^^  »'"»"  «he 
was  not  likely  o  rrq„?r?anvth^V''t'  ''"Pa««t 
ran  out  to  the  shade  oHhe,^'^j,"K  '"  half-an-hour, 
gable-end  where  she  was  w™l  f    ""*"  *'«  at  the 

m  saluted  with  hrha7d"U°i3lT  '" '°""- 

Come  aboard.  Cantain  f ..  t,       .y  •. 

of  the  only  pilot'  Kad    ver  see^i"'  ?  ^^^'"^nner 

who  ran  the  Incubus  coaJ  vessels  ov,7/ru^'^"^«' 

Kirktown  Waterfoot  dowii  bt  rL^    f        ^^"^  °^  *^« 

Phil."  said  Vida  ''  T^.  ^  Coatestown. 
At  this  he  smifed  up'in  L77e^nl?i^  Immediately  I  " 
senous.  ^         ^'  ^^^^g  that  it  was  nothing 

W^eV  •^'Y^h^V^Je^AeT«SV  «''  •  ">"  -."  he 
he  said,  ■  there's  a  flag  flvin^fA  Tt''  ?^'"5' -"art,' 
-this  side  up,  withXre'^.  "  • "  ' '"'''  ""^^  "  »rgent 

he?""cri':^d  1^  ^^r^:^^  -de,     How  dared 

education  among  the  lowSses*   '"^  ""«'''=   "' 

aMo,     drawled  Phil    "  h„+  i,^ 
a  man  who  loves  one  wnm.      -    ^^uessed.     You  see 

^vho  loves  anotL'^oran'bne'S,?  "'^  ^  "^^ 

"•     ^^^  knows  an  awful 
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lot  about  the  other.  Now  Silas  Milton  has  not  been 
married  a  year,  and  when  his  wife  hangs  one  of  his 
bunday  shirts  out  of  a  bedroom  window  at  the  Row 
Silas  drops  his  shovel  and  leaves.  So  that  is  how 
he  knew  to  pass  me  the  word." 
,,.''  ^  .*^»"}^  it  was  a  great  liberty  of  him  !  "  said 
Vida,  in  whose  mind  the  Sunday  shirt  rankled 

"Well.  I  don't  know."  said  Phil,  laying  his'hand 
gently  on  the  girl's  shoulder-his  favourite  caress. 

I  wouldn  t  be  too  hard  on  Silas.  If  it  hadn't  been 
for  him— I  would  have  been  off  down  the  shaft  you 
see.  But  what  is  it-the  pilot  is  at  your  service. 
Captain  ?  ' 

"  Your  father  has  been  here  !  "  said  Vida.  opening 
the  subject.  * 

thin^?'"'   '■®*"''"^^  ^^i^'   thoughtfully.   "  said  any- 

"Lots  of  things,"  continued  Vida  "means  it 
kindly,  but " 

"Annoyed  you  somewhat  ?  "  queried  Phil,  moving 
his  hand  up  over  the  rippling  curls,  "brought  out 
that  wrinkle  again,  did  he  ?  I  thought  I  had  done 
for  him  ! 

And  he  smoothed  her  brow  tenderly,  with  a  hand 
that  never  made  a  mistake,  a  hand  which  felt  the 
responsive  sway  of  feeling,  pleasure  or  displeasure 
under  the  smooth  touch  as  surely  as  the  magnet 
turns  the  hidden  needle. 

"  Phil."  she  went  on.  "  are  we  to  be  poor  '  For 
myself  I  don't  mind— please  remember  that  !  But 
your  father  said  that  he  had  better  tell  me " 

"  I  wish  my  father  would  mind  his  own  busi " 

began  Phil,  angrily. 

"  No."  said  Vida.  "  you  must  not  sav  that  »  He 
meant  well " 

"  Worst  kind  !  "  grunted  Phil,  with  his  father's 
exact  manner.     Vida  stamped  her  foot,  with  hers 

t  xu  ,1^  ^"'"  ^^*^^'"'  ^"^  he  only  said  that  my 
father,  Mr.  Romer,  might  never  get  better,  and  that 
as  things  looked  now,  he  had  lost  all  his  money 
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I 


"  m  f.  ^^^*  d»d  you  sav  ?  ••  PKi  ^ 

husband--as  you  woul?  C^hai  !?^  ^^^'^^  "»3 
,^  ^y  /!«/«  girl  I"  ^  "  ^*°  *»"n  here  I  " 

««o«arr„I'     ^''  "-««««  you,"    shehCd 

"■■•  v^'u  r  SLri?Si--r.  *°'"' '-  ^^ 

»  my  father';  T„d    •  ^  ^/'■' '"^  me-b,  -^use  h. 
?«  going  to  have  me-    Buf^  ■'"y""'  because  you 

carelessly.     ^    ""J"    "=«    «and    it,"    said    Phil 

o  Wl  the  tnith.  I  t£tak"C  ftnt^^J^-s'-''^ 
tun,  him  out-you  and  I  >  "     "'  '*•     ^^  »«  can't 

said  Phirdrrwinrthe'^?,'K*''^^  <^°  ''e^  "ke  that  " 

wheels  mad.  Steady  ^iZf^'^^  "''"'  «>«  pit- 
o«  the  sea  the  smoke^Tom  thl  bricl/\'^'  "'"<'  '«"> 
ol  Portogarten  Mine  ciirv«Jr  j     ^^  chimney  stacks 

''-„tthespace-hut"the!:-J'-X''/-,We 


my 
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sufficient  at  least  to  pay  any  hospital  charges,  and  to 
keep  your  father  in  comfort  all  his  days  !  ' ' 

ha'veT'  stluetr'    '''"'    ^^^^^    "^^^   ^- 
;;  Sold  most  of  them  !  "  said  Phil,  sharply. 

a  .nJ!?  *  'u'  ^  ^^*  '^^'^"^  ^*  »^>"»  quickly,  with 
a  spark  m  her  eye  which  might  be  anger.  He  had 
made  her  a  present  or  two.  concerning  the  prove- 

flW  /r  "•  r*^.*^*"«'  *'  **^^y  were-she  would 
betfer  ^hi"  ^'"JT  J['  °"«^*  *°  ^^^«  ^nown 
indeed !  '^'^  *""  '°  *°  *^°-     P^-^sents, 

"  Yes  I  sold  them."  he  said,  calmly,  "  and  do  vou 
know  why-to  pay  the  men's  wages  till  we  got  the 
corner  turned      Billy  needed  all  his  money  for  the 

Kr' w  ^°^  '^^,  .^°"^^^  ''  ^""'^d.  Ld  well 
^2^i.    Y^  "!  I"^^'"«  '"^"^y  each   week,   and 
♦Ti  n  i  ^^"^^^^  ^°''  ^^'^  ^^a««  °^  coal  for  ships  on 
M  y^°®~P®'"^aps  even  from  the  Navy " 

Ko«.  u  °  ^°"^^*  y°"^  ^^^^^^'   Phil  ?     They  must 
have  known  you  were  in  need  ?     They  would  give 

••  /'>"'•£*'>«'•  bought  them-Mr.  Romer,"  he  said. 
l>e  gave»me  ten  thousand  pounds,  and  I  have  sunk 

yo^coS?  °""  "•  "■'  "'"«"  "P  "■'"  '     Now  a"  e 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI 

THE   TRACKING   OF   KAHV 

While  Jacob  Romer  was  h.- 

»n  the  cove  of  Porto^art^n  V,^J'*"^  ^^^te  house 
connection  with  the  pS  l^.      k *f  ^""^ling.  fn 
*^^/J    of   the    fugitives      hJ^"'^^  ^^'"^^^f  on  the 
Calmont  and  Inspector  H^nH   ''''^    ^*^    ^^^m    Phil 
force-the  latter  rceleh-r-?^'^""  ""^  *^^  detective 
^^tty  and  wise.     The  poit!^'"^"  ^"  ^s  ;vay  both 
been  organising  the  ser°fc%^h"e^''""'^^^^^  ^^^ 
iatter  discovered  the  flight  of Tn^      t°V''  ^^^^  the 

The   curious  circumstan.^  /u '"^^  ^^hn. 
weeks  Mr.  Romer  haJln     ^  *^.^*  ^"^ing  the  last 
and  had  there  "onfet'd^  Ph^fcll^  *«  '^^  -VpU* 
the  Inspector  to  have  aiTnnH     l?^"**'"*'  seemed  to 
<^ase     He  must  therlfoJe  see  P^f  *"1^^"""^  ^n  the 
spoken  with  that  young  man  k^  °"^^  ^^^"^ 

his  straightforwardnes^s^nd  nJu  '°  ^"^P^essed  wi?h 
that  of  his  own  accord  he  ^^"^S"-''  "^  Judgment, 
of  the  search-nartv    "'"=. invited  him  to  makp  r.«J 

on  the  trackXaL  b^?",!"""  ?'  «''«  '« «  C 
been  reported.         ^'  *""  """""K  of  importance  had 

&?'''"-'y  tw^^^^^^  «"?»  Of  the 

Kahn  had  not  made  for  the  f^ff,  '^.^  ^"uth.  James 
would  one  have  expected  L'  ?''**•  Nor  indeed 
a  man  of  his  intelKS!"  '°  '™P''  "  ^'^^'egy  C 

officejs  Vf'  jSt":/"To'»''  *''?y  "e  also  fuU  of 
""  O-'S"  of  Kahn'°selt"ct"'"'^«;''.f^S 
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dential ''  had  had  the  command  of  the  "  Incubus  " 
coaJ  and-ore  fleet      He  could  call  it  together  like  an 

".  '^^"as.     ims  had  been  a  pnvilece  which  th^  *!«« 
i.I^'^  ,    V^  *"■"•    Captains  asked  for  carlo   for 

Ir^L^A^'       "*  '.'""  "»*  nothing  for  it    save 
KahT     ^""  *°  *''  «"""*'  "^''K"-  M--   Jame^ 

„f  K!i"?"''^^''^''.''°"°»'^'J  an  automobile  from  one 

aay  of  sun  had  foUowed  ".e  evening  of  soft  "  erow- 
ing     rain  when  James  K.  .n  had  started         ^ 
As  soon  as  they  were  off-that  is,  Grindline  PhU 

some'JSir h-^re-d-'t  JotneTrol"-  wh^Ji* 

g^je  iXra?.  oi'^th«e«!s;i-rKsr 

the  automobUe.     That  would  have  attracted  to^ 

."haf^kwrt"-.  "'  "''^  t  "-y^"  »ong"he'pMh 
mat  Skirts  the  town,  over  bv  One  Trp*.  v^^r^        j 

then  lea^g  it  among  some  underbrmh  (wheT^  tht 
XroTthe'T^*" '^  "^"^  ^•""P)  *"  «=^ked  «P?o  the 
b«k    where  fn,;idT'"^  *^  """  Sround^t  the 

wit^«:i;;'de3ints's/a';^oTai.i:^i^^^ 

what  did  he  do  that  /or  P_Whv  A,h  kI^  1  •  V  • 
K^hn  on  the  road  P     H^h^d  hT^^yct' r^dylo' h^ 

out  as  soon  as  his  back  was  turned."  ^^^^ared 
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'^r^P^'^^^'^^^y^'Z'-  and  got  afte: 
Po hce    officer   striking   m1^'  •      ^<?asoning  of  th< 
GnndJing  shook  hHear  Hi".'*'  / n^^'"^^'     «" 
"V"^!^-  intelligence  acted 

^/  XI.     J^'     ^®  said  at  lasf    "  t  - 
of  the  force  ought  to  know  bel    T'^y°"  ^^^ows 
have  seen  them  together  davh.  ?"*  ^^'^  '"e.  who 
Kahn  and  Casimir  were  ni.?^  ^  ^^^^^  these  two 

f  e«  log  laid  on  the  fire  hS  f  5  '".^PP^  '*«  » 
abour  V*  """^  wondered  Xat  thfv'"'""«:    O"' 

-?  fyprzrv*r?tt,dTh  "■"  °- »'  «>»  -ost 

«"  ;>«•«.  which  means  "It  !^  P*'?,y  haK-an-hour 
chauffeur  understood  hi?      «  the  sufe"    But  the 

long  unduIatTngwS  1    1  "*'''  Grindling,  as  the 
before  them  indlfi^^fely  """"^  "»"  """ufdltS? 

i  o  Dalmellington  » '•  «a,M  ♦!.   r 
s^n^^^^  °"^  '"an   Fox  w\%^r';^^^     "  That 
shall  have  other  news  thptt^    i^^^^  °^  them.     We 
stand,  either.     To  thHomh  th/"*  ^  ^'^"'t  ^nd^r! 
Galloway  country,  no  bT.  to«Lf '  ''  ""^^^  *^«  broken 

railroad  c«ttingT;osswayslT?e'  W '"^^^  ^^^^^^  of 
;n  one  direction  and  in  th.  «*i,  "''^"^^^  to  Ireland 
journey  to  London  by  the  fal.7/".  ''«^*  ^o""' 
quite  incomprehensible!  ••  *  *'^*"-     No.  it  is 


ifT^n: 
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When  I  was  in  the  Office 
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certain 


th 
had 


interrupted  Ph 
oiten  little  steamers  anH  I^I"'  "  ^"^"^us  &  Cw.  n 

between  PorTlZtTZ'c:L''T'l^^  ^^-^ 
besides  Balcary    PaJnarki.    !  ^-^^^erland  coast- 

Nith.     Sometimes Tven  tu;.     "^  *^'  '"^"^h  «f  the 

ready  for  the  big  coSs-^o^^tur/h   ''"'  '^''^  *«  ^e 
The  Inspecto?  glanced  *:h*"^*^^"^  «"t,  I  mean." 

brought  do^wn  histX^^Tn^l^  tSh  ^"^  ^'^" 

'•Mr^  Ot^inryrdl-ri^  '^^^'^^  said, 
incuhus  boats  Ue-atthL^^^S^^^^^^^ 

Gnndling  shook   his   head      u 
department.  ^^-     "   ^^s   not   in   his 

Iastmon';ht:in''cfMr'phntl!^''TT'^^^  ^^  ^^ese 

that  in  such 'thing:  tMi  St "/'  '  T^  ^^^ 
his  partner  Casimir."  ^^^"'  together  with 

The  officer  looKed  across  at  Phil 

„  1  suppose  you  could  offer  no  guess  ?  "  h.  -^ 
I  am  afra  d  not  "  said  Phii  "  f  , ,  "^  ^aid. 
almost  certainlyla  carlo  h.;  '*  T"^^  ^^  ^  tug- 
Since  the  firm  got  theXcerJ^"^^  ""'  *««  ^^^^• 
you  see.  they  neVkLXhere  th"^  S^Tl  '°"*^^^*' 
want  to  coal.  So  Mr  i^Ik  u  f  *"^  ^^^^  ^^ct  would 
with  powerful  engines  to t  ^  ^ V  u^^°^^  «^^t  of  tugs 

rendezvous.     Doubtless   he   o'rd*  '^^  ^'^  ^"^^^  *°  the 
these."  "UDuess   he   ordered  round   one   of 

fpiL::i7/t^::,  ^!^^^^omcer.  -that 
A  tug  would  get  hirn  awalTo  h  P"'  "'  "**^"  ^^^^P^- 
Ws.  'stuff.'  Iwhing^ltte    !n^^^^^^ 

engines  it  would  be.  likel  racing  car?  ??'u'^  T*^ 
get  some  more  information  o^^nf     ,  Well,  we  shall 

•' oVcX^*^LTnd  pts?  ^°  V^^^y  ^*  ^-• 

knew  to  the  polke  statfon  th'^°"^^''"^  ^"  *^^t  they 
for  us."         ^      ^  ^*^*'°"  ^^^'■e-     It  will  be  waiting 


a 


-r-^Mb^  '■■', 
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the  long  street'  of  ti^em^\^ltL'2o7Vl 

thS^X  ,'"''  'J*^'  """'"8  here  is  onty  a  blind  m 
them.    They  wiU  ^retflny.'X^.g^^s'  fou^d  ''Vherl 

think  tff  sCuTg^t:  'XtTj;„1't^''"-  •■  J-h"'  ' 

proves^nothing,  L  the  D^AlS^^-o^Srirg'^^'S 

Half 'you  gof at  id'ea%  '^ '^th  ;;"^^':i  '"''*  ,' 

corderg^'^L''^-^  """  ^-''•'  ^'  '-t  -^' 
orast™/or„rdt'^'"'"'  ^°""«  "^^  """  «»  ""' 
This  was  indeed  "  praise  from  Sir  Hubert  Stanlev  " 
Phil   -rfVh  ^^ri  li'y  '"™^  back  at  ^r  sSd 

tp'big  Me'r'^%e^Nrrh;rve''°grr  "tJ^ 

Spilth 

car  launched  itself  downwards  towards  the  Ken. 


i..^ I?,' V.jiC3 


■4 


ii&.. 
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to  turn  back      But  at  f  hi?         ^  ^''^^  **^^  ^^^^er 

out  something  wSchcit'nwT"'  ?^"  P°^"*^<^ 
turf  of  the  moor-side  "^  '"'"'"'  *°*°  *^«  so" 

"  There  they  are."  he  criprf  "  ««^ 
badly  driven  ••  ^'^  cned.     one  car  at  least,  and 

Mercedes  would  hav/uff  J    i?',   T?=  'yes  of  the 

easily  disttag^LhabrfromKt"&  IT'  *"'" 
not  a  pebble  was  Wted     No,hi„f  L  ""e  however, 

anything  uncommon  exceotthnSf^*''"^'''"  °' 
cut  in  tfe  smooth  tuV^^hl  wr^id^"'""^  '""« 

some'thiLgt?ome  o^e'-'o'T  S^tP--".  by 
'■Perhaps%fterarFoTandFrostT,  'k'  '"'P"^'"'- 
'  on  their  own.'  -  He  sooke  th^lA,  T  '^"  """'""S 
bitterness.  WorkinV"  on  Ihril  ''^!'^'  '**"'  «»"« 
force-  for  their  ol^l  hoTou^IndTor;  "7' ^^  *"« 
Henderson  held  it  to  be  thf  UiJi^.,  v  '""Pector 
good  police  work-thel'unparlo'naWe  '^^  "'  '^ 

They  passed  through  CarsphaJrn      v!^  tt. 
on  the  track.    Thev  sara  Vh.  i  ^'  '""y  "ere 

of  speed  (one  singl^rSSf  ^ote    ifn'f  ""^'''-^.^'''S 
good  to  hear   Hn»^  .k  ^         ''  '°n8-sustamed  and 

nppling  wlte'rside  rl  ^""  "^''^V-  ^"^  ^y  the 
steeVhfuTo  thTK/rklJs';  l"„"i?"'  '^"I  ''°™'  «•>. 
a  brief  inspec  ion  o  thelrfunH  5k-  ^"^  "^""^  »"" 
to  the  righ't  at  tL°iank"y  gr7nit?S'''''Pi^ 
rt'h?Zl°  '"^  "^"^^^  B^ro^gh  o^Nrw  Ga& 
it  had  beeT'LTrS7'«T  '^  "*''  P^^'^-  Y«.' 
only  oneTanTeach'rnd^tmtrtat  t^mo^^' 

tesrsi-f-rixi— ?Si 


L    ki>^ 


-^^^m> 
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desolate    that    only    the   little    wayside    house    o 

nn?K*r  *  ^,^*  "°  S°°^  P^ace  for  any  car.  new  or  old 

eiiH.nV/v.  w^^V'^'^^'"^^  Monument."    It  became 
evident  that  (as  the  driver  said)  "  she  was  willina^n 

waT  fa-?v  br  r''"f  •"  r^^°"'  but  So"nt"hVt: 
was  lairly  breakmg  her  heart !  " 

ar/u^n^  fiT*  J^'^  ^^^  S'^^"  "P  hope.     But  Phil 
my  bo^  thSaTt  y/aS^  ^^''"^'"8  *-  """^h  ballast. 

toom  •     M  ^   her  heart  over  this  rattle-trap  '  free 
ShT  an?7'  1,"°^°^^  ^"*   P^""^^"   can  put     his 

Thelnsnt?'™  ^°".T^*  S°  *«  Dumfries.' 
driver   ircharL'T  v'^T'  ^'"^"^  *^^  ^^^^S^^^ed 

resolvin'to  •' "^t  on  he  eVs  '^^^^^^^  k?' '  f"' ^^^^^ 
woiilH  Ko,,o  ♦  *^  T      *  ^    —which  Incubus  &  Co 

Tare  whoZo';  P'^-^^^^^^us  or  another,  he  did  not 

T  J*v      °  ^°"^  ^  somebody  suffered. 

ine  three  men  hurried  forwarH      t*,....  j  ., 

top  of  the  opposite  hill.'  F^^tX^l^rJo^ 
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cToiL/s"  'v  "^  ^"^kscrews  up  and  down  in  a  big 

rnLt  ^^"^/^o"»  t^ie  Ignorance  of  the  driver  or  the 
roughness  of  the  road,  had  swooped  thS  wav  and 
that  m  short  dashes  lilce  a  bird  closely  pu    u^d.^ 

fh.  Tn  ^%^'^^"  *°  *""•  "^  drew  away  in  front 
b";th^oldTd  ^^^^^^^^^^^^  "^"^^  older- Walter  ^GrindHng 

"  Take  care  !  "  shouted  the  Insnector  ••  h««'* 

But  Phfl^''"'  f  °u"  "  ^^^  g°«««  chase."  ""^ 

With  KJ  "^^^  ^^'  ^'^y^"^  any  taking  of  advice 

t^^.H  n'^'  y°","?  "y^^  ^^  ^°"ld  now  see  the  overl 
turned  yellow  car.  lying  all  abroad  as  on  a  scran-helo 
—the  line  upholstery  scraped  awav  in  if «  f  ,,rnK?      ^ 

^'rjaiT-  ^^l^--*^  -^ich'e  ramrawir 
In   falhng  the  petrol  had  escaped,   caught   fire 
flamed  up.  and  burned  a  circle  on  the  heath    tm 

She  has  been  struck  from  behind  "  uirl  ♦!,. 
Inspector  after  a  careful  examinatton      '        "^  *'"' 

Rammed  by  Jove  !  "  shouted  Grindline  as  h, 
tTnlhT  li^htr  P  '  "r  °'  *"'  "«  MeTc'L^'had 
fXteJlh^'sbpr^''  '"■  ='"''  '"*"*  "  «"«  * 
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banknotes,  nor  cou?d  th.v^  a  ^^^  ^^^^^  P^^^^^^d  wit 

still  hot  heather  roots  on  ?hf  W^cC^'^^T^  ^"^°"g  '^ 
peat.  *'  °"  ^"®  blackened  and  powder 

Paflirtf/rUJ^i^ff^r;   -^^  -^   -tis^ed 
open  ditch,  its  sidS  of  ^r^   ufP '"°''-*^^g  or  dee, 

Fleft  or  nulJah  fiUed^al/wr"^^^^  ^'^d  t^' 

mk.     This  Phil  skirted  ninnfna^.r*^  Z^^^'  ^^^^^  ^ 
more  than  a  couDirofi^  5    f  ^*  ^P^®^-     It  was  nc 
as  he  went  L  beSrn/.    "*^'''*  ^"^  »"  length   bu 
had  followed  the  Ta  Jl   '"°"?  *^^*  °tber  foot  ten 

Moisture  was%loVo^4"^X"toTH  '.'  '^"^  ^^- 
mossy  tracks.  He  ed^irf  nf?  °  ^''^  ^^^P  trodden 
them.  And  at  the  nn^K  ^  1°  ^  "«*  to  "  mix  " 
and  yeUowTsh^^^He?^^^^^^ 

unexpectedly.  ^He  w^n*^  ^  ^^.*^  stumbled  quite 
up.  he  gave  one  SokTnd  th.T  .^'"^°"«-  fitting 
and  astonishment  which  brou.^  ^J^  °^  alarm 
run  to  his  side  brought  the  other  two  at  a 

Kal^r  fill^nln^T^^^^^^^  ^j-  ^ody  of  James 

as  if  he  had  been  runnin  I  ^^"*^*  stretched  out 
neatly  drilled  through  Wshfad'J*^'  ^"^  "  ^""^^  ^ole 
the  middle  of  his  forehead  ™  cer'^bellum  to 

It  had  been  fired  from  behind. 
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James  Kahn  had  been  murdered— killed  at  least 
From  the  view  of  the  Inspector  there  was  no  doubt  as 
to  the  motive.  Kahn  had  robbed  his  master  Ld 
had  himself  been  robbed  in  turn.  He  had  promised 
his  confederate  a  share,  and  had  made  Awhile 
Casimir  was  taking  the  letter  to  Jacob  Romer  which 
was  designed  to  keep  aU  quiet  fo'r  twenty^four  hours 
With  the  speed  at  their  disposal-two  automobSes 

L-fi  *u-    f.^^«t— they  had  nothing  to  fear 
btui  this  did  not  explain  aU  the  facts.     Whv  had 
Kahn.  If  he  wished  to  deceive  an  accomplice  >J^th  a 
nature  so   distrustful,  left  his  flight  so^ate  ?      He 
could  easily  have  gone  off  during  the  night,  leavinl 
Casimir  to  dehver  the  letter  and  bear  the  bmnt 
An  excuse  for  departure  could  easily  have   been 
found.     Nor  was  it  sufficiently  evident  why    if  he 
r^^^t**  ""%  ^°^^  ^^  immediately  pursued    he 
'^^i'    ^ri  ^'^1   ^^^  ^^^^^^  ^d   more  powerful 
machine  to  his  adversary.     A  man  planning  his  fliebt 

ILt^Sakr.^   ^^^^'^-^  ^^^^   ^^^y  ^-^    -t 

i^i-  T.f!u^  ^'°2?  *^®  ^^^  **^^t  there  was  something 
behmd  all  th^.  By  the  green  soft  spots  on  the  moof 
along  the  side  of  the  long  moss-hag  could  be  seen 
the  tracks  of  the  hunted  man.  He  ran  waverinrfy 
even  as  lus  car  had  done.  He  dashed  from  s?de  to 
side,  doubtle^  with  his  head  down  to  escTp^  fro,^ 
some  instant  danger.  ^       ^ 
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with  the  road      Here  ^7:^'"^'!^  ^'"^st  parfS 

and  taken  aim-     At  each  «   th'  ^^**"^  ''^^  ' t^ 

h's  eyes  p.'ungine  amon.  i""!'^  P^^^^^  Phi],  witl 

empty  shell  of  a  f  ^Z*  i^"  ^^^^her.  found  ih 

sdf-ejected  from  th^C^hl^^Tl  "^'^^^^  <^artridge 

^»!ere    the    murderer    £d,t^^^ 

evidently  entirely  shot  awav  hU        ^?"    *^^    ^ad 

For  under  a  bush.  XteS  ru  '"PP^^'  °^  ^""ets. 

of  German  silver,  waf  he Tttfe  hoM^"  J""°""'  ^^^t 

jrou^^^^^^^^^^  chas       Phil  ^,  „, 

^'"S  etS?.  S^  .S-'td^hT ^.^^^^ 
may  run  a  little  af^eryme^^.^".  ^''^^'  sportsman 
with  perfect  calmness  ^He  marnoV^^P'^^u^^  ^«^°^d 
to  kili— at  firet.  ™*y  °°*  even  have  tried 

car  tWS,^^^^^^^^^    mtli' behi  *d'^  '"^  P^-rful 
proper  spot  at  which  to  d^u^..'  ^^""«  ^^^  the 
leader     Then  when  all  wasTo^'%*"f-  °^^^*"™  its 
on  his  feet,  the  man  had  stonn  Ji"^'"«^  ^ahn  stiU 
aken  out  his  Mauser  pls^o?'^?^'?  ^^^^ercddes.  had 
(so  making  it  into  a  carWne  '^^j"'*'^  *^  ^^m-^est 
his  man.     The  idea^he  crL^^  Proceeded  to  staJk 
^nds   or  these   peoplef    1 1   w^«  "^"'"i  "°*  °^  *^«^« 
Norman  nor  Celtic.  Danish  no^^; '"   ^"^  ""^^er 
countrymen  of  the  mt,  i         J^'^  Saxon.     Only  thi» 
Konyak  could  have  ?mi  '^^^^^^^^  of  the  Belgrade 
-d   evil^someJhTg^TuTb^d^W"^  ^^  ^^'-1' 
Seljuckian.  not  remotely  aUiedtn  /h"""    *^"   T"*-^. 
fighting  Asiatic.  ^      *®^  ^o  the  ways  of  the 

is  r«n'th1  ^oS  ^^PP^"-<^  to  JaLs  Kahn 
P-.     ThefuKCmltrot^.-^^^^^^^ 
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written  1  (he  hand  of  a  certain  John  Casimir  inti- 
mately  connected  with  these  matters,  audrivell 
a  good  deal  of  the  past  history  of  the  "  Confidential'' 

ffwe^d^'srilV"  '''^''°""  ^"'  *°  '''  '"^^  '^  ^'^ 

wJt?en?n  thrFr,\°^,'°"'^^''^^^^  ^^"«*»»'  ^nd  is 
frnm?„^^K  *  "^'*'^  °^  ^  "^^"  mentally  translating 
from  another  tongue.  It  was  addressed  to  "  Jacob 
Romer.  of  Gorm  Castle.  Esquire."  and  lay  for  manv 

Hn^f  "in^  ^  P*^'  °'  letters'accumulating^thJre  the 
dust  thickenmg  upon  it.  and  .he  daily  mountain 

lnX7Z^  %''-''  ''  '''  '^'''^'  ^^«-"  "-" 

These,  when  the  castle  was  sold,  came  ultimitelv 

mto^the  hands  of  Phil  CalmontJand'thrJ^'whJ? 


now^«%^r^'^*'°1  °^  "'^'  J°^"  C^i^nir  (so-called) 
dealh  ^'  "'^'*'  <=°n<=erning  a  certain  sudden 

rac'e"^*  R^f  HWo'^k"*  k^^^^!  Negotin-a  Serb  of  old 
race.     But  his  father  had  left  him  poor,  having  sold 

Morav/tn%T  ^"  '^'  ^""^^^  of  the  Timora„d 
was  my  father.  The  money  of  my  father  was  faith- 
fully paid  down  piece  by  piece.  But  Negotin  the 
elder,  being  a  man  given  to  the  vanity  of  fpending 

anH  tr^  ?' ^°°^  y^^^^  "^°"«y  ^th  both  hanSf ' 
and  then,  being  a  Serb,  and  his  people  in  power 
would  not  deliver  the  lands.     The  ^buna  s  re?used 
to  receive  our  testimony,  or  recognise  the  receiDts 

W    KaVn\''/.H^"i°'  Nicolai  Wotin.  whoTi' 
James  Kahn  s  father  (his  mother  being  a  Jewess) 
The  Negotins  were  the  stronger  on  the  plaiJ  lands 

ake  tTtJre''hr''*p^  '°/  ''  ^"*  ^°^  "^  Valaques  to 
11.  i!i  .  «"^'  ^^^'^^^  ^«  were  young-I  being 
the  eldest.  But  one  night,  the  man  Negotin  and  h"f 
son  (known  to  you.  sirs,  as  James  Kahn)  came  secretly 
with  many  men  and  setting  the  house  on  fire-a 
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«ui.  And  the  N»5y„  '  I'  '"''«  rabbits.  I  ai, 
laughed  and  pfcke5*?h  "'  ^S"  '"'i'  «end,',at  an 
fcaped.  Wounded  \Z  ?n  f"  ""7  ""•  I  loS 
jMh  heals  fast,  and  bei^f.i"  '<";'?'««.  but  youn, 
*aU  not  tell  our  re^'„"f „^Jf  ■"' »'  'Je  Casimii  (fo 
-ja.eca,e  o,  „y„„,  ^1*;^  ,i^«^^-«d 

«hen  I  h^d  "n„4h  mon  V  *?'   ,!?    S-'''^«S 
at   N.ch  and  als^  on  thTstL'f."  H","*  """ks 
a  Valaque  of  cood  M„„j    "'£?«''  of  Be  grade— I 
NWl  did  tht         °°^-     ^"^  ">e  saki  „f%he 

aJwa:^"'^ehl;^»th:ti:)Tnd''?,'?"  /'°;  '  "«<«  "ot 
Negotin  were  the  ereaf  J,/^  ^l^  ^^^^^^  Nicholai 
not  sell  his  land  agin  ^o?*  J*^'  u°^^  '"^n  couM 
little  mountain  towS-  wh^^  n^"?  *J^"  ^^^i^  of  the 
^^  not  counted  X  to  d.fi^"  u^  °"'  ^amUy.  it 
with  the  Negotin.  *°  ^'^  ^'^  business  mattei 

Kah|^;?/^r^^^^^  Butjame, 

the  blood  from  hi^  mother  ForTl.^r^^*'  ^^^ing 
are  as  the  donkeys  of  the  ifor«^  ^"^i^^ooded  SerbS 
iies  m  their  heels'^  Butl^sl^'^'^  '^^^'  wisdom 
and  of  ways  of  malrinVl  ^^^"  ^as  full  of  wit 
who  am  vLack  to^5  ffiT'^'  ^ ^«  ^^In  I 
haye  never  cared  for  th^  nf.  u-^°"^-.  ^^^  indeed  I 
g^^te  another  ^atteV^aJ^^af  l^K  J?t^ 

'■"i^.^taelt^'Sferali'tt  s?1  "",«""«  ="'o»« 
peninsuja  o„e  great  re^Sbt  v^J  ">*  '='«te"y 
(-th  perhaps  E„g,a„d^o  h^S  ^v^rh^siij:; 


^^^ 
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we  might  cast  out  the  Turk  utterly,  and  also  prevent 
the  Austrian  or  the  Russian  from  having  any  sav 
over  our  land.  There  was  much  to  dof  however 
a  wide  propaganda  to  make-and  for  thTilso 
money  was  needed.  We  could  not  act  without 
^l  ?''^*  K  ^°  *''.  '"  ^  ^^'  towns-but^  oney 
w^ntdel'"^^^^^^^-     S^'-thisals     .-^^j; 

"  Then    in    England    and    America    tin r.>    .a.,se 

^„TT"  i^°"'"*''J.*^*''  *"^  Albanian   ^!  ...... 

and    Macedonian    Committees.     Now    ;!.^    .uLu'; 

teiTor.  but  only  to  talk  and  gather  v.mvy  "1  '" 
gathered  it  more  and  more.  Ind  se.t  ,. -v  a  .Al> 
and  then  a  httle.  which  was  good.     But  tlJ  0   .r . 

nXi'or^fh'^/Pr   ^"   bet'ween^an  ^aS-";t 
m  Chih.  or  the  destruction  of  a  city  bv  a  t        ^ 

rnountain.     So  the  members  of  the  Committees  took 
their  dinners  elsewhere  and  forgot  about  us-who 
depended  upon  them  for  keepinf  the  Greeks  quTet 
and  for  money  to  make  the  new  great  power  in  the 
wJ'  r°?^  J"?^"^  ^^^^^  ^^  to  be  called  Bd! 

we  of' the^.iw.'*"'''''"  '^  ^"S^^^^  Committees, 
we  of  the  Balkanian  one  destroyed  some  Christian 
villages  which  were  backward  in  their  contribuS 

rile^   wThf  '^Tr*^  ^"^^^^  '°^^  ^^°  refused  oS 
rule.     We  blamed  these  outrages  upon  the  Turks 

tha^fh^V^  vT""'  ""^  ^^°*'  '"^"y  reports  So 
that  the  English  newspapers  sent  reporters,  and  the 

Committees  sent  Commissioners.     These  hid  grea? 

honour    but  knew  nothing   of   the   language.^^d 

the  foohsh  Turks,  knowing  themselves  to  be  inTo- 

StlS:  ^  '"'  '"^'^  «^"^  '""'"^  passports  and 
"We.  however,  showed  men's  heads  on  poles  with 
Turkish  mscnptions  undemeath-which  wp.  weU 
for  both  commissioners  and  reporters  bro'.ght  with 

Kodak.    And  with   the  pictures   they   made-the 
evemng  hght  is  best,  they  said-they  stirred  the 
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resumed  forf^J^   "-  English  and  much  monej 

there must*g:fo^rfh^^^^^^  resolved   that 

and  Sa,tj,^nd  aJl  the  thn^  Th       T^'"  *"  ^"gJand 
Nicholaivitch   Negotin-Te   Jt^  '^°'^  *^^  y°»"g 
Kahn    after  the  styTe  of  his  mof7''  'lJ^^^  J^*"^^ 
[earned   in   Janguages-also   «"""'     ^°^  ^^  was 
he  would  slay^is^'father  anS  .^"^^'•"P"^°"s   that 
funeral,  as  they  say  in  our  W.n     t",  "^^^P  ^^   the 
deceitful  man   Tamri  vJ      Wallack  land.     A  verv 
-but.  thanks  beTo  the  Ho'.ri'''^'^^^'*^'^  ^ot  n 
there  are  those  with  the  m/^^Tu'^^'-^  °^  Seraskivo 
who  can  match  hTm  ^^^^^'^ebt  in  their  hearts.' 

rabbils^tro'sfSe"  snow" "  *'^,1^"^^  «"-  -"  like 
sisters,  till  thev  DitchpTf""^    brothers    and    mv 
f-rry  in  the  nL'ly t  fenThUe'  "Tt^n^  ""^^  "^ 
the  Negotins— sons  and  noT  kI      ^^^  a"  the  while 
were  laughing.     So  shafl  Th^'J^^^^^  «'  old  Nichol^ 
aye.  and  mofe  !     Your  kfh    ^l^T'  J^'"^^  Kahn^ 
monument   which    I   defi  ed    wh   '  ^"^  ^'"' ""^^^  a 
Morava      But  nevertheless  hi^^""  .  ^^'*   "P^"    ^he 
?{  his  children  all  are  de  d  in  if  h    "'  ^'^^P^^  "^e- 
ing  me  also  because  I  wasfhen  so  f  ^"^^^^^s-escap- 
to  be  a  Serb  of  the  X     b'?  ^r"^' ^"^  ^^^^"^ng 
Nicholaivitch  Negotin  which  i^f  ^'^  ,'""  '^"^^inf 
And  he  shall  run  like  a  rahh,>      ^^  '^^  J^'^es  Kahn. 
did  the  little  ones  my  brottV!;^'"^'^  ^'«  »»^^d  as 
the  snow  that  day  a^  the  .m?    "?  '"*^"'  ^^^ining 
mountains.     It  may  not  h?'^  *°^^^  ^'"ong  thf 
James  Kahn  runs  %"u    snow"^'  '^^'  ^^^  ^^^^ 
iaugh.    and  my  heart  sh^M^    "^  ,"°  *"°^  ^  shall 

2?*^    ?    joy   like    that  ^f  c'   ^^^^    ^*^»"    '"e. 
PhUistinesf  °'    Samson    slaying    the 

Commutees,  and  5.o„ef  ^'^  j"- n^  IH^  1S^ 
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ready  belief  in  all  that  they  cannot  see.     In  the 
home  councils  I  had  never  risen  high.     For  I  am 
not  head-clever  like  the  Serbs,  especially  those  with 
Jewish  blood-particularly  at  the  making  of  mo^ey 
wh  ch  I  cared  not  at  all  for.     Why  should  I-who 

n?nnin  ^^^^  ^^""'^  ""^  *^"  ''^^^  ^^  the  little  ones 
running  and  running-and  then  stumbling,  not  to 

?he  tl""V%  -^"^  ^  ^^'  ^°""*^^  i"^t  and  faithful 
the  first  of  their  men  of  action-as  indeed  I  am 

bo.  at  length,  as  but  little  money  came  to  the  Bal- 

known  th°!?  k'^k"'^'  ^T  J?T^  ^^^"'  ^"d  it  became 
known  that  he  had  entered  the  service  of  a  very  rich 

man.  and  rode  in  steam  carriages  of  his  own.  the 
committee  sent  me  over  '  with  powers.' 

"  }/^y—'  ^t*^  powers.'     Now  in  our  speech  that 

would  mean  but  one  thing.     And  I  say  not  but  that 

the  Committee  had  that  in  their  minds.     But  first  of 

all  there  was  the  money.     I  must  get  money-all 

he  money  I  could  for  the  rising-for  the  State- 

B,^t?lHK^'    ^*1'  y'\^  ^°"'^  «^t  the  money. 
But  I  had  been  sent  over  '  with  powers.'     And-and 
then  there  were  the  little  ones  falling  face  down  in  the 
snow^     I  kept  them  in  my  mind— one  who  had  not 
heard   the   laughter   of   the    Negotin    would   have 
expected  them  to  rise  up  again,  crying  a  little  perhaps 
at  the  tumble,  but  anon,   breaking  into  laughtiT 
But  they  rose  nevermore-not  one  of  them.  Not  even 
Katanna  the  youngest,  who  was  too  young  to  run 
long  in  the  snow,  and  whom  my  mother  gave  me  to 
carry.     She  it  was  who  saved  me.     For  the  silver 
ana  enamel  tcon  she  wore,  turned  away  one  deadly 
bullet  from  me.     Yet  spite  of  all  I  had  to  leave  her 
dead    in   the  snow,   deaf   to   the   laughter   of  the 
Negotin. 

"  ^J"'  then.  I  came  to  England  '  with  powers  ' 
from  the  Committees  of  the  Balkanian  Republic— 
not  that  that  made  any  difference  to  Nicholaivitch 

!1  fS     Vl^'^^t  J^T*^  ^^*^"      Ah  no.  no  difference 
at  all.     I  had  bought  my  Mauser  in  Paris  as  I  came 
and  away  back  on  the  Morava  1  had  laughed  once  01^ 
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that)  '^.tL^t%otT,lT^^^^^^  '^  T'^  - 

I  had  laughed.     But  n  the  ^n.      "^^  '°  ^^"^  «nc. 

that  foUowed.  they  put  out  t"^-'  °"  *^^  '"'*"*^"« 
wolves.  ^  P"*  °"t  the  yearly  reward  against 

^J  'The  pack  is  gathering  early  this  winter  I '  they 

*  •  •  .  • 

This  is  the  third  part. 

tell  you  :z;!^iiV:,'Te:r'  r  ^-^'  ^  ^ 

master,  that  none  I'e  Wamej      T'^  '"  *^^  '"^"'s 
the  money,  because  T  orT  cannot  send  back 

right  hanJ'from  "hi     efUn^Jre'"  "^  ""7^'  ^^'^^ 
have  done  my  deed      God  .hrit  •  f  ^^'^  ""^  ^^alth.     I 
the  better.     I  desire  none  5/  r^^^^^^^^^^-the  sooner 
nor  yet  of  that  whkh Tav  bi'"^''.  ^r"*^"'^  "^°ney 
But   while   there,   in   tU  n^°"^  *°„J^^°b  Romer 
serving  the  son  of  Nicho  ai^V^!  ?""?    Kirktown. 
such  money  was  not  wScimeb^^^^^^^^^       ^"^^  '^^^ 
It  among  the  men  dead  in  thTm^L   ^^  I  T^"^  <livide 
ahve.  perhaps  I  shoufd  rJstorT Tt  '  .?f  ^^'  "^^"  ^^t 
But   I  shall   take   no  %„rh  '  ^*  ^^"t  in  part, 

deliver  it  to  the  Committee^  /,^f  P^^^'^^'^ty.     I  ^^i 
after  all  the  talebe?,?ng  G^^^^^^  Salonika 

care.  Then  I  shall  tej^y  JaL  anH  .^'^'^  °"*  ^^th 
they  will  with  the  monerwh^ch  I  ^^S^"  J«^hat 
Kahn.  Some  of  it  is  iLTv  th»  """"^  °"  J^^es 
Committees.  I  saw  the  pl^er  ^TfJ^'  °^  the 
how  much-nor  do  I  care  Th  !!*  '  ^"°^  "ot 
work     And  now  I  shaU  teil  how"'''  ^°"^  "^^^  ^^^^ 

Kahn  (rk:'t"h:re^^n  ':hzzzT  *^^^  j-- 

to  rob  his  master.  ( Jpcob  Rnm^^  *'"^  ^^' planning 
so  It  was  none  of  my  busTnes^r  kX'  ""*  '^^  "^^^ter^ 
to  take  me  into  the  secret  ^n  "  ^"^"^  P^^^^^nded 
nsmg.  for  the  Repub  ic  ?or  thl  r^'^'^i  ^'  ^°^  the 
make  an  end  of  the  Turk  ofonnH  '^*  Twilight-to 
state.     He  should  be  Sdentn^^'"^*  Balkanian 

President.  I  his  secretary.     And 
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spoke— the  httle  babes  ran  and  stumbled  and  lav 
very  qu.et-among  them.  Katarina  whom  I  loved 
And  I  sat  still  and  listened  to  the  man  and  nodded 
tt'maTL^d  t^  Lt  ^^"^  ''"-''^'y  Katarinarw^S^ 

^TLr"  f  ^?~^«P«"ally  that  by  ihich  he  paid 

jittlemountam  tower  among  the  barren  hills  on  which 
the  snow  lay  hke  a  pall  of  white,  drawn  close  up 
hKe  a  winding  sheet !  Ah.  I  saw  it.  But  now  I 
hnM.'T?^'"^"^'^  *^  '^^-^  h»"-«ide  too  Su 
telHnL  iI]lZ%  \  """'*  ^^**  ^°'  *^^  pleasure  of 
story  ""''^'  '"  ^^^  ^"^  ^°"^«  o'  the 

to'hTr"/?*  I ^^^*  u"  ^^"^  ^"^"*  E^P^ess  fo'^  London, 
to  be  a  student  m  the  technical  colleges,  and  after^ 
wards  to  enter  into  some  of  the  mines  of  Enghsh  ron 
and  coal.  I  was  given  an  "  ordonnance  "  from  the 
committee.  In  it  the  crimes  of  Nicholaivitch  NeLo! 
tin  were  recited,  and  my  name  was  given  as  his 

♦hJ?   *  ^alonika  It  was.  and  signed  by  our  greatest 
the  first  three  only  with  numerals,  but  thi  others 
with  names  and  seals.     This  was  all  done  for  my  own 
atisfaction-not  that  I  would  have  depended^upon 

!k  M^'u^^y-'^^^"'-  '^'  »"  th«  mysteries  of  fate  it 
should  be  mme  to  wear  the  police  bracelets  on  ihe 
wnst.  I  should  have  eaten  it  and  swallowed  it  bit 
'iL'e'i'eate'  ^'*"  ^-^^-rgovitch-to  whose 
T*  '\P^'  ""  I    ?"*  ^  ^""^  another  use  for  the  writing 

letter  ffthR  *\"'-  Jr^^  ^^^"  ^^"t  ^^  ^^'ith  a 
letter  to  the  Bank  in  Kirktown.     I  was  his  confidant  • 

thP  mil  T^  *°  "'"^Pf  together.  He  told  me  where 
the  little  steamer  would  be  waiting  for  us.  I  knew  that 

we  should  be  set  ashore,  whicli  is  not  the  place  of  the 
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posting  of  this  letter  nor  anywhere  near  if 
none  seek  ;  if  they  do.  it  ynllZtl^^^'  '*' 

But  deep  within  me,  my  heart  said  •  H.  t  k 

for  I  knew  the  treacherv  nf  o  „     \^*'°'    Ha  !  ha 

all  the  Negotin  race     S-  '     ^ff  *»"-«'  the  last 

leave  me  to  fact  tl..  k  ^^^"^  *°  «°  °«  ^lone.  ai 

raised  ^"  *^^'  ^'""^  «'  <he  storm  he  h. 

s  JamTKaTn  had'oStold'"  ^^T^"'  ^^^^<5" 
^e  a  clever  Serb  ckv  hrS  *°^^  ?^  ^^^"  ^ngry.  In 

but  at  all  events  I  hi H  ?  '  """f  ^''  "'^^h*^'-  ^  Jewesi 
this  NichoLi4h  Ne^Vtin'"'^^  '^°"^  ^^*^^'" 

school  a  boy.  el^tf  write /fol^^^^^^^ 


;;  Therefore  I  copied  the  Negotin. 

have  bee^n  a  Carv  Dlace  l"*  '^  ^^"^^^  ^ahn  would 

oneof  their cC/L'^MtWLThm^  ^'^^^^^  ^"*° 
there  were  no  victur^^lZ^         ^^  ^"*®*  ^"^  cold  ; 

priest  whom^thTy'cL   ."St?r"nre'JrH"^"     ^^^ 
»ng.  •  Vengeance  i«mi«?    1     ^'„  Pleached  concern- 
Lord  ! '     ArTo^v  fn  h     1?  "^^  '^^^V'    ^aith  the 
some  and  far  away  from  hn""  '""^*^  T  ^^^^  ^^^  ^<^^'- 
and  the  hiUs  cla^th  nTw  f^^A  "'  '^  '^'  ^°^^^^ 
tant.  that  I  could  n^er  hrZ'/^!u  V"""^  "^^'^  ^^  ^is- 
again.     So  I  rose  and  wen^^^^^^ 
might  in  my  country  meanina  n      «   ''^"''^*''  ^  «"« 
man  lived  in  anS  worW  1"^  °\"''-     ^"^^  *»^^ 
one  half  of  his  Bible     nnffu     ^  P^'"^^?^  °"^y  read 

Nicholas  Kirin  who  ^rea  hed'  t'o'Ts  '^A  "  °"^.  ^^^^ 
eye  and  a  tooth  for  a  tooth  '  fKl       '    ^1  ^^^  ^°''  ^n 
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understand!     Yet    how    could    thev  ?     T    ^i^        . 
understand  them,  and  they  had  never  heard  tr 
Katarina,  my  little  siste*    nnr  flu     i!    .  *^"  °^ 

the  tender  clutch  of Ter  little  hand     'bh""^,  '"^^^ 
even  I  am  a  weakling  !  ^^^'  ""^  ^'"^^s 

;;  But  not  at  others-I  will  relate 

the  big^r^^dl^i/tslt^^^^^  r  ^  '-''•''  °' 
and  I  hid  the  gearing  well  Thf  lu  *°  '"P.^''"  >*' 
left  all  ready  andonthe^.fL  t^-*^^'  '"^^^^^"^  ^ 
with  some  Lngt?f  *^;^r^J^^^7;^^^^^        the  seat. 

paredness  for  the  fliS,^    j  "eft     hi'     T  '"  P"""" 
which  I  had  received  from  thlr  "^donnance  ' 

before  I  sailed       He  c3h      ^omm.ttee  in  Salonika 

language  andtriti^^rullir^^^^^^^^^  ^'^ 

EnglLh!mLTtaS?^h'.fl^r^  ^'^'^-^  ^°°^ 
behind  to  rust  in  a  thkket  L7f^  "T?'  *°  ^^"^^ 
time  to  be  gone.  "'  ^  ^''''^  *«  g'^^  l^im 

had  tlughTm^'wdr  III  td'T""   J^'"^^  K^^n 

his  wickfdness^^dlw";  t'estX?  "'u'lTJ''  ^'^^ 
away  n  a  ereat  hum,     „'"f<^»™'"-     He  had  gone 

thelround^bu,  ,he,me,^??L'S'?«^  T"^  '"'"I  «" 
/Aa/  he  had  with  him      '  ^^'""'''^  Committee, 

of  death      IttiothW%^H'^''"'f°"  ''™  'ho  '»" 
only  to  cea«  to  Z^-.VZte^^h.T'"^  "'  f' 

The.efo.  w^y  shouid"!  ^h  Ui^-.^- -'jati 

tai^1e;th"'to''watch'Tw°"r"  ""^^^-ed  to  cer- 
whenit  wuistrikc  lhi^  f"v"°'  '"  '"""^  "-here  or 
the  sweattt'tVr„"|  r^S:    ^^^'  "^'"^^ 

*^''' he  has  found  the  parchmpnt     ir^f    • 
dearest  little  Katarina   .KP,"*^."t— Katarina— my 
more  |  ^^tanna.  the  slayer  is  not  laughing  any 
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in  it,  nL  f  1  ^  '^^'**'^  "'^  *»™^'  but  put  the  ge 
m  Its  place,  for  I  was  very  expert  with  my  hands 
ar  more  so  than  the  man  Kahn.  I  wJ^Lt  afra 
that  he  would  get  away,  only  that,  perhaps,  he  shou 
find  courage  to  kill  himself  too  soSn.  before  I  cou 
tell  h,m  about  my  father  and  the  rest.  I  took 
s  ore  of  pe  rol  and  started.  He  had  told  me  the  wa 
tn^r  "/P^.^"^»d'y  d'-y  night,  and  there  were  only  tl 

big  i^^^^^^^^^^      ^^""^  ^"''^'^  ""^^^  '^'  wheels  of  r. 
"  I  had  a  map  also,   but  I  did  not  want  to  catc 
him  too  early  ;  I  wanted  our  meeting  to  be  in  a  Sac 
where  there  would  be  only  he  and  I-~ne1ther  ma 
nor  beast,  nor  place  of  refuge-only  above  the  Go 

for  ?,  1^^°^  mmister  would  have  us  believe 
work*"  •*^!  ^°''  ^^^y-  ^^y^  P°P«  Nicholi  mus 
-too,  ra^nXef'  ^"'  ^  ^^"^^'  '^  ^  -*--" 
"  As  I  say.  I  hung  back  in  my  chase  fearful  thit  th. 
ver>  sound  of  my  Mercedes  Lhind  S  friehte 
him  anc  'ead  him  off  the  track.  Two Jj^hl" 
spoUed  n  intentions  badly,  if.  for  instance  he  ha 
taken  ref  ige  m  some  town,  or  even  in  an  iin      H. 

of  his  machine  and  being  left  there.  woundTrand 
helpless    perhaps,    to    wait    for    my    cominf     No 

fLX;?°*  '''  '"^->'^  -^^  -t  ofZ%ellt' 

h^L^^'  ^^**T^®  °"^y  '^"°^'  **^«  last  of  the  Ne«otin 
til/^iS^^  I  wasof  him-that  is.  till  the  aSed 
time.  Why.  I  could  have  dandled  him  on  mrkneS 
^cause  of  my  little  Katarina.  Not  h^tSy  ^ouJ^^ 
waste  him  or  make  an  end  foolishly.     Had  he  no 
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hili',  and?h:i  upS„'"1''  ^"'T  """  ™"»  Oo*"  » 

for  'the  hiUs%?ouTDu?ch.SJ^'hT^''  ^S"  \"' 
turn  I  had  been  waith^.  f„r  ti.  ""  '"*"^«  *•« 
the  map.  Thereafter  f  kn™  T^."J'"'  "'  "  '»  ™ 
mercy.  ^So  I  I  hVi  p^s  Zel  'tato  ^h*"  **  "^ 
then  put  the  Merc.!rt«t/hf:u;     "*°  ""  '""ntry, 

moment  „v;r^utd"ir;a^d"^;^;:;r^^^^^ 

behind  the  storminc  rush  nf  thf  i.-  5'  '"*''^ 

he  came  i„  sighT  /ri^g  °Ji,'d't '';:!  ^L.  P'«»"y 
h»  head  being  turned  oJer^^S^.C/deX'r^h"' 

rcHp^^Sthf-^attia"!™^^^^^^ 

A7i  h:So^.^ed'M^lFi'- ^^^^^^ 

what  he  had  jus«y  "o  exnlci  ?h  "  "^ ""•    ■^»«  "^ 

could  ^  his  he"d  al-ldv  h'\'"  ','  '°  P"^'  »"<•  I 
bullet     Tk„  I      *'"*"y  ducking  low  to  avoid  the 

fu"fs*peed^rn  whkh"c^T''°l',4'  "'■»  '»«»''' 
high  in  the  a."   even  i?  I  h^H"  ''.'^'  'I'™'™  '■™ 
cars.     But  the  M.Xii  ■•*'',  "°*  "tploded  both 

great  si"e  and  ^I'^f    |o"^!"'' 7''  ''"''"^«  <"  "» 
ctmV^t--S4S"--^^^^^^ 

of  "ur^acinTwheefs      ZT  "!?',  °"'  »'  ""^  "»«' 
in  a  momenf  we  we^  Jjfj  >'"  '  ^'hed  him,  and 
♦•  v«^  T    1        .         P^^^  ^""  out  on  the  moor  aa-^in 

slowly  off^  Br/a  ^l■Il  ^"^/»"^.  and  anon  drawing 

curious  dip  in  th.  rn 'L  r  ^'^'^  ^"'■*^^^  ^h^'-e  is  f 
..».."*?  '"  ine  road  down  whi^h  ,.,„  -_--j       . 

'""  '"''"^'''  """"""^  '''  'here  inmemor;  ^tme 
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great  fighter  of  times  long  past— perhaps  the  Blacl 
George  of  Galloway— crowned  a  little  heather  mowu 
to  the  right. 

"I  could  see  the  yellow  French  car  slacken  speec 
^•/i.  ?  the  hill  opposite.  On  the  contrary  th. 
weight  of  my  Mercedes  carried  her  to  the  top  witl 
unabated  force.  He  needed  fuel,  too,  and  wa< 
begmnmg  to  know  it.  Before  me  I  saw  the  wid« 
country  spread  to  a  horizon  of  low  whale-backec 
ndges  with  the  rocks  I  have  spoken  of  (calle<3 
chnts  )  aU  about— a  dreary  place,  but  fit  for  m\ 
work— that  which  the  little  cold  hands  of  Katarina 
on  my  wrists  called  me  to  do.  There  was  also  a 
long  ditch  showing  black  among  the  turfy  heather, 
all  gashed  into  deep  cracks  and  proper  for  my 
purpose  as  if  it  had  been  made  so.  As.  sayeth  Pope 
Nicholas.  It  was  indeed.  I  have  confessed  to  him 
already  since  my  return,  for  he  is  high  in  the  Com- 
mittees. 

"  Then  because  it  was  time  to  end  I  caused  the 
heavy  Mercedes  to  sweep  up  abreast  of  the  lighter 
French  car.  from  the  right  side.  It  was  a  narrow 
way.  Fair  on  the  chassis  a  little  before  the  rear 
wheel  I  struck,  and  our  weight  and  force  turned  the 
yellow  car  over  into  a  little  ravine.  But  Nicholai- 
yitch  Negotin.  who  was  James  Kahn.  stood  on  his 
leet  and  leaped,  casting  his  coat  in  which  was  the 
plunder  of  his  master  weU  before  him.  He  landed 
fair,  and  stooped  to  gather  up  his  treasure.  But 
seeing  my  face,  as  I  think,  under  the  crook  of  his 
arm.  he  left  all  and  fled  for  his  life. 

;•  Truly'  sayeth  our  Papa  Batyuskin.  the  holy 
Nicolas  all  that  a  man  hath  will  he  give  for  his 
life.  He  saw  me  stand  up  in  the  Mercedes,  fitting 
the  stock  upon  the  Mauser  pistol.  He  screamed 
and  ran.     I  laughed. 

"  It  sounded  curious,  ever  to  myself,  in  that 
lonely  place.  You  see,  there  was  only  I.  the  quiet 
clerk  known  to  you  as  John  Casimir.  AU  of  mine 
were  dead,  so  they  could  not  laugh— at  least  not 
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curious 
nickel  cartridges  off  the  uttie  band  of  bent  metal 
I  felt  the  little  cold  fingers  which  I  had  alwayThad 

r„"tn"'Ji,'^**'  ^^'^^  "P^u^*"^''  *»*^P'"8  ™«  to  P^ess  them 
into  the  reservoir.  That  must  have  been  the  little 
Katanna,  whom  I  loved  greatly. 

••Then  there  began  that  pursuit  which  will  live 
with  me  all  my  days  ;  that,  indeed,  for  which  I  had 

hI7i?  7'!?,''*'  ^\^  '^^^  P'*y-  Now  James  Kahn 
had  1  ved  hotly,  and  accordingly  he  was  no  match  for 
me  at  the  running-no  more  than  his  French  car  had 
been,  so  I  ran  higher  on  dryer  ground,  and.  pausing 
occasionally  shot  high  and  low  and  every  way  about 

fi~«;H.  "  "f  '^^il'*'"  *f^*  *°  *P»"  ^y  *^«  Christmas 
fireside    so   I  wiU   make   it    short.     He   ran   and 

screamed  ;  and  I~well.  I  ran  the  faster  till  he  was 
aji  out  of  breath,  finding  however,  the  time  to  tell 
him  oyer  his  shoulder  of  that  day  among  the  moun- 
tains, to  remind  him  of  his  laughter  and  his  father's- 
of  the  little  ones  who  ran  to  seek  the  safety  chey  nevei^ 
a°"5k  ^^Au°l  Katarina-especiaUy  of  Katarina. 
And  he  hid  his  face  and  screamed-ah.  as  none  of  ours 

«     J}^-.  ^^^  ^®  ^^^^  *o  t*»e  head  of  a  long  black 
guUy  fiUed  with  water;    half-full  it  was.  or  a  Lttle 
more.    As  he  made  the  half  turn  to  save  himsel 
across  the  moor    I  ran  close  beside  him.  keeping 
alongside  like  a  fnend  ;    he  had  no  life  left  in  him 
scarcely  even  to  beg  for  mercy.     I  do  him  this  justice.' 
I  do  not  think  that  he  did— knowing  it  altogether 
useless  and  vain  (he  had  the  document  of  the  Com- 
mittees  in  his  inner  pocket.     I  found  it  afterwards 
That  It  was  which  took  the  spirit  out  of  him,  as  it 
would  out  of  alm.ost  any  man). 

"  Then  I  bade  him  laugh  as  he  had  done  that  red 
day  of  the  white  snow,  from  behind  the  boulders 
towards  wWch  the  children  ran,  my  brothers  and 
my  sisters. 

"  And  lo  !  he  did  it.  hearing  through  his  deadly 
lear  my  voice,  as  a  condemned  soldier  hears  the 
word  of  command  which  orders  the  platoon  to  fire 
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.iA  ^**'  ^®  ^*"«*»«<*'  as  when  little  Katarina  droooed 
sideways  across  my  shoulders.     Yes,  h^WW 

SSiV^or-'  ^kTI".^  "^*^*>^  *^  *he  end  of  the 
water-gorge.  I  shot  him  quietly  and  steadily   as  if 
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This  narrative  comes  here  in  the  proper  place  where 
It  hai  been  inserted  by  the  editor  of  these  memoirs. 
But  of  course  Phil  Calmont,  Walter  Grindling  and 
w^i?f^u**'j'^'* A°*  ^""^  "P  **^«  *«»^<=»»  ^hen  they 

thesy  things  tiU  long  afterwards.    On  the  hiU-top 
the  Inspector  got  hold  of  a  small  herd-boy  whom  he 
sent  to  the  stationmaster  at  Dromore  with  a  message 
A  hearse  was  to  be  wired  for,  and  taken  with  relays 
to  KWrto!^       '"^  **  Dalmellington-thence  back 

"They  will  never  believe."  he  said.  "  unless  they 
see  him  with  the  hole  in  his  head  and  the  plumw 
noddmg  about  him  !  "  ^ 

The  three  went  on,  having  covered  the  dead  man 
carefuUy  with  the  thick  waterproof  apron  of  the 
wrecked  car.  They  placed  a  stone  at  each  comer  and 
so  left  him  Be  sure  that  no  one  on  that  Galloway 
moor  would  have  disturbed  his  rest  for  all  the  Romer 
fortune,  even  had  it  been  there  and  untouched. 

So  the  three  continued  their  search.  They  could 
well  teave  their  own  car  behind  with  their  late  anerv 

^.*S?*",l,  uM^y  ^^'*  °°^y  *  '^'^  "»»^"  ^^ore  them 
ere  the  wild  hiU  track  turned  into  the  great  Galloway 
rtore-road,  and  they  saw  before  them  the  town  of 
hd^°"  *^    smoking    beneath    its    range    of 

But  Phil  made  them  turn  the  other  way  Cree- 
town— the  tug  waiting  between  the  Isles  of  pieet  and 
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roa^'l'andTaff'l';'!:!  ''"t''^  '"■  ''-"ding  or 

the  big  power  bo P^n'S '""'»''?  "•  half  loft  I 

It  was  a]i^<«r^th  "  ■  r™  '.t'  '"8^  <"  a  ma, 

certain  capturTa^d  a  nrl' m  *''^'  «'''  I»^P«' 

not  4m?df  ^nlseTr'Sn  t^"™"^  "' 
heard   a  voice  from  under   the  t.T''"^  ' 
declared    an   immediate  in.li.^  machmery,  wh 
battery,  upon  alUndsundS',^^'™"'  r"""    ' 
at  them."  =>"iiury    as  soon  as  he  could 

man-vigorous  Too  ^^n  ^'  ^^^^^inly  a  dangen 
Inspectofsummoned  all  .00"^"'^"^°"  ^'^'^^  1 
capture  on  paTn  of  dreadfuf  ?''T'  *°  ^^^^*  ^^  * 
however,  only  resu  tedTn  f hi  ^^^  Penalties.  Th 
of  the  sole  adult  male  C.\t  ^'^'"P*  ^isappearan 
women  retreated^th^n  f^"^'"".'  ^^^^^  «^^"  tl 
whencethey  called  tTttir Xn^shril^  ''^ 
thehTdr/'a.^ou^'^^^   ^^^^   Sf"o?^,„   ,, 

"  Peter  "_"  ji^  "_Bob  "  "  a  ^ 
were  summoned,  and  all  wifh  ~~  ^"'^''^  '  A 
Such  a  thing  did'not  happ^in  C^^^^^^  ^^^^^^^^^^ 
and  there  were  cases  wheS  m^f  Freetown  every  da) 
safely  discounted-las  wLn  h'"^  "^^^^  "^'^ht  b 
big  to  talk  over  wiS  ih^VuT  V^  ^omethinj 
with  the  other  voSeratin.  ^  ^?'■^°°^-*h^t  i^ 
Jim,  Andra  and  Bob  sta;ed'on  °'''^-     ^    ^'''^ 
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nearly  taking  the  heel  of  iw^fr"";  "T  ''"''wards, 
solKwX'yTffI  -  tHe™  both,  irate,  a 

I  would  lay  .^l°t^,h  fbc7t";rtr'^Y^ 

PhU  Calmont  T  Who  Js  ,h»T''   '"Jr"'    "*"'   y™  ' 
dog^ollars  ?  •■  "  windlestraw  with  the 

Inlpect""adva„Vn';^ra°' ''^'r '  '■  -^"^  ">« 
most  recent  Snfir       /fu  °'  handcuffs  of  the 

wishing  that  trecrim^^;i^?"l,"'°"«''  ^  ''^»™  ■"^n. 

powerful  musfuta^drefop'Sf^r  ^""^^'<^  ^"-^^  ^ 

ment  of"S^'Cd  he  se:r?>,''''i:.^'^  ««>  °"«  ™ove- 
glittering  and"^e™ern V  '  ""T^  ''^''^  »'  ^'"l 
nearest  house  IthtmLt^h,??/ ..*''"  '°°'^  »'  "^^ 
are  not  very  high  ^  ''""'^  °'  Creetown 

deed":Od  n"oTbr  TiroutT  r^i-  -  *"»•  »- 

under  the  detective's  nnf.K  "^'""^''^  *^«  '^°™ 
certificate  o?  character  ^''  *"''  °'  ''™P""y 

come^oVaTha^is-cInnVr  h"^ '  "  "'  ^^"^-  "  '  ^-^ 
and  needed  a  hSday  "^"The  "^r^"'  ^'f"  »*  B^bao 
under  stress.  By  that  time  I  hin  ?*/  P"'."  ''"<' 
sea,  and  so  gotl^horeJ™"  ""^^  '"°"S''  "'  «« 
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"  But  what  of  the  rar  5  "        •    J,   -r 

son,  foaming  with  ra«     ■•  „   if  ?"»P":tor  He, 
this  rigmarole— _M?°  '      *'  '^°"  *  *»"'  to  lies 

you  Slo"w  r^"s^5  i,t  :°th?/  "-''°"  -"'"^  '» 
The  inspecto"^  ha,;S'Lt??«/°'»°«"'  ^™« 

His  -^s  ^^"  o1l'„''n%tte°l'^^''  '° '"^  «>' 

haulS^'af  a5lt;:^iS'^ -"y.  "  »'^  <'<>■'•' 

power  MercMes.  and  ttoeJ^,"S?'^» '*"«>' >'o 
because  he  won't-you  hea^^^l'  *"?  *.°  "«»  ^ 
have  something  in  Ws  h»^  t-  k  ^'*"^«'-  •>«  " 
body^    I  veryLariy  dlT^  """'••  **"  ""t  sor 

Insp"trrHe1,drrs"on°"\'jH'"%"'*'''-«?  ••  -■ 
dentity.  and  the  leTgih  ofjou'^vta^?"?™™  ^' 
It  IS  a  case  of  murder  !"  ^      ^^^  *^°""tri 

Vic  whistled. 

Icou'?d'ifsS;d\Sstht'd;^^  "«"*-a] 

such  toys.     As  for  thfcar   f  J     ^  ^^2'*  P^^y  wi 

explained  that  he  was  tr^nl'.    T""?'  ^^^^^h  mt 

had  put  in  at  Rasrarre!   t  fv^'u^J^^"  ^  ^^p,  whic 

Spar.    He  told  me  that  thiJ  w  ^^.i""  '^^^'  ^^'^  Heav 

and  that  it  need^^a  repair  o^tw^*^^^  7""'^''  ^ahn' 

to  Kirktown.     Would!  nnH   ^r':^''' "^"^^"S  bac 

with  the  firm  ?   I  don't  knot  k^^'J*'  ^^  ^  ^^^  bee 

rather/ I  said  ;   '  there  or  thl^JT  \' ^'?'^-    'Well 

job  just  suited  me     ?  told  hT,^  ^^f V       ^hy.  th. 

been  over  some  rough  counfr^^^*  ^  '^^  ^^e  hac 

I  would  take  her  Se  and  gSd  of  thT^^  *°  ^"^* 
see,  I  am  a  working  Tntil  *^®  chance.     Yot 

gentlemen  willTeUyfulg^ndli  "'  ?**^^^  °^  ^^es 
a  drink.     Well.  I  wS  renaSn  A"if  ^!t^'  ^^  ^^  had 
came  along  and  beg?n'SZg'^eVut"^?^"  ^°" 
no  trouble  before  that  "  ^^®^®  was 

WmW  Ih:  S^S^ctr-"""'-'  "''^  <«'J  "e  go  ?  " 
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did  nnfh^l  ^^^^  S°°*^  P^°P^^  ^"  tell  you.  I 
Mr  °;?*  ^^'^*^^  any  more  about  him.  I  knew  it  was 
Mr.  Kahn  s  machine,  and  that  I  was  in  luck  to  ^et 
my  fingers  on  the  driving  gear  of  a  Big  'Un  ifnt 
anybody  in  Creetown  wm  tell  you!  it  wa^some 
time  yesterday,  you  see !  "       ^  ^°"'^" 

a  h1,yit  gesturr'°^  ^"*  "^  ^^^  ^^°^^-  -th 

go' home""'  "^  °°  ^'  '  "  ^^  ^"^^  '  "  -«  -ay  as  well 

Oh  °vp?*!f,°^  ^^'  i^^^ever,  he  made  his  inquiries 
Oh,  y^.  the  men  drawled  as  they  lounged  in  dS' 
interested  attitudes  about  their  doors  Each  had 
been  watching  all  the  time  with  a  corner  of  a  httle 

A  saturnine  woman,  landlady  of  a  hotel  in  a  neiah 
bounng   Fleet   village,   interposed   that   she   kiew 
nothmg  about  it,  having  just  come  over  for  a  dav^ 
pleasunng,  but  that  in  her  opinion,  no  foreigners 
whatever  were  decent.     As  for  her,  she  was  glad  to 

"T^  'h?/"^  '^^'  '^'  ^^^  nothung  about  it 

saidTh!^  ^^.°"'*°?^^^*^  y°^  g^t  to  Gatehouse  !*" 
said  the  Inspector,  whose  mood  by  this  time  was  bv 
no  means  unruffled.  °y 

called  outi  m^n''"^  ^'^  """"u^"  "°^*  °^^^  his  airm." 
caUed  out  a  httle  woman,  who  had  come  down  some 

Sn^e"''''^' ^'"'^T.'^^  there  should  be  furthe 
r«i«.     '     ^^^-r^.^  takkm'   terrible   care   o't.     I 

^e  pond  r?''  ''  ''  '"'''  ^°^*^  *^^  "^^i^t  Pa-t  o' 
"Hoots  awa'  Mistress  !  "  cried  the  jealous  crowd 
ye  are  aye  i'  the  mune.  Mistress  Elfie  !  " 
fir^f  Lk^^  Inspector  had  taken  to  Mistress  El'-^e  at 
lirst  sight.     Here  was  a  woman  of  restrained  state- 
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worked  ft  ^r  Jal?s  Tr^'"^  ^^y^-  «"  " 
fnd  a  grand  mJtThV^^^'''^'^^f-sh^  mea 
from  the  Pier,  and  was  of  o^;-  ^ll^^^^  had  seer 
to  pick  up  a  muckle  conn  ^  u  .**'^*  '^  ^as  waiti 
man  hadV^off  he  S?.  n  •  Tk^"^'  ^"^  ^^^^  you 
Hotel  a  co%le  y 5' ^!!"t.,''°5*'  ^"^  ^^^"  ^^  * 
before  the  dark  foreWr  h  J  "^'""^  ^'^""g  ^^^ 
vug !  foreigner  had  gone  on  board  t 

^^  But  already  the  Inspector  had  had  enough  of  M. 

Morris" 'Twin?  tTsel^H^  "  'i  '^  ^^"^-"<^ed  of  V 
have  taken  S  up  •  ''  '^'  ^^^^^  ^^^^^  they  m^ 

caJtrth^e^r;^:Thf;:i^^^^^^^^^^^    *°  ^^^  ^^s  secon 

assaulted.  Mistress  E^I^cri/d^^^^^^^ 

Weelum.  ye  had  better  tak'  him     -'      X^^'der's  oo 

machine.'     He  kens  a'  Itot  ^  ^fI't  h"  r '  '  ^'"« 

the  bonny  fur  coatie  after  Vhl  ^^  ^^"'^'^d  i, 

Aye,  an'  he  gied  him  a' t h.         ^°""€^  gentleman 

that  he  wad  hae  nTe  f.r?i,  '^^P^'"  ^^  had.  sayin 

kimmers,  and  there  w.?^'"  "'^  ^^^  them  ;    aye 

Na,  na,  Mistrels  MeNa"  VeXmT  ^"^"^  *^ '-' 

gieitback.  Geein'sgeeir?'.     AnH     L"^"^  S^""   to 

The  Inspector  intfmated  t W  ?f   w '  ^^P^"  ' '' " 
only  guide  them  to  the  soot   nn.v    ^'^^""^   ^0"W 
about  so  small  a  matter  as  ^'nFr^u  ^°"^^  he  said 

Weelum  beine  ZlhS  u    ?"  ^^^ghsh  sovereign 
c^es.  without  fiK^„^L^n^i'  ^"*°  '^'  At- 
the  wherefore  of  the^  b,rl  '*^"^'"^  *^^  ^hy  and 

^nv.„g  seat.     They  slowed  ^dX^e/'be^o"*": 
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w^t^er  'Tt  '}T  P^"'-  '"^r'  ^hi^h  the  muddy 
water  of  an  estuary  was  bubbling  and  swirlin/ 
Across  the  road  and  under  the  brow  of  a  hilT  com: 
fortable  among  thick  trees,  stood  a  large  whke 
house  with  a  corner  tower.  ^ 

*i  "  "^1^^!?  ^H  ^^^^*  ^P°*  w^ere  the  boat  was  waitin* 
there  to  the  left."  said  Weelum  ;  "  three  men  Tn  her' 
and  gye  and  angry  they  were  at  being  keeZs7e 

&  n    ^'  ^'^  '^*  ^"  ^'  P°°^h  tha^t  waTqulet 
them.  1 1  wager      I  saw  the  man  at  the  bow  oar  b  te 

wat  rlveS'^r  ""^>^  ^''  ^^^  blade?  the 
water.     Aye.  I  bit  on  mine.  too.     It    was    eood 

He  was  a  fine  young  man.  though  a  furreneer  !^' 
guardedly.'  '"  '"'  '""'"  '''^  *^^  ^^P^^^or.  un- 
Fifi  ^'"^.^^^e  vexed,  but  it's  spent."  said  Weelum 
Elfie  (whose  full  name  in  baptism  was  Elphinltone^ 

But  I  dmna  mind  m  what  shop  !     I  got  nineteen 
and  eleven  change.     Here's  the  chang!  !  " 

The  search  for  the  slayer  of  the  slain  was  ended. 

That  same  afternoon  Vic  Morris,  having  as  he  said 

tinkered  her  to  rights."  put  th^m  throigh  aU  the 

be"sfde"h^m'  ^l'''T'-  '/""^  ^^°"^  P^"'  -  h"  sa 
in  fii%    *  '  *^^  astonishing  news  of  the  overturn 

V^r  M    ""?  ?^  *^i  ^'""^*^^*  ™^"  i"  that  village 
of  SrW  ""%^i'*'u't'  ¥'  ^y''  °"  t^^  various  "bags 

sunnily  Tk^  ""^-'^  *^"  ^^"""^^^^  ^as  abundantfy 
supplied.  These  interested  intensely  one  part  of 
his  bram.  but  he  was  quite  wide  awake  to  every  word 
Phil  was  saying.  He  made  comments  too. 
hoc  /  A^l"^  down  to  her  own  room,  did  she  ?  And 
has  tended  him  good  ever  since  !     I  call  that-well 

f nM^T  i^''  "^^^  "^^^^  ^^^  ^^"^s  said  when  he  was 

Poft4^^      i'olT  '"''""  ^'  "^^"^"^  ^«-^  ^* 

'^?lf  i'.Pt?^!"!^  '*^  ^ay  already  !     Old  Car- 

wel'.  1 11  favour  you  with  a  call  and  a 

may  put  you  on  to  something  ;    I've 
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"  «'''°conmry  fo"'T"P  '  «l«™n«  lately  ; 
most  call  and  nav  m^        ^""  *"«  «"<!  forei 
,  H.  took  thVcCL'T'"  '°  Vida."'" 
'«>  trippingly  to  pkl^e  puT'  °"  "'  '""sue 

*^;-e«:.t.Isl,aH'i:l',a;;/-^co™e^u, 

Gently,  old  ladv "  /vi„ 
Mercedes,    booming   too   M     T^  'Peking  to 
no.Pliil.IwilldroDin^n  v'?*'^   """d    a   cur 
and  don-t  say "  wXd     tT"''*.^  ""^  "y  "ttk" 
take  this  round  to  Kahn's  olT',  '"'"•     ''"  going 
to  sleep  in  somewhere  J  rv  ''   ?*"  *"''  ^"^  a  si 
-nt^my  -Prise  P^tyVoZX^o ^Z^".^; 
tWo^Ste^PM    ne^,,^  „, 

ter,  with  a  certain  n^t^^'^^^'^ter-sdauK 
««  in  the  secret  of^Sr    TS^^  f'""  "f  e^ 

fe^l^*;  ^"""Pondence     But  Pm'  """*  '  '««■ 
iet  Vic  give  himself  a  colrf  ?j  k       '  "as  not  going  ( 

af  he  was  his  old  chfef  the  fir!."""  ""''P  't     Aft 

uiT^^^ With GriXg fhat't'TM"^''"*'  '^^^' 

f^imir'/vlcVlTtZnS'''  '"y  '«al  hop.  of 
loath  to  lose  him  so  anf^W  "•  *as  nevertheless 
were  to  stay  the  n'gh?  S'^r^P^.-^g'-t.    So  bitt 
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M:r?{,^^„;  r 'r^  t^  .1  ^"-n  r>'«.  who 

Us  waTto'',he;''e»"";"  r  ^'7""  jngX  and  Phil,  „„ 
cycle  from  the  act  n^^-       '^'  "''•'8''.  borrowed  a 

rode  anxiously  on  to  the  ".h^  i,  ••  ^T  P*""'  »■">  « 
tm  the  manage,?s  house  i«  «  "•>'5'' he  occupied 
order  when  h/rea'che°d  i't  before  "n'fghttu  ^"  ""  '" 

wh^:rs:»cr""p^a^£^/^^^^^^^^^ 

weekJ?o'"sp'^SruI  Ifttlr '"'"'  "  "  ^»  '="'''  -  » 

ous  laugh  Mt^l''Ne?3.?™  *^^  ^°°^  *'"'  a  joy- 
had  it  all  <ixe*drd^^?;4'KrgSis  X^ 

"  ENGLAND  EXPECTS  EVERY  MAN 
TO  DO  HIS  DUTY." 

.    ^®  ran  to  the  bunting  cases  in  thi»  "  cKo  u  »       , 
in  a  moment  more  was  hoUtfnL  thp  fl.      "^^'^  ^"^• 
he  could  attach  them  to  the  haLrds^^'^'  ""  ^^'  ^ 

"  CERTAINLY,  AM  COMING  DOWN  AT  ONCE." 

hiydtimTjff'o^hT^sir^tn'i^  ^r^'-^  ^« 

the  night  at  Walter  rn^r    V  coding  Vic  to  spend 
of  InsWtor  HendeSon.''''"^'  ""■'"  '"'  ^''">  «y« 
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morrow.  He  had  n,,f  r  ji^°''™  '°°^'^  «" 
penalties  not  to  reveal  hk" ""'"^  ""■*"  P^^"^  « 
should  come.  WhTthat  Lr  P^'^'""-""  «he  ti, 
he  d^d  not  deign  to  explafn  it  TT'"'  """^  '»  ' 
tion  with  certain  v  sits  he  wt  •  ^'^^  """«  «"". 
come  .-,  long  way  to  do  it  Ik'"?  *"•  P^V-  «« •> 
now  be  "  mulled  •■  '^'•*  *"■''"««  "">st  n 

b^o'l<^t^*°JiVS.X''^^J^aItr'^G^'■">'"'™' 
oT^yTe  fcrSi;  ----"ns^P-rgad  IJ: 

at'iuTS:  t„i;^t^:s,T'  """*  "■^'■^  - 

"  Getting  your  own  wav  »  /  k  ""/""ditions ! 
said  GriDdling  "  weU  th??  ''•^!,^»"d,  and  so  on, 
here  to-morrow  afternoo^  nT  *'"="'"  "^  *"  ^^ 
at  least  see  them  "  *"'  y°"-  I  shoulc 

mem*" te  tha^" da jf ■'. '■'^''^''''y'  "I've  an  appoint 

mj^tmedTa^n'SToumiLbHV"    ^'^"•"'"^    was 
of  .Incubus  andj™  uT§/  tt  's'Tc.^f?^^  "'^"^  ^- 

for  me'ouryor?er'fher^  =  i"''"-)  ^  '"^  ^^^^ 
«hing  to  beLcMn^KS-ktown""'  '™'"-  ''"■  ■"•* 
brov^rrt^; -'t,<;Hndlm^.  arching  his  eye- 
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nos^J'se^mTd%^'"K*  ^1^  ^^^^f*  "P«"  him.     His  strong 
nose  seemed  to  hook  more  broadly  and  fiercely  than 

p4UM^i^^  r^Tot  ill  ;t  ^'t- 

when  o"n"f  ho!';^  *''*  ^°"  mightn't  ifke  to  do't 
when  on  a  holiday-getting  pay.  and  so  on " 

"K,V  V    ^^°^^  "°*  ^^nt  that,"  said  Vic   slowlv 
but  why  not  yourself  ?  "  «*  «  vic.  siowiy, 

",9^:''  said  Grindling,   with  a  sigh 
y  hmitations  and  the  name  I  get  •   I'm 


my 


"  I  know 
m  quite  con- 


tent.    Icould  work  with  you, \hoiffh'     I  can  «f«nM 

teufrnf  whit ^,! "  r  "-*  ---that's.  iJ thTbooTer 
tells  me  what  he  is  booting  me  for  /    But  not  McKill  • 

t?at*  r  ,^r    "Li!!?-  .J  !.^:  «°-'^.  -PP»e 


brows.  """"  "'      ''^^   ^*^'  knitting 

"  Well,  that's  enough  for  me— see  there  !  " 
Gnndling  swept  his  hand  across  all  the  red  brick 
blocks  of  houses  all  marked  out  as  on  a  plan,  down  on 
the  panorama  of  Kirktown  spread  below  "I  don'? 
savvy  myself  much  in  the  w?y  of  goodness  but' t's 
a  plump  up-and-down  fact  that  I'vl  haS  to  fight  for 

phs'^nTh7r"''  '^'^y  ^^^"^"^  ''  outlayfn  the 
si;  T'^  ^°'''^''  """-^h,   well,   there!     You'll 

say  1  m  a  queer  specimen  to  be  talking  '  goody ' 
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like  this  whcn-what  is  it  they  call  my  characte 
So  frivolous.      That  keeps  me  out  of  the  berth 

with  r.     ?"  *  L**  ""*  '*^^''  "P  ^o*-  you  to-mc 
^»fn  those  four  director  fellows  I  " 

u    i!  li     *  ^  "°t  common,  Grindling.' 
He  held  out  his  hand.     "  Shake  I  "  he  said. 
And  quite  gravely  they  took  hands,  gripping  I 

in  «  l?"^'  r^'^v'''  ^°"^^'  "  kindly  P"t  you? 
in  a  bag    Grindling.    ust  to  oblige  !     I'm  goin 

able  to  say  that  you  don't  know  where  I  "  ^ 
Grindling  '"^  '^^'  ^"y^^y  '  "  «"""«d  W. 
"  But  not  with  the  same  conviction.  It's  har 
coerce  a  man  in  his  own  house."  Vic  went  on  .  " 
heres  the  smoking-room  that  looks  right  on  a 
bnck  wall  with  ivy  on  it.     In  with  you   Grind) 

You'hearlrp"'^  "°"  ^'^^  ^^^  ^-"*>'^-<^  -- 
Again  Walter  Grindling  smiled.     He  thought  1 

Bu?T.?"'^^"^^y  T"  ^^^^^  Vic  Morris  waVgo 
But  as  the  wise  reader,  of  course,  knows    hi 
never  more  mistaken  in  his  life 

ments  of' Vio"^  M  *  ^^^^^^y /"grounding  the  mc 
ments  of  Vic  Moms.     In  face  of  a  certain  L 

betake  himself  directly  to  the  Manse  of  the  Valle 

sta^bk  %T   he  r^^^^l^*^.  borrowed  a  trap  from 
staDles  of  the  long-suffering  Grindline  and  dr. 

"o'rt^.'artl""H^/"^^^  "^^'^  "-*^^<5  -  "e'cov 
ra^/fh  '  ^'^'"^  '^"^^  ^^^  hundreds  of  ya 
round  the  rugged  coast  and  out  of  sight  of  the  d 
montory  of  Rough  Island,  and  the  cottage  of ^1 
two  veteran  amateurs  in  lighthouse-scienfe  ph 
ology.  or  whatever  might  be  the  name  given  to  1 
common  hobby  of  Billy  and  Dick 

ch  J^p '  J/*"  ^^-^  ^^?  '^^dy  ^^^ly'  ^n<5  there  was 
chance  of  seemg  Janet  under  any  circumstan< 
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wish  ,0  arriietnknll'l'rhrvmLron'  l","^  •■» 
It  was  somewhat  strange  that  he  .fl  u  '^"^""wn. 

course  of  circumstS ""  "'"*""'  '»  '"«  """ 
He'i^&'v^t^.f  ™  oTtgathV:  ""  ""  ^''^■ 

But  it  warch^cIeristVc  Tvfe  ?Lt\*'  "■}'  "''^'' 
at  all,  made  no  apolories  not  even  tl  w  '*'?,  ""'t'"* 
is  the  rarest  thine  of  all  m,„  °  himself— which 

passing  their  S«fi?'„rhinVe1se''?han"'e"  T"'" 
themselves  <o  themselves      v;l  "*°,'"an  explammg 

He  had  someth^rto  sayto  Vwrhf^h^'^P"'''*''' 
and  said  if      T«  ,„  ^      ,         '  "^  therefore  went 

diiScS'butnoUo'rMo:^'  "He*h"!f  ""^  '"'™ 
able  to  understand  tle„^i*\  ?'  ''^^  "'^"  been 

Doing;    thatt  unl  «  tlf  de«'r„r-h?d"«  ='"" 

S^rmthtet^e^nYhe':?J4"^'^'°"- 
..shed  .t  thar^"S4^-^„^--«y 

nafanhilt?Ie'k^;;L"L"'*^  «""-"»«■»  spirited 
the%eacS»ds  to^heSUh'jh?"' '*'°^'1.™"'' 

SnTofSSSS^^f--- 
outfit  seemed  almost  part  of  the 

Hallo,  M.ss-ah,  Vida,  I  beg  youf  pardon-I 
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can't  get  over  the  new  name— let  me  helo  von  f 
I  suppose  you  are  communicating  with  Dick  and  Mr 
Bryan  on  the  lighthouse-which'means  tha't  you  are 

It  was  not  often  that  Vida  blushed  Tf  «.ac 
perhaps,  the  first  time  that  such  a  thin^  iTh^ 
memory  of  the  editor)  is  recorded  in  thMory' 

t^mes  ^V.fV'"'  °°^  ^^"^^^^  ^^'  ^  the  othl; 
Crimson  !  ^'^  "'  '  '°'^  ^^  ^^^  "— <J  indeed  ! 

eyfs'°'"Hewas^n'!t  J^'h''^"'^^^  ^''  ^^^  ^n«o"s 
bSutv  nf  7i?f  "?t  ^hnd  ;  iie  could  see  the  wonderful 
beauty  of  the  girl,  and  how  some  secret  happiness 

?a'r  to  S  the  h  T "  °"*  ^"*°  ^  ««-^^  wWchTade 
lair  to  fulfil  the  buddmg  promise  of  her  youth 

Thit  was  all.     To  the  ordinary  mind  the  exclama 
tion  conveyed  but  one  thing,  that  he  had  come  b?ck 

Z\  S^oi^^fif'*  ';*^^t  t-°'  -nd  thatThe  ver? 
nrst  signt  of  Vida  m  the  flesh  had  banished  the 

t"e\"urtVC\nr  "'^  n^"-     TheyS'sfem'ed 

the  shout  of  r.  c  ^r^"^^^  ^P^^"'  ^  h^  "stened  to 
tne  snout  of  the  sailors  nsmg  up  from  the  Nervinn 

quays,  or  the  tinkle  of  the  maldolines  whfch  in  sum 
Huel^r    AuThaf  r  "   ^^  f  eltered    paS^^^J 
th^n  I^;      TK  ^  '  however,  had  been  as  a  dream  of 
Ldeed^*-     ^^^*^^y-^tar  had  arisen.     "PoorJanTt." 

But  it  was  not  for  the  world  to  know  Vic  Morris 
No  ordmary  rules  of  conduct  bound  him 

And  as  for  the  signification  of  the  involuntarv 
exclamation,  that  is  still  to  seek  ^"voluntary 

Vi  J    L^*r^  Ti,"*'^^  regarding  one  another.  Vida  and 
Vic      each  with  a  secret  in  their  hearts.     But  the 

to  carrf  ?hro7.\  v"  ^"'  --^^onU.^-     He  meln 

h?m^^?SL\'riL?„l"^^"  ^--' -^^i"^ -^^^^^^^ 
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a  wf  ^"IV^"  *^^  °*^^'  ^^"^'  b^^shed  and  blushed- 
above  aU  things  conscious  of  the  import  of  that  chain 
of  coloured  flags  above  her.  Vic  had  fixed  the  k^ot 
LThe'did  nofl^  unworkmanlike  way  rnot  so'much 
atlh'e^^^l  befo'rhim^"'  "  '^^^"^^  ^^  ^^  ^-^«^ 

ont^Cle'^t  stmr  '•'Th'ft"'^''."?^^^  ^"^  -^*»^- 
to  you  ••  ^*  '^  ^°°**'  ^  ^^"t  to  speak 

an'sw^?ed^*^'' hi'-''"?*?  "Pu'*^"  ^"  ^'  '^^^''  she 

yet      Mr'  Rom.i'  f "'"^  ^''K'''  ^"*  <^annot  move 

nothe^d!-      '''  ^  "^'""-     ^  ^"PP°^«  yo"  have 

yj5^°^<l«d      "Yes."  he  had  heard. 

Certamly,  Miss  Romer,"  he  hurried  on      "R„+ 

was  comint  ^°"  "  "a  '^'  "^"^u'^d.  dreading  what 
was  coming.        I  do  not  understand!"      ^ 

hn*K  ^^^'''^     '1'^  V^*^  Mo^s,  firmly.     "  I  acte  ' 

tvHX^.^- »,■  J.  -e  coL  to  L-  o. 

termmed  to  do  right !  "  am— de- 

pJi^^^7^K^  *"  *^^  ^^^^*  spot  where-well-where 
PhU  and  she  were  accustomed  to  "  redd  o  t  ZhI- 
quarrels  and-the  rest.     Whatever  V^  iS      •    u^'I 
to  say  to  her,  Vida  could  noJtrr  to  hea^^nder 

PhU  s  and  hers.     Its  leaves  seemed  to  whisper   nf 
'^^yJ^'^'S^-^orse  than  the  flags.  ^       °^ 

she  s^d  '^?h    Tk  j/^J^o'-s-into   the  parlour  ?  " 
sne  said,     then  I  shall  be  able  to  thank  vou— for 
for  saving  my  life  !  "  you— tor— 
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Th-     y«=;S0  1a'<l-     But  It  wasn't  that !  •• 
ms  made  the  girl  wonder  yet  more  what  t 

S?«''thaTo   v-"'^  "'•  **"'"  "-W  make"  „4 
Sjj'eX1oIrott"t!^„^^-«t  seem  hut 

Mmmm 

for  m  perched  on  th?  h:^"^S"o1  Ss^Tml 

directly.     I,  seemed  haj^y  worth  wMe     tV^ 
hidden  from  him  that  nni,  v:j  ''"  ''  **« 

a  strong  preoccupaSTn  ^"^*  "^  P<»=^«d  by 

you,,  Vou  Ld^'a  .l'Z%^^V.7.^^  - 
of 'InttW^g  oi'tKf?.-  "  '  '^^  ^-^'^  -conscious 

bet^ed^iryol' -?''"'''■    '"'  '  *«-"""  »- 
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liJ«^°fh^^T  '?  ^S'. I  suppose,  to  save  a  person's 

"It  is,"  reiterated  Vic  firir'y  ;  "it  is  when  a 
Mhie?^'  ^^^y  ^*^°"t  performing   his  responsi- 

Vida  became  more  and  more  amazed.  She  could 
not  make  out  what  the  man  was  driving  at.  And 
the   shame  of   that    fluttering    signal,    Ihich    she 

^.H.T  "ii  "I'^'^y  *°    ^^^^*    ^"d  then    to  lower, 
made  her  Wush  anew.     Yes,  even  when  she  could 

her  back  ^  '^^"""^"^  '""'^^""  ^"  ^«^" 

"  CAPTAIN  TO  TAKE  COMMAND  THIRTIETH 
WITHOUT  FAIL." 

She  had  picked  the  words  one  by  one  in  her  code 
and  It  was  the  answer  to  the  query  which  Phil  had 

fi^L  .K^'^*?^  ""i^i^  ^"^°'"-     ^"  ^^^t'   Vida  was 
fixmg  the  date  of  her  marriage!     She  had  been 

pleased  with  the  device  when  she  had  first  thought 
u'i  ?lP«"ally  with  that  studied  dubiety  as  to 
which  of  the  two  was  to  be  captain  !  Phil  would  taste 
that;  she  knew  Phil.  But  now.  under  the  firm 
gaze  of  Vic  Moms,  it  all  seemed  a  little  silly 

But  after  all,  he  could  not  see  it  from  where  he  sat' 
But  what  in  the  name  of  fortune  had  he  come  to  sav 
to  her?  He  was  as  grave  as  twenty  judges  ;  as  in- 
deed, well  he  might,  for  he  was  condemning  himself 
without  measure. 

^r    I/"^.  s^J}0"sly  to  blame— most  seriously,"  said 
Vic  Morns,     and  I  have  come  to  ask  your  pardon 
If  you  are  willing  to  forgive  me.     Somewhat  thought- 
lessly, I  admit,  I  contracted  responsibihties,  but  I 
will  perform  them  gravely  and  truly !  " 
And  there  was  not  the  least  doubt  that  he  would. 
Captatn  to  take  command  thirtieth  without  fail— 
—fatl~f ail— fail ! "    The    words    rang   in    her    ear 
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be°LtofaKr ''  P-""-     What  could  the  .. 

And  that  meant  if  it  jr.*P^^^  °'  construction 
expect  thf  Sr^Ln""!^*  anything,  that  she  migh 

PhU,  a  PWl  whTwonH  h  '''°r"?  P"-"'  »  fadifn 
to  his  former  sXenofsittinTttr^  unrecognisabl, 
words  ,aU  measu^eSyfrom  hi  w'*  *"<" ''«'"«  «>« 


JJtm  he  had  saved  her  lifo   e«    u  ' 

patiently  as  mieht  hP  t?  '  °t.^^^  ™"s*  listen  as 
did  wish  th^t  Sketched  ^  ^^^  ^^^'  Only  she 
PhU  would  not  Se  LI  ^''I-''^°'^'°'  *^^* 
would  be  read  frort"g"?hfus^^^^^  ^^^"^^  *^^ 

up/t&,2«"on^L^^^^^^^^    f.^  said  squinting 
M  t^  -e  She  did^^^^W-^t^^^r  - 


promising. 
"  Vida  " 
that- 


he    said,    "  J 


tb- 


may   call   you 


priSrafter'Jl.%'e''h"a!'comf;  "^."^  «°»«  *» 
it !  They  aU  begin  that  wav  k  "".^P^°  *°  -l" 
not  to  !  ■•  ^  "*y-    They  should  be  told 

P^ted  out  plai^T^  ^  -  .f.  they^had^he  J 
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'I  have  *o  reveal  to  you  my  reasons  for  seekinir 

drlV"fI:r  "'l  h"'  yn*  ^,^"^  straighnn"' JSf 
ff  them  K  *  .  r^  ^"t*  ^"^^  ^^ason  to  be  proud 
of  i?TnH  .?*'  ^*  ^'^'*'  ^  ^"  "^^ke  a  clean  breast 

de£dld  Vi?a'?  ^'  ^°"»P^^t«ly  o^t  of  his  mind  !  " 
"  Yes."  went  on  Vic,  talking  to  himself   "  the« 
was  a  time  when  I  believed  thft  I  lord  you— '• 

gUmpse   arthi   fl  ^°"f^i  ^'^^  ""^  ^^^  a  consoling 
gumpse   at   the   flag-staff— still  blank.  ^ 

you  to  see  it  Tw?^.  ^  '^*'^  ^T  y^"'  ^  ^^^"  ^^^^d 
you/^'^ent  tJ  rhurcri^""^  ^"  ^^^^  ^^  ^^  -th 
"  ^^^^ks-a-mussy  now  !  Think  o'  that »  "  mur- 
mured Vida.  after  the  manner  of  her  chamoman 
?n.%  r'  ^^«y  Broadfoot.  who  came  to  do  thirornl 
mgs   house-work,   and  much   diverted  the  voune 

^d/'L^no^,  1'T  ^'"^  ^^^  exclamatLns.'^Tuf 
Vida  did  not  let  the  young  man  with  the  broad 

beuir  "srhV^'  ^^^"'5^  ''''  ^^^^  ^--  st  knew 
better     So  he  proceeded  unchecked  and  confident. 

ni.  J^'  '^^"'^  ""'^^^  ^^^^'^  "^g^t  to  your  cottage- 
Dick  Finnan's  cottage  at  the  Glebe  End.  that  i¥  I 
am  aware  that  I  excited  comment  by  doing  so    but 

h'a^^e^t'o^tV^^?^^"^--^^^^^^  I^^-J 

" ,','  T^i^i,  "^T  "^^y  murmured  Vida.  admiringly 
w^d  !  •' '  *^'^  ^  '  '^''^'  ^'  i^  *^^  °^ly  one"n  ISe 
And  she  stole  another  glance  up  at  the  top  of  the 
Heugh.  But  stiU  no  band  of  fluttering  cote  was 
bLowjng  out  for  her  to  decipher.     EitherVhH  had  no 

to  lonl  T'^^f'u''  ^'^"^  *^^  Portogarten  Mine 
to  look  after  itself,  at  that  moment  he  was  tearinc 

toTl  vfc  M^"^  T""'?'  *^^  ^°"^S^-     She  wantef 
to  tell  V  c  Morns  to  get  on-to  give  him  a  push-he 

was  so  slow     For  Phil  was  as  likely  as  not  to  hurl 

himself  bodily  into  the  open  window  and  put  Ws 
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arms  about  her  neck  without  saying  "  Bv  vom 
leave !  "    She  knew  PhU.  ^      ^  ^ 

She  blushed  again;  she  also  moved  a  little  farthei 
from  the  window,  but  did  not  close  it. 

tho„^r;f T-^T'^"  "^^^  ^S^^"  *^«  unspoken 
thought  of  Vic  Moms,  accompanied  by  a  heavy 

JlJ^^'l  ^l  ^^'^tin^ed  bravely.  "  I  ought  to  have 
spoken—to  have  asked  you  to  marry  me  !  Yes  I 
had  no  right  to  run  away  like  that.  I  acknowledge 

perform  tt^r'  "^"^'  ""^  ^  ^"^^  "°"^^  ^^^^^  to 

.i^^'t^u  ^^""^"^  ^J^  ^'^^'^  ^^<^k  ^*h  a  kind  of  noble 
air  which  annoyed  the  girl  exceedingly. 
^^  Mr.  Morris."  began  Vida.  half  rising. 

«r.o«  ♦k"'^°."*~>^"  "'^  °"*'"  Vic  Morris  put 
vL  H^  ''T.*^**'''^^^"^'  "  yo^  promised !  Of  course 
you  do  nght  to  be  angry.  But  hear  me  out.  I 
went  away,  however,  fleeing  from  what  ought  to 
have  been  my  pride  and  my  pleasure.     And  I  can 

?oUo^ed  "''^  "^^        *°   *'"   y°"   *^"   rest-what 

body^t'o  T"'"  ^^""'^^^^  ^'^^'  "  ^^'  **  ^^'^  =^^™^- 

wlf^"""^  ^^"^  ^'""^  ^^'^^  ^  ^^  ^'^  Spain."  Vic  Morris 
went  on.  a  correspondence  grew  ud  between 
rnyself  and  a  young  fady  of  thS  neighWhrod" 

in  mv iw^  l-"-''  ^S^'^*  °-^  '^y  ^^^^'  V  a  change 
m  my  affections-of  my  feeUngs  with  Regard   to 

Vida  was  too  astonished  to  utter  a  word  Vic 
w  if  k"  .^^l^^Wessly.  getting  over  the  ground, 
lest  he  should  be  interrupted. 

ntwl-^^^^:u^^^Y'  ^^'  Vida.  is  before  all 
h.A\.  A^\  "^^^  ?^'  Accordingly,  as  soon  as  I 
had  heard  of  your  father's  misfortune.  I  started  to 
do  what  I  ought  to  have  done  before-offer  you  a 

ftT.  t  J;,r!if  "l^-  ^  ^^^^^^l  ^'^'^^"^  •'  I  l°^e  another. 
It  IS  true  ;  that  is  my  misfortune,  not  my  fault      But 

you  need  have  no  fear.     She  shall  never  know  it 


VIC  GOES  VISITING 


379 


and  I  will  gladly  subordinate  my  happiness,  in 
order  that  you  and  yours  may  know  a  happy  home. 
Love  I  would  gladly  give  if  I  could.  Once  I  thought 
that  the  feelings  were  under  the  control  of  the  will  of 
a  determined  man.  I  have  found  out  my  mistake. 
But  I  am  a  man  of  duty,  Miss  Romer.  True,  I  love 
another.  It  is  best  to  be  frank,  but  all  the  same  it  is 
my  duty  to  make  this  offer  to  you,  and  I  do  make  it 
in  all  honesty  of  resolve  and  purpose  !  " 

There  was  not  the  least  reason  to  doubt  it. 

But  just  at  this  moment  the  little  French  window 
was  driven  in  two  halves,  and  Phil  Calmont  leaped 
into  the  parlour.  Coming  straight  and  breathless 
out  of  the  sunshine,  he  did  not  for  the  moment  see 
Vic.  The  last  accents  of  the  dutiful  and  noble 
speech  of  the  engineer  had  died  away  among  the  dull 
mahogany  furniture,  so  that  there  was  silence. 

The  next  moment  Phil  had  Vida  in  his  arms. 

"  Oh,  you  darUng !  "  he  was  sa3dng,  "  how  good 
of  you  !    To  promise  to  marry  me  on  the  thirtieth  ! 

Oh,  you !    Of  course  the  house  won't  be  ready, 

but  I  can  get  a  substitute  up  at  the  Pit  and  we  will 
have  a  long  tour — Italy,  Florence,  Rome,  Naples, 
and  home  by  Switzerland.  How's  that  ?  I  deserve 
it — Eh — what  ?  Who  the — Vic  Morris,  by  the 
Lord  of  the  Isles  !  " 

They  gazed  in  mutual  astonishment.  But  Vic 
Morris  was  not  cast  down.  Far  from  it — Vic  Morris's 
feet  were  dancing  a  little  double  shuffle.  He  could 
not  keep  them  still  for  joy. 

"  I  see — I  see  !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  I  have  come  the 
day  after  the  fair.  You  don't  want  to  marry  me 
then,  Vida  ?     You  never  did  ?  " 

"  Well,  hardly,"  said  that  young  person,  demurely, 
"  it  isn't  legal,  you  know.  Or  at  least  it  won't  be 
after  the  thirtieth  !  Besides,  there  is  that  change  in 
your  affections " 

"  Don't  laugh,"  he  said,  seriously,  "  I  will  be 
Phil's  substitute  for  your  honeymoon,  or  find  him 
one,  if  you  let  me  off !     I  know  it's  a  lot  to  ask,  if 
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^^4^- 


myself  I    Oh   I  mv  «khl       *f' .  ^"^  "^^e  , 

have  Whe'd/  TsulZu't.Z'-^Z/.Z'^'^ 
TeU  us  who  the  girl  is !  "  caJ^  ^a     ,y    . 

co4'„^"CS;/^^-/ -  stark  ,1  ten  yo„ 
an  owl.     I  madp  Hao^  f,      ^        ^  ^°  ^^^  solemn  a 

;;  Than/  y^i  ■^r^z:::^^^'  — -■ 

always  laughtag  a?  me  %s       '  "^  "  "o*-     She  ii 
board  as  you  hive  d^e  "    '  ""'''  """^  "«  ''3'  *•"< 

answ^d'UUtVntld  Phil'°"rr'  ""'"  """^ 
which  pleased  his  sens^  „*  *.    ■  •  "  "***  Problem 

"SA;didl  "ifirt  vt  °'  femimne  probabiUties. 
cleverer."  'aid  Vic,  prompUy.     "  She  is  much 

gloty^w^ou'fi  ■■*'*  y°"'   "0™-     Go  where 

Ph]J!'onf  e^ch  "^  ""'^-''o*''  "^  •"-«>»  to  Vida  and 

or  maSml4?hr?p£S'*r^''"''™'"'' heart 
"  rU  tell  y  u  to-Sowi^r/?-  '"'l"""."  he  said. 
I  have  GrindlSi?sT"n"^  ^^t^^'F'oon.Imean. 

But  that  is "tiSfl  '^Pt**"™  ^t't  '"t*?^  '^I?-- 
time  !  "  *  ^*y  '    Takes  such  a 

tha't^git  tttvt" "'1  ^"t-"  s^-J  Ph".  "take 
the  aftem!o„  anThVrnfSsl.t"'  '"P  "«''  » 

ten  rr  'liS'°~°\  ''?''''  S"  'i'^e  that  ?  TeU  us- 
tatly!"  1     Who  .s  she  ?  "  caUed  out  Vida,  b^eTcr 

PWl^h'^d'b^r'Sinf  1>  'Tp'^S  "^  ">e  cycle 

without  witing  for  cLment^S?  °"  "P  ">»  ^ill 

"  Wen,  I  never T-  S  fh    °?,'^  announcement. 

Uke  other  g^b  ""  wh^^^l  ^'''  ^''?  *'*«'  ^  "'a' 
"  guia  ,      tvAitt  can  he  see  tn  her  }  " 
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and 


Probably."  said  Phil,  gently  retaking  his  place, 

see  in^ou  r'^^  ^  ^  '°  ^''  '^''  "  "'''^  "'""^^  ^^^*  ^ 
And  they  were  content  to  let  it  go  at  that-other 
atteSio^°"     immediate    occupying     their    joint 


CHAPTER  XL 

THE   WISDOM  OF  THE   WISE 

the  loaned  machine  Tufted  Wm  f "  ''*'"'"«  *"<' 
gradually  went  slower  and  Jowe?tm  h,'.  ""f^f '  "' 
have  walked  as  fast     vij,?'^"^  ""■'«  ""W  almost 

Th^/'h  1  ^r  "'  "'^  ''"-confidenct^""""*  '  "''"^^ 

his'^:^'at''w:^.'A's?riirr"«^°"-«"»'j»'-e. 

as  Janet  had  expIainTd  ^^u'^™'' **'""y  Arrayed," 
rem'embered  tS'Tsf  expJZon  "  H*"^"     «« 

:.^i;^ti»r^£fJS^^^^ 

must  expect  that      «;«  v,v  J^  j     Please  other  people. 
"  fired.""^  His  pride  walno^^^^^^  being^i^Iy 

do  to  him.  But  womn  ^rk  JS"  ""^^^  "^^°  *=0"^d 
inatter.  He  had  as  he '  s?M  "^Ir'^  T"  ^"^^^^^ 
Vida.  She  had  been  lauehfnf  in  t^^%^  "P  "  ^^^ 
Am.  Vic  Morris,  who  up  t?S  now  h.h'  f'""^  t'  ^''^' 
own  way-or  taken  "t^  Lw  had  h^.^7'^45"^  ^^^ 
crashing  through  all  peevish  onnn  •^  '  ^^^  ^^ 
head  down,  like  a  hull  charrinl  °PuP°'\*^°"^' .  ^th  his 
parted  shoots  smart  h^sflSk!  ^^''^PP^'"  ^^°^« 

a  |eld1f-!fat^-S  1^^::^^!^^^  ^^^^^ 
Kirktown  he  got.  the  less  diH  >,o  ?^*-     .      "^^^^^  *<> 

out  preparati^o„lnt:the^entnrjrenrt 
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Onf  b v^'r  ^^PP^ire.    He  called  to  mind  her  letters 

Vida    of  PhU    nno.  K  "^'T'  """  ""  *^^  »l>Ock  Of 

&f"?  ^-  ™  call"/.  hTa  t':'^;:! 

£m  v^^'°-'  t""  •  "  *"  unbelievable.  PhU  had 
Mo^  cV"h'"iH"'"^,,  He.  the  rejected.  I  udo'',Sc 

heard  in  his  life.  And  he  hummed  "  The  Voice  that 
breathed  o'er  Eden  !  "  Whirh  Hiri  ««♦  ^oice  that 
easier  at  all.  ^  "^"^  °°*  "^^^^  things 

«.iH^!?K°'"^*i;'"^.*^^*  ^^^  ^"end.  Mr.  Irongrav  had 
said  to  him  after  he  had  been  "  fired  "  by  Se  I„ 
cubus  people  swam  up  from  the  under-deei^  of 
consciousness.     "  The  last  shall  be  firetf       ^  °' 

a«  nSi        ?"°'*^^  f*  *^^  ^^'"e'  refused  to  receive  it 
as  philosophy,  and  had  even  called  it  "  preachSess  " 

Wei?'l  '^?K^  ^"^"^  *^^  CameroniarminTster 
WeU.  he  had  been  wrong  and  Mr.  Irongray  rSht 

His  thoughts  turned  towards  the  Kirk  on  "he  Hill 
He  would  go  up  there,  get  some  lunch  at  the  Manst 

^  th^Fn^/^'  afternoon,  when  aU  would  be  quS 
at  the  Fowlers,  he  would— yes  he  wni,M  „«  i 
have  it  out  with  Janet.     But  oh-irwhat^a  M 

MortVh"»~'".r''*'  *  <^'>"«»ed  mo^d  not  v/j 
Mo™,   but  another.    Of  course   he   woijd    "  teS 

thS'leH*?.'^^,'?'  *'"  'i.'"'  '"<=""«.  the  waggon  ruts 
that  led  from  the  incubus  mines  dyine  awlv  asTh. 

^t  wHct  t\"e'  "-'."f"^/.""  only'iSf  Sb'rrow 
tW  ted  th^  M     """"*f  ''™''"  "  his  beadle  cul- 

thei^pe*'^  f  STgle^^fcT;  ~""  "'  '^^"  -""«"« 
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thin^.;  .  i^tr"*!*^  Benjamin  was  at  home.    A  litt] 

hi  H^  •  tht,  v^t''  ^  ^l"^*^  '"^^  compressed  abi. 
the  hi» ,  thus  Vic  »foms  found  Mr.  Irongray.     Othei 

s^*^*  hT  T  "°  ^^^r*""  >"  *»»«  Manse.  saveVhat 

Sace  of  th^  vn?K,  °'  *"?*""  y^^"  had  taken  th 
Place  of  the  voluble  mother,  who  had  run  her  son' 

head  agamst  so  many  stone  walls  during  her  tci 
yejrs    conduct  of  the  affairs  of  the  K?rk  on  th! 

"Morris!     Well!     Morris!" 

And  a  handgrip  said  the  rest.  Both  were  stroni 
men.  and  the  water  that  stood  in  their  eyermay  hav 
been  due  as  much  to  the  muscular  power  deteS 

••  WhA  K°"-     ^''^^  ^^''^  ^^«  ^  "ttle  of  both 
What  brings  you  here.  Morris  ?  " 

Vic'had  TJiV  T"  *^^"  ^^^^  *h^"  answered. 
hZiJ^'  dwelt  long  enough  in  Scotland  to  know 

?nr  Hf.*^S*"/r'.^y,"'''"K  ^°^  Mr.  Irongray's  mothw 
for  his  brother-in-law.  his  sister,  his  nephews    hS 

aTcotmfv'.^^*'*"'^  ""*°  many 'generations    'For 
L  fn  V,^^  *^r  »,"?P\^»«nt  at  your  asking  questions 

♦»,-  ^*?*J  ^°'  something  to  eat !  "  Still  Vic  put  off 
the  evil  day ;  but  he  himself  saw  that  it  coiSd  not 
be  for  long.     The  silent  elderly  woman  of  fSddhi^ 

laid     In  five  mmutes  they  would  be  left  alone 

"  I  suppose  that  the  first  thing  you  will  do    when 
you   do    see  Janet   Fowler.  wiU  be  trteU  her  ^ 

Wrf-' '  '"""*    "'^'''^"'^  ^*h  ^^^^  Vida-Tah-- 
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slice ofXsTtVe^at'^thh''  '""'"«  »^^"^"'^ ^  '^u^al 

of  looking  at  thinis  vfn  ^*  ^u"^^  ^'^^  ^^"^  ^^V 
believe  in%onipu?sorv  a^rirnf'  ^  "^."'"^  ^^  **°  "«* 
all  to  a  womai^^    A^,  "k  "^''^■*'°"'^'^^°"-Jeast  of 

dropsthinAe^an^l^'^^t^^^ 

causo  he  wills  it  "  *"*5".     ne  lorgets  them,  be- 

Kirk  on'tTe  HUut^  oil"' ^''t'  ™"«'"  »'  "•« 

ing  almost  as  suddenly  ^7" 'mi'"""  *?"!.'  '='"'"«■ 
a  lever.  "uwiy  as  if  some  oi..  '.,ad  pulled 

.h^re^^lot;tS^g°'c!o"':,il:i'l^^^^^^^^       ^  "  »P°"n. 
M«  forget."  ^oa-uke  m  the  worst  man.     He 

led^'^Tht  mSterV^'*  'f "«  ^'^*^"  ^^  ^^^  being 
subtle.  ^^"^  "^^  **  °n<=e  so  simple  and  s5 

awomrgod^'as'godr/^^^^^  ^^--.  ^-t 

for  this  relsoi      Illan^orA,-^*^  '*  "°*  ^^^^'^^  ^"^ 
forget,  and  therefore^^n  or  divine  a  woman  cannot 

of  the  matte^of  Vida  Roilr '  T"^"  ^^^^"'  'P^^^  not 
to  Janet  Fowler  V  Tht,       '  '^^'^  "^^^  ^^^^d  Bryan. 

"It  seems  Hke  the  hlT''  ^"1"'^  ^^^*  ^°"y-" 
Wheel  of  grea\tV.''\aw';?i^^^^  °"  « 

sons  for  so  light  a  thing  •"  ^"^  ^^^"^  ^«^- 

beior?I'i."fiJL^^^^^^^  n^-  the  Lord  or 

is  anything  To  be  treatfdTK*?  ^'^Sr^Y-     "  Nor 
your  life  !^  You  tell  me  fh./'^^*^y  ^^^'  may  wreck 
nianagain,agoodti™hfu,  .n^"  ""^"'^  "^^^^  ^e  a 
have  this  woS^  to  Jjff  p '"^""'^^^  ™^"' ""^«^«  you 

new;a";.'^B'ut  a'it  II?  H^"^  *^t  '"^^^^  ^  ^ 
affair.     He  wanted  ?       '  *^t*  "^^  *^e  S^st  of  the 

be  bappy  :rhoiVhr^l^"f!f;^f  j^-- 

uer.     we   felt   that   more  and 
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more     The  minister  was  near  enough  the  mi 
i-et  it  pass. 

"  A  little  while  ago  I  too  should  have  bidden  ^ 
follow  your  thought.  I_I  did  not  then  know  \ 
a  man  may  desire  the  fellowship— the  love  01 
woman      I  thought  it  was  a  matter  for  children  " 

...Wa  T^r^.  *°  '^^^^'^  ^^^  *^^o^t-  He  had  beco 
suddenly  husky  in  speech. 

ilirJi?  ^T  *'^^,\"^'"  he  continued.  "  ill  physica 
-morally  also.     I  have  been  weak  as  water-I  v. 

n!^>7  i°.?^f  •  "^^'^  ^^^  ^  ^y^^'  whereof  I  Ic 
omitted  the  first  verse,  for  you  know  that  thou 
we  smg  no  hymns  in  public  exercise,  we  are  i 

beX':    '"  ^"'^^'''     ^^'  ^y"»"-y«"^  ™ay  know 

"  Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid, 
Art  thou  sore  distressed  ?  " 

f«il^°T  ^°''  y^^  ^  P^""^^  *hat  verse  over  scor 
■    r^^'^J  ®y®"  comn-ented  publicly  on  the  flacc 
stL  pidity  of  modem  hymnologists  as  comparef  ^, 
the  Hebrew  psalter-a  subject  indeed,  too  muc 
neglected.     If  a  man  were  languid,  and  the  reTt 
was  because  he  had  not  enough  to  do  !     He  neede 
stimulus  and  work !     But  diadly  sicknSs  and 
gnawing  at  the  heart  have  taught   me^ff^ren 
Strange,  strange  that  a  woman  may  occupy  such 
place  in  a  man's  thoughts,  that  because  of  her  h 
may  suffer,  even  to  the  wasting  away  of  the  body  -  ' 
Ihe  Cameronian  minic'er  was  silent  for  a  while 
One  could  almost  hear      s  desires  grinding  on  W 

rnn7^'^°'^?  *o  y°?'"  ^^  ^^^'  "  Yes.  confide-e  fo 
confidence !  But  I  have  not  the  right.  jom. 
months  ago  I  did  my  duty,  or  what  I  thought  to  b 
f^Jnf  ?i^^'     ^  ^'^^."'^  %  "^^  ^ho  had  been\  sinner 

tW  f  Ia^  '^°"'^!;  ^J^'^^-  ^  thought  beforehand 
that  I  had  measured  the  bitterness  of  the  cup  giver 
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lo !  it  proved  a  hundred Ml'^^'"'?  **»  '<«*.  »»<» 
paused.  ,a^n«  h.  ^t^^^^^^it^ 

hath  it  if  not  I  ?  vf'.'Sd  r  i  ^"L*  *°  'P'ak-  Who 
tainly.  but  in  a  diBltn"^°SlJ'"y  ^^ain  ?  Cer- 
face  to  face,  not  Jth  dS'.  T".""*"  and  man. 
peace.    So  I  mieht  h»v.  f   ''^"'L  *^'  "akes  dis - 

Jor  me.  the  cZp^iorprorstd*'^^''  ^'S"'" 
Moms,  go  your  wav  A  m»^  J  '""-ah.  well, 
far  more  .Ln  shfcan  e"er  nerf  I'  good  woman 
giveherofyourfirstandbi?  DolJ'f'l  Therefore 
for  granted  •  let  h,.r^i,„„        ,  """"t  take  anything 

o'pfty.as  I,  ala  .  dMn°  do'  'fl'lV'" l^^"  ^-^^ 
my  love,  because  of  them,^'  1,     ?".'  "  '"  'he  face  of 

I  did  it   being1h°e  mLTamY"'*"""     ^"""'"^'y 

Mr.  Iron^ry  t^tctd'^thr^T.  ^.T"/'  '""""-'y' 
errand.     He  noted  with  a^Ti  "*"  '''?"'  °n  his 

y.cdidnotwalkany  Weras»^nV!,  ?P'°^*''   ">at 
to  him.    But  there  w,r?.!  ..*■■'  '"*"  belonged 

Mr.  Irongray   S^  that  JreTn  "^S' '"  *"«  "earfll 
and  silences  '"at-reproaches.  and  sufferings 

and^rfn-^'S  't^'^^^^'T^f^'  "P™  "» 
meaning  or  power  to  hnM  4.  f.^^-'"'"^"^^'  without 
his  hat  and  wenfout  H.^h  ^**!?^i«".  he  took  up 
which  skirted  the  privet  hedtf'rS'  "**^^  ^°°*P^th 
curve  which  had  be"n  PhH  ^^i  '^^",f"^^ked  by^the 
t;  e  days  when  he  came  l^l^^^^J*  ^.  ^'"^^^^r,  in 
Nunsby.  ^^^^  *o  confide  m  little  Miss 

'^^-E^oJe'rt?^^^^  a  moment 

he  had  denied  the  safra  "  nf    f    ^^' T"  *°  ^»^ora 
had    deemed    public    w."f'  ^^^L^^^ds  which  he 

flitting  shadow^^^ThLfha^^^^^^^^^^^  ^    brisk 

open  Windows,  .^^^^^^^re^rr^e^n. 
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Virginia  creepers.     Then  he  sighed  and  went  his 

had  S/d  r'J  '^^^r^  *^^*  Rose  NunTby  a^o 
nad  watched  him  from  the  very  moment  he  had  left 
his  o.^  door.     And  she  had  had  to  pis  right  from 

her  there  '°"''''  ^^  ^'"^"'^  ^^^'^  ^^^y  called 


CHAPTER  XLI 

"  JANET !    JANET  !  " 

"Janet!"    "Janet!" 

*hl^^  engineer  had  not  begun  eloquently  so  far  as 

was'SieT  r''  ^°-     '}  ^'^  thelittle/oom  whiS 

?oom  ttsTKft^H^^  valua^e/'^wasl  S 
waT;n  S^i         -^^^  ^''''/^  everything  had  to  give 

Sh  P  nche7the°"'  ''''^'  "^  '^'  '^^''''''  books! 
wnicn  pinched  the  space  necessary  for  the  kitchpn 

stores  and  threatened  to  encroach  7n  the  coal  cellar 
But  at  least  Janet  and  Vic  were  alone     The  ^1 
^^«^^«f  two  is  not  the  aloneness  of  one     ^c  con 
sidered  this  an  entirely  new  thonX   o c%, 
bered  his  vigils  on  the  ^s^o^liof  ouSid;  S^^^^ 
and  recalled  the  nights  whe/hJ  ^a'heS  tfe  no^^^^^^^^^ 

pffiir^^eSc^::^^^^^^^ 

rather  shm  than  otherwise,  with  hair  sweepL  b?ck 
hke  a  mane  from  a  brow  broad  but  not  hTg^rm  Sps 
and  a  nose  which  the  owner  affirmed  had  been 
attached  as  an  after-thought  with  putty  p  That  was 
Janet  Fowler-yes.  that  is.  except^for^her  eyes  and 

onM^ch  tr>!^-''  '"^  -"derneath  the  broTd  brow 
on  which  the  hair  grew  so  low  and  light. 
Janet!  Janet!  I  love  you  !  " 

aU    B,??^.h''°f  '^l,T'cu  '^^^  ^'^  s^id  nothing  at 
aU.  But  she  trembled.  She  would  have  given  all  she 
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^  mg.  But  in  spTte  of  h.?  ^?*  herself  from  tre 
blown  by  the  fo?ce  of  hk  T"  '^^  ^^^ok  like  It 
such  for  the  first '^ml'7,*„^°f^-ords.  She'  hVa 
ner  hands   by  her  side    .u       ^°^^«r  stood  wi 

disentangling  them  her  L^fl^"?^*^^^  '^^^P^"g  ^^ 
from  ash  to  rose     She  L^    "•  °«^  ^"°"»  red  to  pal 

She  held  Um  o^'ff^ift"*' '    J»"«t !  " 

But  Vi,  hadt"„ttrte*d  tth^^'t^f  ^"-«™- 
w>i  the  occasion.     Mr    Tr^  *^®  subtle  casuistry 

eyes  were  lite  nJTdritn  iMn^    ^^^     4phi  e 

lu?r  '""'n  '"""  themr'  "'"  ""y  ^""^     I  could 

he  would  llavetngl'dlfan  uo"' %»^"  «  'wo  bef„„ 

'ove  a  woman     •'*"'*-*hat  b,  as  a  man  ou^t™ 

thinni:tt';:t"-/^at  She  ^,  ,,,„^  ^^ 

a  thousand  miles  off  and  si^.^i^'*  '""  *"  all  t^J 
pen  m  her  hand  !  B^t  n^  *k^  ""'"'''"I  it  with  a 
her   and  she  could  no"  tSki  h"'  •■'  ^'""^  "e  «: 

f„t\'?;T'"=d  so  violently  that  W.  '^''.  °«  ^'^  'a« 
wg  his  tone  suddenly  char^^^  k  ^?*  "•  ^^d  '"■^ '  ng- 
return  ^-^h^ged  her  w.th  loving    Jf„ 

i  don  t,  I  don't  '  "    u 
almost  laughed,  knowinf  different'"      '"'^  "•^'  ^e 


"  JANET  !  JANET  !  "  ^^^ 

Th^t! Vow^ve"^^^^^  )IT^^',-  triumphantly, 
knew  it.  '         ^^'  ^"  ^^y°"^  her.     And  she 

•'  Th^iu""^^'"  ^^"^  '^"^^'  "  b"t  I  don't  love  you  '  " 

^  Jhere  was  no  answer.     The  old  Vic  was  coming 
tac«cs  n"  ""  "^  ''"•''  '  "  '""^  "^  '^"e  desperate 

hel7°Youl'"  tfe  h«'  '°°''^'  "•'""  "'  ««  "<" 
Janet   had   f„K*^  ,^1"'  "^'""6  '"  Block  G." 

fariSr  occ„„ed  ,0  he^at  ?h\T"  "^=^?-    ?°"'*"8 

SeVe^foc-siiro-hirh-":?^^^^^ 

:5Jat!^e7f^Talr%:fe^ot,oo:a; 

mui  t'!  ^r.,i°  look  at  me  !  "     He  said  this  not  so 
longer.  ^^'  ^""^  ^'  ^^  "^^"^«  to  hold  her 

eye1^unonT,^'^TK""''^*^"  ^"Pt^^  o^  her  sapphire 
if  h.^^K  •     ^^^  ^P^'"^  ^"  them  was  extinguished 

L^tened  Tnd"n.'"'^  '  "^^"°"  ^^°"-     Te^-"had 
moistened  and  softened  everything      Tanet's  pt^^c 

were  deep  wcUs  o,  youth  a/d  befut/ryU  ZS 
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time.  ^'     ^^  ^^  the  vanquished,  th: 

of  the  deep  sea  or  of  if  "^^    ^^^^  ^^"^"ess.  a 

become  mysteriously  iauiS'^  ^°°''''  P^^*"^^^'  ^^^^ 
flow.     Vi/hi?Uy  p^^^^^^^^^^  t°"t  to  over 

suggested  itself  to  h?m^  the  rini  '"  *^^.  ^^y  ^^^i 
circumstances.  He  St  hlr  c?^  •  !  convenient  in  th( 
then  come  closer  again  "°^  '*'*^^"  ^^^  "««. 

finitely  tou  good  for  me      Yo;  r..n^  ^°"  "'  ^°- 
me  f  "  ™^'     ^ou  really  cannot  love 

"  Then  r  ^hJii  L     ™^^"^ge  responses. 

a  voice  rehtadlt";Wcttad°T^  '''""^  '  "  ^^^ 
;■  Please,  J^et.'^i:^;^^S,tVy'ST''-^'^^"- 
board  now,  and  I  won't  teU  -  H„nf  ,  ^""  ""P- 
jump  on  me  if  I  do  •'  ™  '     ""P*  a  mouse  may 

-yo^gi/Ttt  ?a"ii?;''''"'  *"'  ™^  Violet  Fowler. 
I  "  Violet !  "  cried  her  sister     "  w 
you  been  here  ?  "  '^^        ^^^  ^^^g  have 

long  > ,  .F-    I    have  ^the   .^^'^of   tJe  ^^  o''„7 
„  TUs  jas  against  aU  discipline,  but  necessity  is  all 

.hiIlfit"is'Zct7e-'bS?tf  J"-^'-  "•""  '^""■t 
I-we-I_that  is   Vic  anTr  .f  1»»ything  that 
shall  tell  father  as  soon  TA     ""^  ashamed  of.     We 
"Oh  .       ^n  as  he  comes  in  »  " 
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"  ?®*  °^*'  yo"  ^"^e  heathen  !  "  cried  Vic,  "  there '" 
(he  thrust  a  shilling  into  her  hand)  "go  and  buy  toffee 
for  the  whole  crowd.  But  don't  say  a  word  to  a 
soul.  Boys  shouldn't  know  anything.  You  under- 
stand, of  course,  but  they  wouldn't.  What  do  Alf 
and  Tim  know— about  things  like  this— secrets  ?  " 

The  small  girl  regarded  the  shilhng  in  the  palm  of 
her  hand  with  some  disfavour. 

..  "  ^^  it'^"^®^"*  ^or  the  whole  lot."  she  suggested. 

the  big  boxes  cost  half-a-crown  !  " 

Vic  snorted  with  laughter,  and  found  her  half-a- 
crown,  which  he  spun  for  her  to  catch.  Violet  caught 
It  adroitly.  One  has  not  three  elder  brothers  for 
nothing. 

'.'.  J?,°^  Sive  me  back  the  shilling  !  "  he  said. 
..  /  A,    P"*  **  *"  "^y  missionary  box  !  "  said  Violet. 

lather  says  that  if  we  mean  to  do  good  to  those  in 
far  countnes.  it  is  the  same  thing  as  doing  it '  Cos 
we  can't  always  tell  how  it  will  turn  out.  So  I  shall 
mean  well  awful  hard." 

Evidently  Violet's  missionary  box  was  paved  with 
good  intentions. 

"  Mind,"  he  said,  giving  up  the  shilling  to  its  fate 

not  a  word  to  a  soul !  " 

"  Not  till  you  are  married  to  Janet,  and  I  am  to  be 
best  bridesmaid  !  You've  got  to  give  me  a  gold 
brooch  and  a  bangle,  though." 

"  Yes— yes "  said  the  reckless  Vic  ;  "  only  be 

off  now."  -^ 

"  Oh.  I  know."  said  Violet,  tartly,  "  so  as  you  and 
Janet   can   begin    kissing   again!     Huuh—l   don't 
think  much  of  kissin'— tried  it  once  with 
Calmont— but  raspberry  toffee's  ten  times 
any  day !  " 

Thus  with  the  willing  assistance  of  sister  Violet 
did  Vic  Morris  and  Janet  of  the  Valley  Manse  become 
engaged. 

*  *  *  * 

So  much  of  the  story  as  is  presently  available  can 
be  read  in  a  letter  written  some  three  months  after 


Willie 
better 
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proached  them  for  their  undu/lj-  i^^""'  ^^«"  ^^ 

\  getting  married  £  Th„ J" •''°'?'"'  ^^'*' 
who  had  only  been  en^a^ed  p,Ik?™^''"^  Merrylees 
clerk,  was  speciajy  "f tf rt  fi^  h  '"  ^'^^  *°  ^  ^^^^ 
the   Reverend   BeniamTn    t       ^^'^  <^o»n»nents.     But 

urging  him  on  no  rS  to To'^^t  to  S ''  *?  ^^^' 
busmess  affairs  withonf  !«  u-^  *  *°  ^P^*"  for  his 
loved  him  XS^rav  tno"^  'T  °^  *^^  ^'^  ^^o 
his  brother  ministe?^^   ^^^^  ^'°  *°  ^^^  bowler. 

^ron^ZvZX^:^^^\-^  the  Incubus  Coal  and 

Kirktown    Compan7es     Ltd  ?'  V"^'^,/^   "  ^^^ 
absent  very  long  he  thoutif '*»,•.•    "^^"^^    "«*    be 
be  rushing  abou^t  aU   he  tf^.'  ^^Vi^^'-  ^""^  ^«  ^^'^d 
and  waysL  inn  was  no  S 'or  f^"'"  °'*^^  '"^"'^ 
Caravanserai  "   was   being  rebuTit   forTv."'     "  ^^^ 
meantime  Mrs.  Vic  Morrif  JL  c*     •  ""^  *^^'"'   ^^d- 
father  at  the  VaUey  Manse     T^tf"^  °"u  ^*^  ^^^ 
which  shows  in  form  anrf  ;„w'^  "^^^  ^^'^  better, 
influence  of  holy  matrimony  ^^*^°^^  *^^  ^^^^""5 

"Free  VaUey  Manse, 
Kirktown,    Scotland. 
"  My  Dear  Husband  ^"°  ^^^t^)' 

also  I  have  to"ook  a^vour  nl.  "  ""'^  ^."S^"""  *«  »>«  S"re. 

you  are  here  TcaU  rthrGreat°V^^"5'     ^'^ 
When  you  a     3,,,  I  ^.^^-t  ^  Stone  Face,   but 

flndi^g'Sj^LrinTarpl^X^^^^  to 

^^t^flo^^SflLS^H^^^^ 

an  umbreUa  1  ^  *'™  "^^^  *•"  ferrule  of 

back  into  ^acf  agai^  Tt^^n'S^L^  Tll^a^ 
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whtnXlTon*/-     ^^'  T^"  5^  ^  ^^^^  «*"«  Bridget 
When  she  stops  nursing  her  doUy.     But  after  aU  we 

shaU  only  be  over  the  way.  though  I  would  rather  be 

t  i«    '"?1^"k^°"'"  *^^"  *^«  CaravanseraT     Still 
it  IS  good  to  be  out  of  the  gossip  of  Kirktown.         ' 

I  went  and  called  on  the  Phil  Calmonts  yester- 
Tll'rr.  "^''t'  '^"^  anything  so  funny  in  your  life 

The  manager's  house  where  they  live  is  low  and  has 
verandahs  all  round.     Phil  has^made  wind  screens 

door. ^7  ^?  t'",^'"^  ""*  °^  doors-rece"ve  oTt  o 
nr..?~  *l  ^"  ^  ^"°^'  '^^^P  °»^t  Of  doors.  Vida  is 
prettier  than  twenty  pictures.  I  think  vou  mus? 
have  been  blind,  dear  old  bat,  ever  to  have  though 
of  me  when  such  a  glorious  creature  walked  the  flee 
of  the  earth.  So  there.  Mr.  Vic  Managing  Director 
to  Ignoramus  and  Co..  Unlimited  !  ^  director 

But  the  fun  !     Well,  it  was  funny  enough  to 
make  you  cry-me  at  least.     Hammockc.   tibles 
dishes,  food-all  playing  skip-jack  whenever  a  gusi 
overturned  one  of  PhU's  patent  screens  !     Phil^ran 
and  Vida  ran.  the  two  maids  ran.  and  I  ran  in  orde? 

chff.  And  they  have  a  code  of  signals  on  a  pole- 
flags  and  pocket  handkerchiefs  fit  to  make  a  hedgehog 
laugh.     In  fact.  I  think  we  are  the  only  sensiblf 

couS'  -l"  't  T^^-  ^  ^"°^  y'^  think  so  !  You 
could  sit  right  down  and  prove  it  too.  dear  wiseacre 
of  my  heart !  But  I  shouldn't  love  you  if  y^u  were 
the  east  bit  different.     For  right  well  do  I  know  tTat! 

.ZS  .i""  {etch  and  carry,  you  can't  '  run  '  your 
small  petticoated  Janet.     And  that  is  why  you  love 

carrwf/^*'  ^?^7u^'  y°'''"  J^^^t  ^o"ld  ^etch  and 

An7.K^  ^°''  V  °  *^^  ""'^"^^'^  ^"d  a^d  back  again. 
And  that  is  why  she  loves  you  ! 

"Oh.  yes,  md  Phil  Calmont  has  made  a  Httle  puUv- 
hauly  railwa  /  which  you  load  with  stones  at  the  tcp 
Of  the  Heugh.  and  the  weight  of  them  pulls  the  person 
up  from  down  below !     Mr.  Romer  lives  with  them 
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BliV^nT^,%l!^r^     Vida  is  ,0  kind  to  hi 

or  something.     He  We^.Tr^"*^.'r,^^^  ^°»  ^^tl 

Phil  is  five  minutes  Se  for  «  °'*  ?^%*^"  ^^^  '^^^ 

sweet  of  them    don'?^  '"^^-    ^  ^^^^^^  it  is 

is  so  poor       Bit  th^n  ^f""'  °°^'  ^^^«"  Mr.  Rom 

and  kuy  stanS Vhi  t  at  th.T  kI^k'^'  ^°^^  '    ^^ 

not  let  any  one  eke  touch  th.  h  ^^i?°"!"'  ^"^  ^^"J 

is.  if  the/  could  help  5t     The' '  Nol"  ^°?~*^^ 

people  (whoever  they  mav  beu!n.^i?  *^^™   ^^S^*^ 

But  he  only  remained  a^weeks*^^^^^^ 

the  waees  in  Trinifi,  w         f  '  ^^ymg  that  '  For  aJ 

to  be  ord'eJ  atut^'r:  t^^^^^^^  ^^^^  *^- 

pernikkety  old  men  '  ^^^  °^  disagreeable 

tWe^^^  siS^/LthVh^^^^^^^  n  --^-  ^^ 
glad  to  know  that  thev  havel.  ^  ^'^'  ^°"  ^  be 
the  house  for  them  on  Vrms  oTmn^^^^^  *°  ^°°^  ^^^^ 
is  tired  of  service  '  he  savT  anH^  ."^  ^^v^^^'  '«« 
through  them  telescoped -1!^^^^^^  "^'^  ^"°^^"' 
sider  the  whole  duty  of  li^h^h'  ^  ^*^™^  *°  con- 
says  that  he  keeps  every  |?n^Thf'"l"-  ^"*  ^ida 
Gregson,  the  '  bu^ttonI7oy  "tht^^^  T°""g 

Kahn.  carries  oil  and  coal  L/f  *^^  "^^^  James 
jobs  down  at  the  Sghthouse  ^  l /j^^^^^  T'^  ^^^ 
be  able  to  make  a  real  liVhlv.;  ^^  ^^^^  *bey  may 
day.  but  Dick  shSistead  'nH  ^^^  °^  ^"^  °«e 
to  the  spilling  of  a  can  of  Whitewash  ""'h'^  ''f""^ 
a  bad  end  for  Gregson  TurHnr  k  '•  "^^  Predicts 
viously  too  good  fof  Wn/  ^^^"«^"^  ^^^^^^  ob- 
is about  ^^:bt%*jiu^r  ^^ou'tr '  '^^^"^^  ^-^p. 

I  am  afraid.  She  wTs'  the  1,^^.  """^^"^ber  Leebie. 
has  been  so  long  ^th  tL  N  'f  ^.^"t-maid  who 
remember  Mr.  Lrsbv  T..^  ""'S-^^  ^ou  may 
You  will  have  io  anvwL -^u""^'  ^^^"'^  shadow 
has  been  miking'  Y^LZ7'  "^^^^  ^°"  S^t  back.  He 
the  clerksTn  thl^S^^lto^f^no^^^^^  t"^^^'  ^^^' 
their  turn  they  made  thTn^  *  V'*^"^  '^'  So  in 
had  a.  SO.S  oLr„U''S„t  ^tefa  '^  ^^ 
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back,  and  is.  I  believe,  (but  for  his  temper),  a  clever 
man.  WeU.  finally  he  has  got  another  situation  down 
about  Wigan,  and,  of  course,  poor  Rose  has  to  leave 
the  house  and  especially  the  garden  they  have  had 
so  long-.just  when  she  had  got  it  so  pretty,  too. 
It  IS  a  shame. 

"  WeU.  I  told  you  about  Mr  Irongray,  and  how  he 
had  made  Rose  so  angry  by  refusing  to  receive  her 
father  at  the  communion  table.     Being  English   of 
couree  she  did  not  understand  that  in  his  position  he 
could  do  nothing  less.     No  one  could  explain  that  to 
her.     Rose  should  really  have  arranged  the  place  of 
her  birth  better.     There  is  no  other  remedy.     You 
suffer  from  this,  too,  though  your  Welsh  blood,  dear 
Owen  Tudor  Llewellyn  Glendowerap  Jones,  saves  you 
from  the  stupidest   and   most   English    mistakes. 
Though  all  the  same  you  did  come  near  to  making  a 
mistake  about  me.  thinking  that  I  didn't  love  you 
when  (put  your  head  down)  I  do.  I  rfo.  twenty  time^ 
more  than   ever!  There,  don't  teU  anybody,  not 
even  Violet  this  time !  j       j>     ^^ 

"  What  I  am  writing  now  is  what  Rose  told  me  as 
near  as  I  can  put  it  down.  ' 

"She  was  sitting  sewing  and  looking  over  the 
garden  at  the  Calmonts'  hedge  and  the  white  gable 
of  the  Hill  Manse,  thinking  too  that  after  next 
Wednesday  she  should  never  see  any  of  them  again 
when  Leebie  Galium,  affectionate,  stupid,  but  faithful 
as  a  dog's  tail  is  faithful  to  the  dog,  came  in  all 
blubbered  with  tears ! 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Leebie  ?  '  said  Rose  Nunsbv 
looking  up.  .   ■" 

T  " '  ?^' J^^ss,'  says  Leebie.     '  I  can't  bear  it— indeed 

^?  in.  °^'^  ^®  *"Sry.  but  I  really  couldn't  help  it ! ' 

„  ,  J^^*  ^^^'^  yo"  t'^^ar,  Leebie  ?  *  Rose  asked. 

To  see  that  puir  man  wanderin'  and  wanderin*, 

his  hands  behind  his  back  rx  under  the  tails  o'  his 

black  coat,  like  a  craw  in  t-.e  rains— day  and  nicht  • 

nicht  an'  day;    I  juist  couldna  bide.  Miss  Rose! 

bae  I  gaed  up  to  him  mysel'  and  says  I * 
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thi-g  that  WMna'worth' J^  *"?  !"»'  "  »»  a  ^ 
Pu.r  man  that  »a.  ?richt.d  ^""1  '"!■  ""  «  ««rt^ 
I  wver  mentioned  a  woM  »h  ^"  '»'«•>" '  0 
ower  muckle  pride  Bn?  7 ,  S°?*.  >">"■  Miss.  I  h 
*eel.  that  I  wad  ave  w^  '■?"' '""'  ">at  I  oed  , 
grand  hand  aTbrinrin'^1  *"  y''  »"<»  that  I  W 
«ven  brither,  a"yfu   "?  7°""^  '^'""y.  me  be% 

U"tr  *'^'?  'h«  m«^»ter"rn''o'„  fiT^ ''^' 
in  »Pit?orSk"f,^ner  m«i?***"^  P«Wfied.    Bu 

^ternoon*Ve°n  I'lt^^  "„  t'^'^^bie.  th« 
J'ttle  cattle,  thae  minister,      i/'i'^  '■   '  *''«y  »« 
fix  h,m  to  it  I    Ha  d"u™a  drawl!'/ J  *"«"*  '  «»" 
o  h»  conpgation  !    A^d*  foA\*  "~1'»  «<=oont 
BaMon,  her  faiiher,  he  «%"„„,  *''J!' »»"  Prince  o- 
f«  Wigan.    She  is  twice  «  I?  °  ^^  *>  his  sister 
he  twa;  0-  them  wSThael  t^^^"  ""»«''•    ^ 
I:«bie  Galium  is  gaun  to  i  t^  7  ''°'»«  »'*•     But 
For  Maister  Ironfray  vele^T?  ^  "P  »« the  HiU 
need  a  hoosekee?J?^;„^  S'.^'"  v"*"?"!.  «"!  no 
ony  money  that  Miss  Rnl.  ^g"-     You  jnist  water 

"  it  has  iever  b^?„1i?e^,"^'"°  "^"  ''«P  the  S 
me  the  hoose  I  •  ^"P"*  »'»« ;  her  the  gardS^ 

^  ifctci^^'^rirreor'^''* «» !-«. ' 

for;  am  not  a  wT*'""  "'  y°»-  Vic.     It  is  sSan^" 

you  ar?'al:y"'  iT^w'^i^/i-^'^'-g  «-<•  -hen 
helpyo„w,thyourwork.     4' cot  S^e^^^n  S 
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mai  It  IS  just  the  same  with  her  wh*»n  Phil  «  » 
••  R.,*  K        ""^v^"  **y  nature  pesterful 

some  words  tha?alwavs  m^J  ^  '7  T^^^  *°  ^"*^ 
These  words  are  ^uTt  ^    ""^^^  "^'  ^^'^  ^"y  ^^^^ng- 

"  Your  loving  little  wife, 

Janet  Morris." 
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